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PEEFACE 



I U KING the progress of the origliiftl publication of " St. GHlea 
d St. Jamea " — which it ia hoped ia reaidered BOiuewhat leaa 

lultj in the present revised edition. — certain critics would charge 
e writer with u cleaving desire to deapoil the high fur the profit 
the low ; with a hesetting tendeuoj" to mum as a sort of moral 
ibUi Hood, stripping the rich of their -virtueB tliat only the 
riest poor might strut in the plunder. In reply to llua, I will 
rayaeU' with saying that I auiuewhat voufidenliy await the 

nntiot of a differeat opinion fixjm the reader who way honour 
pagea witlt a diapassiunate perusal. 



t has been my endeavour to show in the peraon of St. Giles 
wotim of an ignorant diBregaid of the social clainis of the 
IF upon the rich ; of tho governed milhon upon the governing 
■ ; to present — I am well aware how imperfectly ; but with 
wilful exaggeration of the portndtiu'e — the picture of the 
tnt pMiper reared iu biaititsh iguomnce ; a human waif of dirt 
1 dArknew. Since the original appearance of this story, the 
ty of this picture, iu all its vital and appalling horror, 
ifoTMil itaelf upon the legislature ; bus engaged ita anxious 
in^tB ; and will ultimately triumph ia its humauiBiug sympa- 
Bft, I will only add that upon an after revision of this story, 
unot ttiicb myself open to the charge of be^zoDiug €fe. C^^^ka 



at the coat of St. Jamea ; or of mating Hog Lane the treasury 
all the virtues to the moral Baclcing of May Fair. 

The completion of the first volume of a collected edition of i 
■writinga — BCattered over the apace of yeara — ia an opportuni' 
tempting to the vanity of a imter to indulge in a retrospect 
the circumstatices that firat lUEtde authorship his hope, as well 
of the general tenor of hia after vocation. I wiil not, at least, 
theae pages, yield to the inducement ; further than to say that, ae 
helped and self-guided, I began the world at an age when, as 
general rule, boya have not laid down their primers ; that th 
cockpit of a man-of-war was at thirteen exchanged for tl 
struggle of London ; that appearing in prmt ere perhaps tl 
meaning of words was duly mastered — no one can be more alii 
than myself to the worthlessness of such early mutterings. 

In concIuMon, I submit this volume to the generous interpr 
tatiou of the reader. Some of it has been called " bitter ; " indee 
"bitter" has, I think, a little too often been the ready word wh« 
certain critics have condeaceiided to bend their eyes upon n^ 
page : so ready, that were my ink redolent of myrrh and frt 
incense, I well know the sort eif ready-made criticism that wonI( 
cry, with a denouncing shiver, " aloes ; aloes." 

D. J, 
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CHAPTER I. 

Thb Btreets were empty. Ktiless cold hod driven all wtii liad 

B ahelter of a, roof to thdr homes : ajid the north-east blast 

mied to howl in triumph above the uctroclden snow. "Winter 

IS at the heart of all things. The wretched, dumb with eieea- 

a.V6 misery, suffered, in stupid resignation, the tyramiy of the 

ison. Human blood stagnated in the breast of want ; and 

tth in that despoji'ing hour lo^ng its teTTors, looked, in the 

s of many a wretch, a sweet deliverer. It was a time when 

j the very poor, barred from the commonest thin^ of earth, take 

I Btrange counsel with themselves, and, in the deep humility of 

I deetttnUon, believe they are the burden and the oSal of the world, 

I It WBi a time whea the easy, comfortable man, tonohed with 

I fiiieit seuHe of human suffering, gives from his abundance ; and, 

I iriukt bestowing, feels almoat ashamed that, with such wide- 

I ^iTCAd nuiery circled round him, he has all things titting ; alt 

I things grateM. The smitten spiiit asks wherefore he is not of 

I the multitude of wretchedness ; demands to know for what espe- 

I dal excellence he is promoted atove the thousand, thousand 

I starving creatures ; in his very tenderness for misery, teats his 

I nrivilege of exemption from a woe that withers raanhood in man, 

I MWiog him downward to the brute. And so questioned, this 

I man ^ves in modesty of spirit — in very thankfulness of soul. 

I Hii idms are not cold, formal charitioa; but reverent sacrificea to 

r Ur sn0^ng brother. 

It was a time when Belfiahness hugs itself in its own warmth ; 
with no other thoughts than of its pheasant posaes^ona ; all made 
] iJMMntor, sweeter, by the desolation around. When the mere 
I worldling rejoices the more in bis wwm uhomber, because it is so 
I bitter cold without ; when he eats and drinks with whetted 
I Appetite, because he hears of destitution, prowling like a wolf 
i voacd bis well-barred bouse ; when, in fine, ha bears hia every ^ 

te= ^ 
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comfort about him witli the pride of a conqueror. A time wLen 
Buch a man sees in ths miaer; of his fellow-beiuga nothing save 
hia own victory of fortune — hiH own suuueasi'a in a suffering world. 
To BUch B. tntm the poor are but the tattered slaves that grace 
hia triumph. 

It was a time^ too, when human nature often shows its true 
divinitjj and wifll misery like a, garment clinging to it, forgets ita 
wretehediiesa in sympathy with. Buffering, A time, when in the 
cellars and garrets of the poor are acted acenes which rnake the 
nobleat heroism of life ; which prove the immortoil texture of the 
human heart, not wholly seared by the branding-iron of the toi^ 
turing houra. A. time when in want, in anguish, in throes of 
mortal agony, some seed is sown that bears a Bower in heaven. 

Such was the time, the hour approacldng midnight, wlien a 
woman sat on a door-step in a London street. Was she sleeping, 
or was she another victim of the icy season 1 Her head had 
Mien backward a^^ist the door, aod her face shone like a white 
stone in the moonlight. There wna a terrible history in that 
&ce ; cut and lined as it wna by the twip-workers, vice and 
misery. Her temples were sunken ; her brow wrinkled and 
lunched ; and her thin, jagged mouth, in its stony silence, breathed 
a ftightfid eloquence. It was a. ha,rd myatery to work out, to 
look upon that face, and try to s-ee it in its babyhood. Could it 
be thought that that woman was once a child t 

Btill she was motlonlees— breathless. And now, a quick, trip- 
ping footztep Bounds in the deserted street ; and a woman, thinly, 
jKKtfly clad, but clean and neat nithal, approaches the door. She 
is humming a tune, a blithe defiance to the season, and her 
manner is of one hastening homeward. " Good God 1 if it isn't 
a corpse ! " she cried, standing suddenly fixed before what seemed, 
in truth, the efligy of death. In a moment, recovering herself, 
she stooped towards the sitter, and gently shook her. " Stuue- 
cold — ftozen I Lord in heaven ! that his oreoturea should periah 
in the street ! " And then the woman, with a pierdng shriek, 
oalled the watch ; hut the watcb, true to ita reputation for sound 
substantial sleep, answered not. " Watch — watch ! " screamed 
the woman with increasing shrillncas ; but the howling of the 
midnight wind was the only response. A moment she paused ; 
then looked at what she deemed the dead ; and flinging her anna 
about her, flew back along the path she had trod. With scarcely 
breath to do common credit to lier powers of scolding, she drew 
up at a wakh-boi, and addressed herself to the peaceful man 
within. " Why, watch— here I a pretty fellow ! — people pay 
rates, and — watch, watch t — there 's a dead woman — dead, I tell 
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yott — w&tck — pay rates, aad are let to die, and — watoh — wateh — 
wRl«h I " And still she ecreamad, and at leugth, clawed at and 
ihttok the modest wooden tenement which, in those happy but 
.. not distant days of England, sheLtered many of England's Mvil 
gmrdiBns. 

The watchman was coiled up for unbroken repose. He had 
evidently settled the matter with himself tu sleep until called to 
hmak&sl by the tradesman who, at the comer post, spread his 
hoBpibible table for the early wayfarers who loved aoloop, 
Beddea, the watohniaa was at least sixty-five years old ; twenty 
years he had been guardian of the pubUc peace, and he knew — 
no one better — that on such a night even robbery would take a 
hoUday, forgetting the cares and profits of buainesa in comfort- 
able binnkets. At length, but slowly, did the watchman answer 
the Bummons. He gradually uncoiled himself; and whilst the 
woman's tongue rang — rang Uke a bell — he calmly pvished up 
his hat, and openiitg his two small, swinish eyes, looked ut the 
intrudur. 

" Well ! after that I hope yon are awsike — and after that " 

" What 's the matter t " naked the watchman, feeling that the 
hour of aaloop was not arrived, and surlily shaking himself at the 
dianppoitttment, " What 'a the matter J " 

" Tiie matter ! Poppy-head 1 " 

"Any of your bad language, and I shall look you up." And 
this the watchman said with quite the air of a man who keeps 
bis word. 

"There 'a a woman iroze to death," cried the disturber of the 
watchman's peace. 

'■ That was last night," said the watchman. 

" I tell you, to-night, man — to-night. She 'a on a, door-atep ; 
tiiere " — and the woman pointed down the stJ'cet. " I should 
like to know what we pay you watchmen for, if poor creatures 
are tt> drop down de.'id with cold oa the highway." 

The watchman lifted hia lantern to the face of the speaker — it 
was fhmk, lively, good-humoured lace, with about live-and- 
Uiirty years hghtly laid upon it — and closing one eye, as if the act 
gave peculiar significance to what he sud, slowly obaervied, 
nyllable by lyllable, "Any more of your imporance, and " — here 
he took an oath, confirming it with a smart blow of his stick 
upiiU the pavement, " and I 'II lock you up." The woman 
siade Eome answer ; but the words were lost, ground by the 
«»li;hmuu's rattle, which he -whirled about. Ai cricket tinawera 
cricket, the rattle found a response. Along the street the sound 

a cntigbt Dp, prolonged, and carried forward ; and email hye- 
» gAve forth a wooden voice— a voice that cried to all the 
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pUEING the progreaa of the original publication of " St. GUea 
St. James" — which it ia hoped is reudercd somewhat leaa 
baity in the present revised edition — certftia eritica would uharge 
the writer with a cleaving desire to despoil the high for the profit 
9f tlie low ; with abeeettiug tendency to uum as a sort of moral 
'Sobin Hood, stripping thu rich of their virtues that only the 
Teriest poor might strut in the plunder. lu reply to this, I will 
wmteiit myself with saying tlutt I somewhat confidently await the 
Terdict of & different opinion from the reader who may homnir 
pages vith a dispassionate perusal. 

bos been ray endeavour to show in the person of St. Giles 
the victim of au ignoivuit disregard of the social claims of the 
r upon the rich ; of the governed million upon the governing 
; Ui present — I am well awure how imperfectly ; but with 
Bo wiUul esuggeraliou of the portraitui-e — the pioture of the 
at pauper reared in brutish ignorance ; a human waif of dirt 
d^rlcnesB. Since the original appearance of tliis story, the 
tity of Uiis picture, in nil its vital and appalling horror, 
I forottd itself upon the legislature ; haa engaged its anxious 
inglitit ; and will ultimately triumph in its humiuuaing s^ia'^tii- 
m. I wU! only add thst upon an after revision oi tiua Aorj , 

liaak myself open to the charge of bodizraung St. \Ji»a i 
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Aniseed ; aod then with new vehemence she added, " Something 
teDa me it would be lueky to us." 

" Nonaense, woman ! " cried Jem ; " how can we afford Buch 
fiuieies ) You '11 be thinking of keeping pug-doga and pturota 
nast, Besides, it 's impoaaible, with, llie playhouse going down 

" I 've been quite ia the way of babies to-cigbt," said iSta. 
Aiuaeed, a little shifting the subject; "young maater'a come 
to town." 

"Oh, n boy is it!" grumbled Jem. "Well, he's a belter 
chance of it than thut little chap." Mrs. Aniseed di'ew n very 
lung, deep sigh, iDtendiiig it for an emphatic affirmation. " He 'h 
a good big gold spoon in his mouth already. Humph ! a boy is 
It T And what, after all, Mrs. Aniseed, what business had you 
there I You know I don't like it — and you wiS go." 

Now tMa remonstrance applied to the visits of Mis. Aniseed 
to a certain house in St. Jamea's-square ; at which house a 
yonuger spinster sister of the linkroan's wifu flourislLsd as under 
kitchen-maid. She, however, liad a due contempt for St. Giles'*, 
and all its dwellers ; and on certain ocoasiona had not scrupled 
to express her wonderment that her sister, " who after all waa 
not sich a very plain gal," should have ever taken np with m 
low a husband as a nasty linVmnn , She had somehow compared 
the big bouquets of the footmen with the pitch and hemp with 
which Bright Jem was wont to earn what she called " bis low, 
Jir^ bread," and her nice sense of sweetness was grievoualy 
offended by the contrast. Sometimes, too, out of purest conde- 
eeension, Kitty Muggs — for Mu^s was the rirgin name which 
no odoriferous lacquey had as yet robbed her of — would visit 
Short's Gardens. At snch times it was impossible for her not to 
make it known to St. Giles the vast debt of gratitude due &om 
it to St. James ; — a debt which Bright Jem^ — as one of the 
representatives of the meaner locality — never by the smallest 
iuBtalment ever permitted himself t« pay. 

" As for Kitty, he was always veiy glad to see her if she 'd leave 
h<T nonsense behind her; but she edways walked into the room as 
if she walked upon eggs ; always brushed the ehfdr afore she 'd 
sit down ; and always moved with her petticoats lifted up, as if 
Qm white honest deal beards of the floor wns so much gutter-mud. 
And then the tea was always so coarse, and not a bit like their 
gnnpowdcr ; and the bacon was raaty, not a bit like th«r hams ; 
and in foct there was nothing, no, not even the flesh and blood of 
Shorts Gardens, at all like the flesh and blood of the West^Eud. 
"Wl^ didn't she teep ia Aer own dripping, and not ca;*^!^ "ttowa 
ap Me a ffoaader'a tail, at the clean, wholeaooiB iaoi -A <:iiaies 
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people ! He hated all such stuff ; and what 'b more, he wouldn't 
have it." Such, agjun aaid again, had been the wurds of Bright 
Jem ; and be never heard of the aisterlj' visits of his wife to the 
aiiftocraljc kitchen-maid, without protesting against tltem. 

" "Well," said Mrs. Aniseed, " she's the only rela.tioD I have 
the world, and I can't help seeinf; her. Poor ^I ! she 's jot 
and giddy, but she doesn't mean nothing." 

" Young and giddy 1 " cried Jem ; "well,l don't know at what 
time of life geese leave oS their ^ddiness, hut she 'b old enough 
to be the mother of a good manj goslings. Got a hoy, have they I 
—-ha I they 've been wanUng cue long enough. Got a young St. 
James ) Well, babies in that quarter may he made of finer aort 
of stuff thaji hereabouts ; but lie can hardly be a handsomer iittle 
thing than young St. Giles here." Saying this, Jem held out his 
arms, and in an instant Mrs. Aniseed had placed the baby in them. 
"Wdl, he is a capital little fellow," cried Jem. "Has he done 
sncfcing, I wonder 1 " 

" To be sure he baa," averred Mrs, Aniseed on her own respan- 
Bihility. 

" A lively little dog, isn't he 1 " and Jem danced the child upon 
his knee, and snapped his fingers at it, and the child leapt up, and 
laughed, and crowed. And then Jem looking sadly at the infant, 
said, " And he U like poor little Diek. I see it now, Susan ; he lo 
like Dick." 

Mra. Aniseed made no answer; but with great alacrity bustled 
about the room, and prepared supper. Such preparation was soon 
made. " Now I '11 take him — you can't eat with bim in your lap," 
shs said. 

" Let hiin be ; I '11 manage it — I used to do it once. Well, 
well — what 'a gone cant be telped. It 'b no use a grievin', 
Susan, is it 1 — no, not a bit. If times wasn't so had, now — to ba 
sure he won't take much as he is ; but then he '11 grow bigger, 

" And I 'm sure he 'd be a comfort to us," cried Mj-b. Aniseed, 
" he looks hke it." 

" If he isn't fast asleep — Lord ! Lord ! " cried Jem, gazing at 
the child, " who to look upon a sleeping baby, and to know what 
things are every day done in the world, would ever think that all 
men WHS sleeping babes once. Put it to bed, Sue ; stop a 
minute " — and Jem tenderly kissed the child. Then turning 
round, and looking in the fire, lie said to himseif, " it it like little 
Dick." 

Though late when she went to bed, Mrs. Aniseed was an early 
riser. She had prepared breakfast, and had fed her baby charge 
beSire her husband was stirring; anditwaa v\»i>»i"»Aii6tetmiaed 
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within herself to place all things in their Tery roaieBt light before 
the e;es of her helpmate. She had alreadj conned and got hj heart 

] twenty argumeiits to prove the eiceeding comfort — naj, the ulti- I 

mate praQt, the child would be to them. And ^th these axgH' ^^H 

menta simmenng in her head, she moved actively abont, setting ^^U 

her TDom in order, at the eame time expreaung the most endearing ^^M 

pantomime to the iniknt that lay rolling before the fire. Never ^^| 

since the first quarter of her honeymoon had Mrs, Aniseed shown 
lierHJf in sweeter temper. Bright Jem was not slow to feel its 
infinenee. " Why, Su«in, yoa 're as lively aa May-day this morn- 
ing," said he, commencing his toilette. " Where 'a the little 
chap I" 

"There he ia, bless him ! " cried Mrs. Aniseed, "and as much 
at home na if he had been bom here. Well, I don't know — I 
er thought I could love any baby again after Dick." 
Pooh ! women can love no end o' babies," said Jem. " They 're 
oukde a purpose for it," Jem seated himself to breakiast, yet ere 
be fa«gBii| recreated himself by tickling the child at his foot willi 
Ilia fof efinger, to the mutual delectation of baby and man ; 
vhilst Mrs. Aniseed, pausing in a half-cut slice of bread and 
batter, looked over the table, quite delighted with the sport. 
Sow she laughed, and how fi-equently she assured Jem that she 
always said he was the heat nurso in the worid ! She then re- 
Buined solely attentive to the duties of the table, until Jem 
luving achieved his morning bacon, turned himself round, and 
■with his elbows upon his kneea, looked thooghtfiilly down upon 
the (^ild. 

"Well, that 'b a better place than a dooi^step, any how," said 
Jem, as the baby kicked before the £re. 

" Yet that 's what it must come to again, Jem, if we "re hard- 
hearted enough to turn it out." 

"Humph ! It 'a a shame they should be bom, Sue ; a down- 
right shame," said Jem mournfully, 

" Ia ! how can the man talk such wickedness 1 " 

"I always think so, when I see 'em running about — poor dirty 

etura-— as if lliey 'd been spawned in gutter-mud." 

"With nobody to teach 'em nothing 1 " 

" Ob, yes ; they all of 'em go to school, sach as it is," cried 

on bitterly, 

"I'm snre, Jem, they don't," said his wife. "There ar'n't 

bools enough liir 'em ; and then again how many of their 

traits dont care whether they know no more than headstrong 

" Oh, yes ; they all listen to a Bchoolmastar. I've sftKi '^anv 
licu^aiuiu^ 'eiQ imder jiatewaya, and incotaerBiBniaiMrasS! 
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■nd afore shop-mndows, and in all aorts o' placee in the atreeta; 
yaa, a scboobnarter teaching little things— and hcfw they do learn, 
to be sure — no taller than that ;" and here Jem, with impreaaive 
action, held up a wire toxsting-ibrk. 

" I never heard of him in the parisli," said Mrs, Auiaeed ; " whalt 
BcLoolmaater do you mean 1 " 

"The devil, Susan, the devil ; IVeaeen him among tlie children, 
homa, toil, and all— -ha ! quite as oat'ral ns he 'a shown iu oay 
pantomime — I've eeea liim aa- ]tlahi as I ace yoa; and whilst 
he 'a been teaching 'enij I 've aeen heaide him Jack Ketch a grin- 
nin', and a rubbin' his hands, aud a smaokin' his man tb Uke a, 
fellow aa seea a hearty meal, and wants to CUl to. I aay it, Susan, 
and I 'il stand to it — it 'a a ahame they 're born." 

" Won't it be a bleaaed thing to anatch tliis darling cretur — if 
it doesn't look aenaihle as though it knew what we was talk in' of 
— this pretty cretur from all such trouble, all aueh wickeduesa ^ " 
asked Mrs, Aniseed, moving closer to her husband. 

"Why, there was Uttle Tom Jumper "—mused Jem — "and 
pretty Jack Needlea — and that sorey Uttle chap, but no real harm 
in liim at first. Boh Winkin — didn't you and me know 'em all 1 
And wasn't they all ruined afore Uiey knew what ruin was ? 
Where are they now ? Why, ask Newgate — ask Newgate," aaid 
Jem, moodily. " And thp,t 's what they 'U do with yon, my little 
codger "-—and Jem nodded to the infant, — " that 's what they '11 
do with you. I can see it — thongh it 'a a good many years off yet 
— I can aee the rope about your little neck as aura — " 

" La, Jem ! " screamed Mrs. Aniseed j and she iostantly seized 
the baby in her arms, and hugged it to her breast, aa though to 
protect it from impending periL 

" Why, what an old fool yon are ! " aaJd Jem, wanly amiling at 
his wife. 

" Well, you shouldn't talk m that way," answered Mm. Aniseed, 
"it 'a tempting Providence. If you're aueh a fortune-teller, and 
can aee so much, it 's a bound duty upon you, Jem, to prevent it." 
Jem waa ailent : therefore his wife— true to her sex— talked on : 
" You ought to go down upon your knees, and biesa yourself that 
yon can make this darhng lamb your own, and save it." 

Jem waa silent a minute ; and then spoke somewhat briskly oa 
the inspiration of a new thought. "It 'a all very well about 
lambs, my dear ; but how do we know they '11 let ub have it 1 
How do wo know that its mother — " 

" It hasn't no mother, Jem, I slipt out afore you woke, and 
T run down to the watch-house, and its mother died in the night, 
Jem ; I thought she couldn't live. It 'a a haxd thing to say, but 
A i JOD loss to the child ; she 's gone, ani 1 Nioiv't aaj notlung 
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BtateBmen yet to come ; atatesmen of uobler aiiHB — of more lieroic 
action ; teachers of the people ; viodicatoiB of the uuiveraal dignitT' 
□f man ; apoatleS of the great BocioJ truth that knowledge, which 
is the spiritual light of God, like hia material light, was made to 
bleaa and comfort all men. An d when these tuen ariae — and it 
is worse than weak, it is sinful, to despair of them — the youngling 
poor will not he hound upon the Tery threshold of human Ufe, 
and made, hy want and ignorance, life's shame and curee. There 
ia not a hahe lying in the pnhlic street on its mother's lap — the 
nnconsuious mendicant to ripen into the criminal — tha,t ia not a, 
reproach to the state j a ecaadal and a crying Bhame upon men 
who study all pohtics, save the politics of the human hetut. 

To return to the child of our story ; to the baby St. Giles ; for 
indeed it is he. 

In a moment, Mis. Aniseed caught the infant to her bosom ; 
and pressed it to her cheek. As she did so, ehc turned pale, and 
tears came into her eyes. "It 's dead," she cried, "bleaaed angel ! 
the cold — the cruel cold has killed it." 

"Nonaeaae," said Drizzle, "the woman's for killing ererytliing. 
It's no more dead than its motiier here, and" — and here the 
watchman turned to his companions for counsel — " and what are 
we to do with her J" 

"We can't take her to the workliouse," said one, "it's past 
the hour." 

" Past the hour ! " exclaimed Mrs. Aniseed, atill hugging and 
warming the habe at her bosom — " it isn't past the hour to die, 
iaitl" 

" Ton 're a foolish, wiolent woman," said Drizzle. " 1 tell you 
what we must do ; we '11 take her to the watch-house." 

" The watch-house 1 " cried Mrs. Aniseed, " Poor soul ! what 
have you got to comfort her witli there ) " 

" Comfort ! Welt, I "m sure — you do talk it strong 1 As if 
women sitting about in doorways was to be treated with comfort. 
HowBomever, mates," said the benevolent Drizzle, " for once 
we '11 tiy the workhouse." 

With this, two of the watchmen raised the woman, and 
stumbling at almost every step, they bore their burden on. 
" Make hnate ! " cried Drizzle, doubtless yearning for the hos- 
jwtality of hia box, " make haate : if the cold doesn't bite a man 
like nippers ! " And so, shambling along, and violently smiting 
in their turn both arms against his sides, Drizzle preceded hia 
feUowH, and at length halted at the workhouse. "It hasn't a 
weiy kinilly look, hiui it?" he cried, as he peered at the mansion 
tif the poor. " AH gone to bed, I dare say. And catch any on 
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Btateamen yet to come i BtateHmeo of nobler alma — of more heroic 
action ; teaoherB of tlie people ; -vindicators of the uoiverBal dignity 
of man ; apostlea of the great aodol truth that kaowledge, which 
is the Bpiritual light of God, like hie material light, woa made to 
hlesB and comfort all men. Ajid when theae men ariae — and it 
is worae than weak, it is Binfiil, to despair of them — the youngling 
poor will not be hound upon the very threahold of human life, 
and made, by want and ignorance, life'e shame and curse. There 
is not a, babe lying in the pnblic street on ita mother's lap— the 
uucoDBciouB mendicant to ripeoi into the criminal — that is not a 
reproach to the state ; a scau<l|]J and a crying shame upon men 
who study ali pohtics, save the politics of the human heart. 

To return to the child of our atory ; to the baby St. Giles ; for 
indeed it is he. 

In a moment, Mrs. Aniseed caught the infant to her bosom ; 
and pressed it to her cheek. As she did so, she turned pale, and 
tears came into her eyes. "It's dead," she cried, " blessed angel ! 
the cold — the cruel cold haa killed it." 

"Nonsense," said Drizzle, "the woman's for killing everytliing. 
It's no more dead than iU mother here, and"— and here the 
watchman turned to his companions for couneel — " and what an> 
we to do with her 1" 

" We can't take her to the workhouse," said one, " it 'a past 
the hour." 

" Past the honr ! " exclaitned Mrs. Aniseed, still hugging and 
wanning the babe at her bosom — " it isn't past the honr to die, 
U it ? " 

"You're a foolish, wiolent woman," said Drizzle. "I tell you 
what we must do ; we '11 take her to the wateh-houae." 

" The watch-house ! " cried Mrs. Aniseed. " Poor Boul ! what 
have you got to comfort her with there 1 " 

" Comfort I Well, I 'm sure — you do talk it strong ! As if 
women sitting about in doorways was to be treated with comfort. 
HowBomever, mates," said the benevolent Drizzle, "for once 
wa '11 try the workhouse." 

With this, two of the watchmen raised the woman, and 
stumbling at ahnoat every step, they bore their burden on. 
" Make haste I " cried Drizzle, doubtless yearning for the hos- 
pitality of tus box, " make haste : if the cold doesn't bite a man 
like nippers I " And so, shambling along, and violently smiting 
in their tum both arms against Ms sides, Drizzle preceded his 
fellows, and at length halted at the workhouse. " It hasn't a 
wery kindly look, haa it J" he cried, aa he peered at the mansion 
of Che poor. "All gone to bed, I dare say. And catch any on 
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"em getting up such a night as thiB." So Baying, Drizzle pulled 
uanfiiU; at the bell, na though fairlj- to teat hia powers of attack 
■with the power of reBiBtance within. " The governor, and matern, 
the UDBiK«, the porter, and all on 'em snoring in lavender." The 
bane thought of thia Elysium added strength to Drizzle's arm, 
md agaia he pulled. " Had hot elder wine, or dog's-nose, or 
■omething o' the aort, to pull their preciouanightcapa on !" And 
■gain Drizzle tu^ed with renewed purpose. " They think o' the 
poor just as much aa they thhik o' meat and 'tatos, — aaonly thUiga 
to live npon." And still the workhouse bell rang a comfortless 
scoompaninnMt to the watchman's indignation. " Now, I know 
it ! I could smear it " — cried Drizzle — " they 're every one on 'em 
awoke ; they can't be otherwise ; wide awake, and thinking how 
pr^-ious nice Ihoir blankets ia, and how cruel cold it ia here. 
Yea ; they hear the hell— they do ; they can't help it ; and they 
Bsy to ttieraselves, there 'a some poor devil outside that's frust-bit 
and going to die, and wants a hot bed, and a dose of brandy, aud 
■II that, to bring the life into him again ; aud he won't have it. No 
— it's past the hours, and he must come agin to-moiTow. That's 
what the Tarmint say " — cried Drizalo — " that 'a what they aay to 
tbemselveB, and then they go off, and sleep all the sweeter for 
knowing it. It 'a ad good as another blanket to 'em— it is," 
eiclMmed the watohiaau, enraged by the picture lua fancy had 
executed, no less than by his abortive eiertioua at the workhouse- 
bel " And now, what 's to be done ) Why, notliin, but to go 
to the wat«b-Louse." 

" Ami I 'U take the haby home with me," said Mrs. Aniseed, 
" and warm it, and give it something, and — " 

" Can't allow that," said one of the watchmen. 

"Why no^ poor Iambi" asked Driade, auddenly tender. 
"She'll take cars of it— and what are we to do with it 1 You 
don't think she 'a a goin t« steal it 1 " 

"Steal it I" cried the indignant Mrs. Aniseed, 

" I should tliink not," aaid Drizzle. '* Folks needn't steal 
-Uuega o' that sort, I 'm aure ; the market 's overloaded with 'em ; 
ttwy're to be bud for nothin', and thank 'ee too. So you '11 take 
CMV of it till the mother comes round V 

" To be mire, 1 will, poor dear heaj't ! " answered Mrs. Aniseed, 
linggiDg the child oluser. 

"Aiul your name 'a Anieeed, eh? Yasl And you live in 
itt's Gudena I All right : to-morrow morning bring the baby 
to the watch-hons«. We 've noboJy to nurse it there, neither 
vet nor dry." 

Thia touch of humoar was cot lost upon the ■Matctune[L,^aT 
-lliv »t3caow2edged k with a ioud laugh. Thau one o^ ftw^ 
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suddenly alive to the humaaitieB of his cnlliiig, cried, "Let's 
bear a, hand with the ■woman, or I 'ax blessed if she won't be dead 

And with this, the watchmen bora the mother to the watch 
hoasoj and Mrs. Aniseed hurried with the child to her home. 



CHAPTER II. 

It waa past twelve when Mrs. Ajiiseed reached her abiding- 
place in Short's Grardens : a place, whose name gave warranty 
of by-gone rusticity ; of a time when St. Giles really breathed 
in. the Fields ; when blossoming hawthoma offered incense to 
the saint ; when linnets, building in the fiiTKO, sang matin 
hymns to the protector of the leper. Many changes has St. 
Giles beheld ; other and better changes are, we hope, to come. 
Here, in the fields, was good St. Giles installed the pbysidan 
and the comforter of leprosy, Here was he known, and prayed 
to aa intercessor between Heaven and suifering mail. Disease, 
tlie bom thing of dirt and poverty, knelt at his shrine and begged 
for health. And years passed on, and the disease abated. The 
plague of human land — nrreated by human knowledge and energy 
— was smitten down, and the leper became a sufferer unknown. 
And then St. Giles gathered aljout him the children of poverty. 
He became the titular saint of rags luid squalor. The dsatitut* 
and the criminal took refuge under his proteding wings. The 
daily hypocrite on crutches o-wned St. Giles for his protector ; 
cheats and mumpers of every sort — the town brigands, that with 
well-aimed falsehoods make wayfiiring compassion stand and 
deliver — dwelt about the shrine of St. Giles, and bed and 
cheated, starved and revelled in his name. A St. Giles's bird 
was a human animal of prey — a raven, a kite, a carrion-crow. 
And ouce again, the saint presided over filth, and its bom evil, 
disesae ; agaio, SL Giles was sought by lepers, most hideoos, 
most incurable— the lepers of crime and poverty. 

And — it cannot be doubted — St. Giles suffered in reputation 
fi'Dm the unseemly flocks that gathered about him . In the imagi> 
nations of men, be became a low, pauper saint ; a saint of vulgar 
tastes, and vile employments ; a saint that was scarcely spoken 
oi, save in connection with craft, and ill manners, and dninken- 
neas, and lying, and thieving. Even saints suffer in renown by 
constant association with povexly and wickedness. 
And then tbeymade St. Giles a bang^g beoiA '. mode him keep 
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a sort of half-wfty house, where he offered the final bowl to the 
Tybum-liound felon. St. Giles was pooFj and was asaorted with 
the gallows. That ignominy is, however, past. Now St. Giles 
does cot offer a comforting draught to thieves : no ; he only 
breeds them. 

And now is St. Giles to be whoUj reformed. He ia t^) be made 
B cleanly aaint. His cellars, where his infant votaries are begotten 
for crime, and mirtured for the gao>l, are to be destroyed — filled np 
agdn. The demon typhus ia to be killed with sweet air and freah 
water. The brotherhood of St. Giles are no longer to be of the 
Blessed Order of Filth ; they are to wear lineu, and wash their 
hnnds and faces ! 

To our story. 

It was paat twelve, when ill's. Aniseed SBceudcd the third 
flight of Btaira that led to her home — her one room. A volue 
was lioanl proceeding from that rooni — a voice, droning a street- 
bftllad of the day. " Why, Susan, I'm bleased if I hadn't given 
you up," said the voice, the owner of it being a short, broad- 
chested block of a man, seated before a tolerable fire, which, with 
hnlf-contempiatiTe look, he continued to scrutinise ; never turning 
his eye towards the partner of his bosom and his hearth. And 
thus, complacently whiffing amoke from a ruin of a pipe, he con- 
tinued to stare at the ooals and talk : " If I didn't think some- 
body hftii run away with you. I 've been home this half-hour. 
Not much luck again to-night. Hardly enough to pay for the 
link. Howaomever," swd Jem, as though still talking to the 
fire, " I 've got something for you.' ' 

" And I 've got something for you, Jem ;" said his wife, seating 
herself. " Gaess what it is." 

" No ; I never guess with a woman," said Jem ; " a man has 
no chance." And then he asked, " What ia it 1 " 

" Look here," cried his wife, unfolding her apron, and disoo- 
TCiing the sleeping babe. 

Bright Jem jumped from Ids seat, and now looking at the child 
' I his wife's face — asked, with solemn voice, and 
Uplifted eyebrows, " Where did you get it 1 " 

" 1 foand it, Jew," said the woman, 

" Found it ! Well, ne.tii time, when luck 's upon you, I hope 
yon 11 find something better." And then, with his fore&iger he 
tonohcd the baby's cheek, end said, somewhat tenderly, " Dear 
Bttle heart I " 

" Can't you see who it 'b like, Jem ) " asked Mrs. Aniseed, and 
lier eyw softened. 

" Wliy, it's likeaJl habie^" answered Jem. "In 

~ 'a 'em .- all the same, like Dutch cheeaea." 
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"Ha! Jem," said Mre. Aniseed, "you've never been 
mother." 

" No," said Jem. 

" Else you 'd have seen that it 's as like our dear loet Dick as 
one angel 'a like ani>tlier" 

" Not a bit— not a bit," laid Jem in worda ; but bis tone and 
manner said, " And so it ia." 

" Oil, I saw it — in a minute, Jem ; aad I see it now, dear little 
fellow. He 'd ha' been dead, attjne-dead in the morning, if I 
hadn't come up as I did." 

And Jem^ placing hiB hands apon his kneea, and. staring in his 
wife's lace, asked, " And where did you find him ! " Whereupon, 
Mrs. Aniseed — ^with commendable brevity — narrated the incident 
of discovery already chronicled. 

" Well, poor little chap," aud Jem, resuming hia seat and hia 
pipe, "he's welcome to board ajid lodgiug for one night." 

Mra. Aniseed made no answer. But as the child began to 
Make, she bitstled about the room, and soon prepared ibr it » 
■lufficing shipper. Few were the minutes, and she had the child 
upon her lap with its bare legB almost roasting at the lire, and 
with more than inEantiue energy, trying to swallow the victuals, 
spoon and all 

" Wlty, if he doesn't eat like a young sparrow," said Jam, eye- 
ing the little feeder askanco, " He's not strange in a atrange 
place, any how." 

" Oil, Jem ! " cried Mrs. Aniseed, as though she was unbur- 
thening her heart of its dearest wish — " Oh, Jem, how I should 
like to keep it I " Jem said nothing ; but bIowIj taking the pipe 
from his mouth, he looked all the amazement he was master of. . 
Of couise Lis wife took no notice of this, She merely continued : 
" I 'm sure, Jem, the dear little soul would bring a blessing 

" Voa, and anothei- belly to fill ; and another back to cover ; 
and two more feet to shoe ; and" — and we know not what inven- 
toiT of ohligstiocs Jem would have made out ; hut his wife — a 
fine tactician — began to chirrup, and cry to the child, and make 
all those legendarj noises of the nursery, handed down to us 
from the time that Eve nuraad Cain. Jem was in a moment 
nlenced. Wliereupon, in due time, Mrs, Aniseed set the child 
up^ and then danced it in the very tace of Jem, calling upon him 
to remark its esti-aordinary loveliness, and by consequeaee, its 
extraordinary roeemblaaoe to their lost Dick. 

"He's a aliarp Uttle shaver," said Jem, gently pinching tha 
babjr's cheeks — when the bahy laughed. 

"It it doean 't seem to know what you say. Z em," crwA Mta. 
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Aiiiaeed ; and then vnih new vehenieitce she added, " SometliiDg 
UDa ni« it would be lucky to us." 

" Nonaense, woman I " cried Jem ] " how can we afford such 
Cmcies ) You "11 ba tMnking of keeping pug-dogs and parrota 
next. Besides, it's imposabie, with tlie playhoiise going down 

"I've been quite in the way of babies to-night," 8aid Mra. 
Aniseed, a little ahiftJng tlie subject; "young master's come 

"Oh, a boy is it!" gnvrobled Jem. "Well, he's a better 
diance of it than that Uttle chap." Mrs. Aniseed drew a very 
loiig, deepaigb, intending it for an emphstic affirmation. "He's 
a good big gold spoon in his montt already. Humpt ! a boy is 
it I And what, after all, Mrs. Aniseed, what business had you 
there I You know I don't like it — and yon icill go." 

Now this remonstrance applied to the visits of Mrs. Aniseed 
to a certoiu house in St. Jamea'a-aquare ; at which bouse a 
younger spinster sister of the linkman's wife flourished as nnder 
kitchen-maid. She, however, had a due contempt for St. Giles's, 
tod all its dwellers ; and on certiun occasions had not scrupled 
to ejtpress her wonderment that her sister, " who after all was 
uA sich & very plain gal," should have ever taken up with bo 
low a linsband as a nasty linkmon. She had somehow compared 
the big bouquets of the footmen with the pitch and hemp with 
which Bright Jem was wont to earn what she called "his low, 
dirty bread," and her nice sense of Bweetnesa was grievously 
ofi^ded by the contrast. Sometimes, too, out of purest conde- 
ooeiiHiDn, liitty Muggs — for Muggs was the virgin name which 
no odoriferous lacquey had as yet robbed her of— would visit 
Short'e Gardens. At such times it was impossible for her not to 
make it known to St, Giles the vast debt of gratitude due &om 
it to St Jamea : — a debt which Bright Jem — aa one of the 
representatives of the meaner locality — never by the smalleBt 
inBtalment evur permitted himself to pay. 

"As for Kitty, he was always very gW to see lier if she 'd leave 
<ber nonsense behind her ; hut she always walked into the room us 
if she walked upon egga ; always bmahed the chair afore she 'd 
ttt down ; and always moved with her pettiooala liflied up, as if 
Qia wliite honest deal beards of the floor was m much gutter-mud. 
And tlien the ten was always bo coarse, and not a bit like their 
nmpowder ; and the bacon was ruBty, not a bit like their bams ; 
jutd in feet there was nothing, no, not even the flesh and blood of 
flbarfa Gardens, at all tike the flesb and blood of the WeatrGtul. 
"WTg" didn't she tee/) to Aer own dripping, and not cast 'ket t 
Mke a Souoder'B tail, at the clean, whulesome too4 lA i^Bi 
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people 1 He hated all sucli stuff ; and wliat 's more, he wouldn't 
have it." Such, again and again, had been the words of Bright 
Jem ; and he never heard of the sisterly visite of his wife to the 
arititocTatic kitoheg-maid, without protesting ngaicat them. 

" Well," said Mra, Aniseed, " she'a the only relation I have in 
the world, and I can't help aeedng her. Poor girl 1 she 'a young 
and giddy, but she doesn't mean nothing." 

" Young and giddy ! " cried Jem ; " well, I don't know at what 
time of life geese leave off their giddiness, but she 'a old enough 
to be the mother of a good many goslings. Got a boy, have they ? 
— ha ! they 've been wanting one long enough. Got a young St, 
Jamea 1 Well, babies in that quarter may be made of finer sort 
of staff than hereabouts ; but he can hardly be a hacdsomer little 
thing than young St. Giles here." Saying thia, Jem held oat his 
arms, and in an instant Mrs. Aniseed had placed the baby in them. 
" Well, he ia a capital little fdlow," cried Jem. " Has he done 
sucking, I wonder 1 " 

" To be sure he baa," averred Mrs. Aniseed on her own respon- 
sibility. 

" A lively little dog, isn't he J" and Jem danced the child upon 
his knee, and snapped his fingers at it, and the child leapt up, and 
laughed, and crowed. And then Jem looking sadly at the infant, 
said, " And he i» like poor little Dick I see it now, Susan ; he u 
Hko Dick." 

Mrs. Aniseed made no answer ; but with great alacrity bustled 
about the room, and prepared supper. Such preparation was soon 
made. " Now I '11 take him— you can't eat with him in your lap," 
she said. 

" Let him be ; I '11 manage it — I used to do it once. WeL, 
well — what's gone can't be helped. It's ao use a grievin', 
Susan, ia it 3 — no, not a bit. If times wasn't so bad, now— to be 
sure he won't t^e much as he is ; but then he '11 grow bi^er, 
and—" 

" And I 'm sure he 'd be a comfort to us," cried Mrs. Aniseed, 
"he looka like it." 

"If he isn't iast asleep — Lord I Lordl" cried Jem, gazing at 
the child, " who to look upon a sleeping baby, and to know what 
things are every day done in the world, would ever think that all 
men was sleeping babes once. Put it to bed, Sue ; stop a 
minute"— and Jem tenderly kissed the child. Then tuming 
roimd, and looking in the fire, h-e said to liimseii^ " it ia Uke httlo 
Mck.'- 

Though late when she went to bed, Mrs. Aniseed was an early 
riser. She bad prepared breakfast, and had fed her baby charge 
lie/luv iier basbojid was atirriagi anditwaspiBiuhsjideteTTained 
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witlun herself to place all things in their very roaieBt light hefora 
the eyea of her helpmate. She had already conned and got by heart 
twenty arguments to prove the exceeding comfort — noy, the ulti- 
mate prolit, the child would be to them. And with Uiese argu- 
mente wimmering in her head, she moved actively about, Betting 
her room Lu order, at the same time expresmng the moat endearing 
pantomime to the infant that lay rolling before the fire. Never 
since the firat quarter of her honeymoon had Mrs. Aniseed shown 
herself in sweeter temper. Bright Jem waa not slow to feel its 
influence. " Why, Susan, you "re as Uvely aa May-day this morn- 
ing," said he, commencing hia toilette. " "Where 'b the little 
chap!" 

" There he is, hlesa him ! " cried Mra. Aniaeed, " and as much 
(it home aa if he had been bom here. Well, I don't know — I 
never thought I could love any bahy ngain after I>ick." 

"Pooh ! women can love uo endo'babiea," said Jem. "They 're 
made a purpose for it." Jem seated himself to breakfast, yet ere 
he began, recreated himself by tickling the child at hia foot with 
hia foielinger, to the mutual deletrtatton of baliy and man ; 
whilst Mrs. Aniaeed, pausing in a half-cut slice of bread and 
butter, looked over the table, quite delighted with the sport. 
H^Qw she laughed, and hon frequently she assured Jem that she 
always said he was the best nurse in the world ! She then re- 
mained solely attentive to the duties of the table, until Jem 
having achieved his morning hacoD, turned himself round, and 
with Iiis elbows upon his knees, looked thoughtfully down upon 
the child. 

■ WeL, that 'a a better place Ihaji a door-step, any how," Haid 
Jem, as the baby kicked before the tire. 

" Yet that 's what it must come to again, Jem, if we "re hard- 
hearted enough to turn it out." 

" Humph I It 's a ahiune they should be bom, Sue ; a down- 
right shame," said Jem mourciully. 

" liS> ! how can the man talk such "wickedness 1 " 

" I always think bo, when I see 'em running about — poor dirty 

et«iB — as if they 'd been spawned in gutter-mud." 
► ■ With nobody to teach 'em nothing 1 " 

"Oh, yes ; they all of 'em go to school, such aa it is," cried 

m bitterly. 

•*I^ sure, Jera, ihey don't," S!ud hia wife. "Tliere ar'nt 
MIb enough for 'em ; and then again how many of their 
iote don't care whether they fcno"w no more than lieujistrong 

" Oh, yes ; they all listen to a st-JiooIraaster, I 've 6een. 'toio. 
ialkiag among 'eta under gatevays, luid in eortkera, and in wiiM^», 
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BBtounded Btreeta, " Justice is awake I " And tJien lantern after 
liinteni gUmiuereil in the night : one Lmtem odvnjidiig with a 
sober, a conaiderate pace ; another, with a sort of flutter ; another, 
dancing like a jack-o'-lantern over the anow. And ao, lantern 
after laateni, with watchmen behind, came and clustered about 
the boi of him, who was on tlie instaot greeted as Drizzle. 

" What 's the row J " cried an Irishmiui— a joung fellow of 
about Btxt;, who flourished his stick, and stamped upon the pave- 
ment, like indignant virtue, impatient of a wrong. " What 'a the 
row J Is it her 1 " and be was about to lay his civil hand upon 
the woman. 

Every watchman asked hia separate question ; it seemed to be 
hla separate right : and Drizzle, as though respecting the privi- 
lege of bis brethren, heard them all — yea, every one — before he 
answered. He then replied, very meaauredly — "A woman ia 
froze to death." 

"What! agin 1 " eried two or three. 

"Agin," answered Drizzle. Then turning himself round, he 
headed tliewiiteb ; and motioning to the woman to show the way, 
he slowly led hia fellows down the street. In due tune, they 
arrived at the spot. 

" Frose to death 1 " cried Drizzle doubtingly, holding his lantern 
to the bloodleaa, rigid features of the miserable outcast. 

" Froze to death 1 " aeked every other watchman, on taking a 
like survey. 

" No, — no ; not dead ! Thajdi God ! not dead," exclaimed the 
woman, stooping towards her ■wretched sister. " Her heart beats 
— I Ihink it beats." 

"Weriy drunk; but not a. bit dead," said Drizzle: and his 
brethren — one and all — murmnred. 

" Well I what are you going to do with her 1 " asked the woman, 
vehemently. 

"What should we do with her!" cried Drizzle. "She isn't 
dead, and she isn't a breaking the peace." 

"But she will be dead, if ahe's left here, and so I desire" 

"You deaire ! " iaid Drizzle, " and after all, what 'a your name, 
and where do you corae from 1 " 

"My name 's Mrs. Aniseed, I live in Short's Gardens— and I 
come from— the Lord ha' mercy 1 what 'a that I " she eried as 
something slirred beneath the ends of the woman's shawl, that 
lay upon her lap. With the words, Mrs. Aniseed plucked the 
ebawl aride, and discovered a sleeping infant. " What a heavenly 
babe I " she cried : and, truly, the child in its marbie whiteness 
Joo^ed beautiful; a lovely human bud, — a sweet, unsullied 
Ki/aiiriier ofeartb, cradled oa the knefls o( n' 
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For on inatant, tlie ■watchmen in ailenca gazed upon the babe. 
Even their naturea, hardened in BceneB of crime and deatitnlion, 
wwe touched by the appealing innocence of the child. "Poor 
liUle heart I '" said one. " God help it I " cried another. 

Tea; God help it! And with such easy adjuration do wo 
Wve thonsanda and tens of thousands of hunian aoula to want 
and ignorance ; doom them, when yet sleeping the sleep of guilt- 
lessness, to future devils — their own ungujded passions. We 
make them ontcaats, wretches ; and then punish, in their wicked- 
neaa, our own selfiahnesa — our own neglect. We cry "God help 
the babes," and hang the men. 

Yet a moment. The child is still before ua, Muy we not aea 
about it — contending for it— the principles of good and evil 1 A 
ooiitcst between the angela and tho fiends I Come hither, states- 

a ; you who Uve within a party circle ; you who nightly fight 
some miserable fight ; continually stride in some selfish struggle 
for power and place, oonaderijig men only as tools, the merest 
instrmnenta of your aggrandisemcot ; come here, in the wintry 
Street, and look upon God'a image in ita babyhood ! Consider 
ttuB little man. Are not creatures such as these the noblest, 
grandest things of eai'th 1 Have they not solemn naturea — are 
they not subtly touched for the liigbest purposes of human life } 
Come they not into this world to grace and digniiy it 1 There is 
no spot, no coarser stuff in the panper flesh b^ore you, that indi- 
Mtes a lower nature. There is no felon mark upon it — no 
satoral fommtion indicating the thief in its baby fingers — no 
inevitable blasphemy upon its lips. It lies before yon a fiiir, 
UnBuUied thing, fresh from the hand of God. Will you, witbont 
to effort, let the great fiend stamp his fiery brand upon it ? StioU 
it, even in ita sleeping innocence, be made a trading thing by 
auKcy and vKe 1 A creature borne from street to street^ a piece 
ot living merchandise for mingled beggary and crime 1 Say ; 
what, with its awakening soul, ahull it learn 1 What lessons 
whereby to pass through life, making an item in the social sum ) 
Why, cunning will be its wisdom ; hypocrisy ita truth ; theft its 
fiatural law of Belf-preservation. To this child, so nurtured, so 
, your whole code of morals, nay, your brief sight and 
_, are writ in stranger figures than Egyptian hieroglyphs, 
Mai — time paaaea — and you scourge the ei-eature never taught, 
fer tb« heinous guilt of knowing nought but iU I The good 
Ml bcien a sealed book to him, and the dunce is punished with 
thegML 
^^^ Doubtleas, there are great statesmen ; wizards in bullion and 
hank-'paper ; thinkers profound in cotton, and e\Brj Umi unA 

' " a of the markets, abroad and at home. But &ete ere 
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Etatesmen jet to come ; itatesmen of nobler ainis^ — of more heroic 
action ; teachers of tbe people; vindicators of tlie unlTcrEal dignity 
of man ; apoatleS of the great social truth that knowledge, which 
IB the epiritual light of Uod, like his material hght, waa made to 
btufia ajid comfort all men. And when these men arise — and it 
ia worae than weak, it ia aiatiil, to desiitur of them— the youngling 
poor wiU not be bound upon the verj threshold of homan life, 
and made, by want and ignorance, life's ehame and curse. There 
IB not a babe Ijing in the public street on its mother'a bip — the 
unconscious mendicant to ripen into the crimimU— that is not a 
reproach to the state ; a scandal and a crying shame upon men 
who study all pohtics, save the politics of the human heart. 

To return to the cbUd of oar etory ; to the baby St Giles j for 
indeed it is he. 

In B moment, Mrs. Aniseed caught the infant to her bosom ; 
and pressed it to bcr cheek. Aa she did bo, she turned pale, and 
tears came into her eyes. "It 'a dead," she cried, "blcflsed angell 
the cold — the cruel cold has killed it." 

" Nonsanse," aaid Drizzle, "the woman's for killing eveiythiiig. 
It's no more dead than its mother here, and" — anil hei-e the 
watchman turned to his compaoions fur counsel — " and what are 
we to do with her )" 

" We cun't take her to the workhouse," aaid one, " it 's paat 
the hour." 

'■ Paat the hour ! " exclaimed Mrs. Aniseed, still hugging and 
warming the babe at her bosom — "it isn't paat the hour to die, 
iaitt" 

" You're a foolish, wiolent wDman," said Drizzle. "I teil yon 
what we muat do ; we '11 take her to the watch-houae." 

'■ The wateh-houae ! " cried Mrs. Aniaeed. "PoorBouU what 
have you got to comfort her with there !" 

" Comfort ! Well, I "m sure — you do talk it strong I As if 
women sitting about in doorways was to be treated with comfort. 
HowBomerer, mates," said the beuevoleut Drizzle, "for once 
we 'U try the workhouse." 

With this, two of the wa,tchmen raised the woman, and 
Btumbling at almaat every step, they bore their burden on. 
"Make haate!" cried Drizzle, doubtless yearning for the hoa- 
{utality of his box, " make haste : if the cold doesn't bite a man 
like nippers ! " And so, shambling along, and violently smiting 
in thrir turn both arms againat Ilia aides, Drizzle preceded hia 
fellows, and at length halted at the workhouse. " It hasn't a 
weiy kindly look, haa it 1" he cried, as he peered at the manaion 
of the poor. "All gone to bed, I dare any. And catch any on 
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'em getting up sneh a mght as thia." So snjina DriMle polled 
nunfiiUy at the bell, oa though fairly to test hia powers of uttauk 
Kith the power of resistanee within. " The governor, and matem, 
the niiBses, tb« porter, and all on 'em snoring in lavender." The 
ha** thought of thia Elysium added strength to Driwde's arm, 
•nd Again he pulled. "Had hot elder wine, or dog'a-noae, or 
eomething o' the sort, to pull their precioua nightcaps on ! " And 
agun Drizzle tugged with renewed purpoae. " Thej think o' the 
)>0or joat aaniuch aathej think o' meat and 'tatoa, — aaonly thiuga 
to live upon." And atill the worfchoaae hell rung u comtbrtleas 
accompaniment to the watchman's indignation. " Now, I know 
it 1 I could swear it " — cried Drizzle — " they 're every one un 'em 
mrake ; they can't be otherwise ; wide awake, and thinking how 
preinoaa nice their blankets ia, an.d how cruel cold it is here. 
Yea ; they hew the hell — they do ; they can't help it ; and they 
lay to tkemaelves, there 'a some poor devil outside that 'a fl-oat-hit 
and going to die, and w&nta a hot bed, and a dose of brandy, and 
all that, to bring the life into him again ; and he won't have it. No 
— it'a past the hours, and he muat come agin to-morrow. That 'a 
what tile Tarmint say" — cried Drizzle — " that 's what they aay to 
themselves, and then they go otf, and aleep all the sweeter for 
knowing it. It 's as good us another bludcet to 'em — it ia," 
exclaimed the watchiuau, enraged by tiie picture his fancy had 
ciecuted, no leaa than by his abortise exertiona at the workhouae- 
belL " And now, what 's to be done ) Why, notluu, but to go 
lo the vatch-Louse." 

"And I '11 take the baby home with me," said Mrs. Aniseed, 
"and warm it, and give it something, and — " 

" Can't allow that," said one of the watchmen. 

" Why not, poor Jamb ) " asked DrizKla, auddeidy tender. 
'She'll take care of itr— and what are we to do with it J You 
don't lliink she 'a a goin to steal it 1 " 

"Steal it I" cried the indignant Mrs. Aniseed. 

" I should think not," said Driszte, " Folks needn't steal 
things o' that sort, I 'm sure ; the naarket 'a overloaded with 'em i 
they 're to be had for nothin', and thank 'ee too. So you '11 take 
au« of it till the mother comes rouad V 

"Td be sure, I will, poor dear heart !" answered Mrs. Aniseed, 
bugging the child closer. 

"And your name's Aniseed, eh } Yesi And you live in 
Sbort'e Gardens ) All right ; to-morrow morning bring tlie baby 
to tiie watch-house. We 've nobody to nurse it there, muther 
wet not dry." 

Tliie touch of humour was not lost upon the wB.\£\vmeu,W 
tbv atikaowledged it with a load Jaugh. Then one tA ft\toi 
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suddenly alive to the humanities of Mb calling, or 

beaJ" a. hand with the voman, or I 'm blessed if Bhe won't be aeaa 

And with tliia, tha watchmen bore the mother to the watch 
house, and Mrs. Aniaeed hurried with the child to her home. 



CHAPTEK n. 

It wbb past twelve when Mrs. Aniseed reached her abidingj- 
place in Short's Gardens : a place, whose name gave warranty 
of by-gone rusticity ; of a time when St, Giles really breathed 
in the Fields ; when bloasoming hawthorns offered incense to 
the saint ; when linnets, building in the fune, sang matin 
hymnn to the protector of the leper. Many changes has St. 
Giles beheld : other and better changes are, we hope, to come. 
Here, in the fields, was good St. GUea installed the pbyaiciaa 
and the comforter of leprosy. Here was he fcuown, and prayed 
to as intercessor between Heaven and suffering nam. DieeaflB, 
the bom thing of dirt and poverty, knelt at his shrine and begged 
for health. And years passed on, and the disease abated. The 
plague of bumftn kind — njrrested by human knowledge and energy 
— was aniitten down, and the leper became a sufferer unknown. 
And then St. Giles gathered about liim the children of poverty. 
He became the titular saint of rags and squalor. The destitute 
and the criminal took refuge under his protecting wings. The 
daily hypocrite on crutches owned St. Giles for his protector ; 
cheats and mumpere of every Bort--the town brigands, that with 
well-aimed fidsehooda make wayfaring compassion stand and 
deliver — dwelt about the shrine of St. Giles, and lied and 
cheated, starved and revelled in his name. A St. Giles's bird 
WBH a human animal of prey — a raven, a kite, a carrion-crow. 
And ouce again, the saint presided over filth, Ktid its bom evil, 
disease ; again, St. Giles was sought by lepera, most hideous, 
most incurable— the lepers of crime and poverty. 

And — it cannot be doubted — St. Giles suffered in reputation 
from the unseemly flocks that gathered abont him. In the imagi- 
nations of men, he became a low, pauper saint ; a saint of vulgar 
taat«s, and vile employments ; a saint that was scarcely spoken 
o^ save in connection with cra.il, and ill maunera, and drunken- 
ness, and lying, and thieving. Even saints suffer in renown by 
cunstant association with poverty and wickedness, 
And then the}/ made St. Gilee ahiu\^ngea,\a(-. Tutxde turn keep 
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• sort of haif-way honse, where he offered the final bowl to the 
Tjbum-bomid felon. St. Giles was poor, and was assorted with 
the gaUowa. That ignominy ia, however, past. Now St. Qilea 
doee not offer a comforting draught to thieves : no ; he only 
breeds theto. 

And now is St. Giles to be wholly reformed. He is to he mada 
a cleanly saint. His cellars, where Ma infant votaries are begotten 
£br crime, and nurtured for the gaol,nre to be destroyed — filled up 
ugain. The demon typhus la to be killed with sweet air and freah 
water. The brotherhood of St. Giles are no longer to be of tho 
Blessed Order of Rlth j they are to wear linen, and wash their 
hands and faces ] 

To our story. 

It was post twelve, when Mrs. Aniseed ascended the third 
flight of stairs that led to her home— her one room. A voice 
was heard proceeding from that room — a voice, droning a street- 
ballad of the day. " Why, Susan, 1 'm blessed if I hadn't given 
yoa up," said the voice, the owner of it being a short, broad- 
chested block of a man, seated before a tolerable fire, which, with 
hatffiontemplative l(«k, he continued to scrutinise ; never tnming 
faia eye towards the partner of his bosom and his hearth. And 
thus, complacently whiffing aoioke from a ruin of a pipe, he con- 
tinued to stara at the coals and talk : " If I didn't think some- 
body had ran away with you. I 've been home this half-hour. 
Not much luck again to-night. Hardly enough to pay for the 
link. Howsomever," said Jem, as though etill talking to the 
fire, " 1 've got something for you." 

"And I've got something for you, Jem;" said his wife, seating 
heraeU, " Guess what it is." 

" No : I never guess with a woman," said Jem ; " a man has 
no chance." And then he asked, " "What ia it I " 

" Look here," cried his wife, unfolding her apron, and disco- 
Tering the sleeping babe. 

Bright Jem jumped from his Beat, and now looking at the child 
—and now in his wife's lace — asked, with solemn voice, and 
ii]ili(l«d eyebrows, " 'Whei'e did you get it 1" 

•■ I found it, Jem," said the woman. 

"Found it I Well, neit time, when luck 's upon yon, I hope 
yon '11 find something better." And then, with liis I'orefijiger he 
touched the baby's cheek, and said, somewhat tenderly, " Dear 
little heart ! " 

" Can't you see who it "s like, Jem J" asked Mrs. Aniseed, and 
I softened. 

"Why, it 'ahkenH lialiie^" answered Jem, "1 n.t"jet aeesii^ 

~ m 'aa: all the same, Jik« Dutch cheBaes." 
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" Ha ! Jem," said Mrs. A-niseed, " you 've never teen a 
mother." 

" No," said Jam. 

" £Ibo 70U M bare seen that it 's ad like our dear lost Dick as 
one angel 's like another " 

" Not a, bit — not & bit," said Jem in words ; but hla tons and 
manner s^d, " And bo it la." 

" Oh, I saw it — in a. niiniite, Jem ; and I eee it now, dear little 
fellow. Ho 'd Lu' been dead, atone-deud 'm the morning, if I 
hadn't come up as I did." 

And Jem, plaoing his handd "upon his knees, and staring in hia 
wife's iacH, asked, " And where did you find hiinj" Whereupon, 
Mra. Aniseed — ^with commendable brevity — narrated the incident 
of diacoveiy already chronicled. 

" Well, poor little chap," said Jew, resumiag his seat and hi> 
pipe, "he's welcome to board and lodging for one night." 

U!rs. Aniseed made no answer. But as the cluld began to 
wake, she bustled about the room, and aoon prepared for it a 
iuAcing snpper. Few were th« minutes, and she had the child 
upon her lap with ita bare legs almost roasting at the fire, and 
with more than infantine energy, trying to swallow the rictuals, 
spoon and all 

" Why, if he doesn't eat lika a young sparrow," said Jem, eye- 
ing the little feeder askance. " He's not strange in a strange 
place, any how." 

" Oh, Jem ! " cried Mrs, Aniseed, as though she was unbur- 
thening her heajt of ita dearest wish — " Oh, Jem, how I should 
like to keep it !" Jem said nothing ; but slowly taking the pipe 
from his mouth, he looked all the amazement he was master o£ . 
Of course his wife took no notice of this. She merely continued : 
"I'm sure, Jew, the dear little soul would bring a blesaing 

" Yes, and another belly to flU ; and another back to cover ; 
and two more feet to shoe ; and" — and we know not what inven- 
toFy of obUgatJons Jem would have made out ; but his wife— a 
fine tactician — ^began to chirmp, and cry to the chlLd, and make 
all those legendary noisea of the nursery, haaded down to ua 
from the time that Eve nursed Cain. Jem was in a moment 
aileneed. Whereupon, in due time, Mra. Aniseed set the child 
up, and then danced it ui the very taos of Jem, calling upon him 
to remark its extraordinary loveliness, and by consequence, its 
extraordinary resemblanoe to their lost Dick. 

"He's a sharp httle shaver," said Jem, gently pinching the 
Laby'e aho^a — when the baby laughed. 
"If it doesn't aoem to know what you sa-^, Swu" cristi IKn. 
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Aniseed ; and then with new vehemence slie added, " Something 
tellfl me it would be lucky to ua." 

" Nonsense, woman I " cried Jem ; " how can we afford snch 
Suudee J You '11 be thinking of keeping png-dogs and parrotB 
Dext. Beflides, it 's imposaible, with the playhouse going down 

" I 've been quite in the way of babies to-night," aaid Mrs. 
Auigeed, a Kttle shifdng the subject ; " young master 'a come 

"Oh, a hoy is it!" grumbled Jem. "Well, he's a better 
chance of it than that little chap." Mrs. AmBBod drew a very 
long, deep aigh, intending it for an emphatic affirmation. " He 'a 
a good big gold Bpoon in Ms mouth already. Hiunph ! a boy is 
it 1 And what, after aU, Mra. Aniseed, what business had you 
there 1 ybu know I don't like it — and you mil go." 

Now Ma remonstrance applied to the visits of Mrs. Aniseed 
to a certain house in St. Jamea's-Bquare ; at which house a 
younger spinster sister of the linkman's wife flourished aa under 
hitehen-maid. She, however, had a due contempt for St Giles's, 
aDiI aD its dwellera ; and on certain occasions had not scrupled 
to eipi-esa her wonderment that her siater, " who after all was 
not Mcli a very plain gal," should Imve ever taken up with bo 
low a husband as a naBty llnkman. She had somehow compared 
the Wg bouijueta of the footmen -with the pitch and hemp with 
which Bright Jem waa wont to earn what she called " his low, 
dirty bread," and her nice sense of sweetneas waa grievously 
offtoded by the contrast. Sometimes, too, out of purest conde- 
■comioD, Kitty Mugga — for Muggs was the virgin name which 
to odorifei'oua lacquey hail aa yet robbed her of — would visit 
Eihort'a Gardens. At such times it woa impossible for her not to 
BUike it known to St. Giles the vast debt of gratitude due from 
it to St, James: — a debt which Bright Jem — as one of the 
Kpreeent4ilivea of the meaner locality— never by the smallest 
instalment ever permitted himaelf to pay. 

" Aa for Kitty, he was always very gliid to see her if she 'd leave 
her ftonaenae behind her ; but she ^ways walked into the room as 
if she walked upon eggs ; always brushed the chair afore she 'd 
■It down ; and always moved wLtb. her petticoats lifted up, as if 
the white honest deal baards of the floor was ao much gutter-mud. 
And then the tea was always so coarse, and not a hit like their 
gunpowder ; and the bacon was rasty, not a bit like their hama ; 
and in fact there was nothing, no, not even the fiesh and blood of 
Short's Gardens, at all like the flesh and blood of the West-End. 
Why didn't she ieep (o ier own dripping, andnot casfcVet Tioaa 
up Eke a HouoUer'e tail, at the cJean, wholesome too4 ot tfCnoi 
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"Well, then, notlung but this — Kitty's down atwre, come 

J tea. And she 'a brought somebody with her," aaid Mrs. 

jaaetd. 

" Well, poor soul ! I hope it 'a a eweetheart ; aha 'h been a 
long while looked over, and I hope her time 's come at last. 
Does he look like a sweetheart 1 You women can tell that," 
ii<l Jem. 

" I don't know, I 'm sore," answered Mrs. .Aniseed, and she 
linrst into a loud laugh. At the same moment, Kitty Muggs 
entered the room oU smilea and good-hnmour, shaking hands 
with Bright Jem, and her esteemed acquaintance, Miss Canary; 
vho, more than once, had sunk tie recollection of her ladylike 
origin, aad visited the kitchen of St. James's aa an especial guest 
of Kitty's. 

"I never saw you look bo charming, Kitlj — well, that bonnet does 
become you," ^^ Miss Canary. " And what a sweet riband I " 

" "Why, Kitty, there ia mischief in the wind, I 'm certain," said 
Jem. "You've got somebody tightat last, I can see that. Don't 
pucker your mouth up as smsJl as a weddin' ring, but tell us who 
it is. I '11 give you away with all my heart and aouL" 

"Lor, Jem ! you are such a man. It 'b only one of our gentl'i- 
men come with me ; we 're going to the play." And then a foot 
step was beard on the stairs, and Kitty ninuing to the door, cried 
encaoragingly, " Come up, Cesar." Cesar obeyed the invitation, 
and in an instant stood bowing about him on the floor. Jem was 
twitched by a momentary Burprise, but directly recovered him- 
self Laying down bis pipe, he advaneed with outstretched hand 
to the negro. 

"You're welcome, my friend, Anybody as Katty^ Mnggs 
brings here ia welcome aa she ia." Jem, turning his eye, detected 
his wife pmnfully endeavouring to kill a laugh by thrusting her 
apron comer into her mouth. Whereupon he repeated in a tone 
Bot to be mistaken by hia helpmate — " Quite welcome ; as wel- 
eome as she is." Hn. Aniseed, thus rebuked, with a great effort 
■wallowed her mirth, and immedi ately busied herself at the cup- 
board. Cesar silently seated bitoaelf, and looked about him — 
keenly reUahing the cordiality of hia reception— with a face lus- 
IroUB as Uackest satin. In his great contentment, be saw not 
Misft Canary, who had riaen from her chair, and stood still with 
tUldoBed lips and wandering eyes, evidently feeling that all her 
treasured gennlity was quitting her for ever, drawn magnetically 
from her by the presence of a negro. She coidd not stay in the 
same room with a blackamoor — that was impossible. No ; she 
wna bom a lody ; and she would die rnther than forfeit that 
consolation. Bewildered, yet endeavouring to make a graceful 
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retreat, she atilt rem^ed motionless, drawn taller, as piida and 
death will draw people. 

" There 'a no need of ceremony. Miss Canarj," said Jem, moving 
the chair to her, with an emphaaia — " Come, ait down, and make 
your life happy." Without knowing what ehe did, Misa Canary 
dropt in the chair ; and then "vehemently bated herself for the 
docility. NevertheieBs, she would not remain in the room with a 
negro footman. A livery was bad enough ; but a, livery with tv 
black man inside it 1 There was no lie ahe would not tell to 
escape the degradation. 

" Ton "re very good, Mr, James ; very kind, but I Ve sauh a 
headache," said Miss Canary, " I do think my head will split 

" Well, two heads, they say, i s better than one," cried Jem, who 
saw at once the cause of the sudden lllnesa. 

"Got a head-ache!" eielaimed Kitiy. "Where's my salts, 
Ceeni'l" Immediately, Cesar taking a small bottle, warm &ora 
his pocket, advanced towards Miea Canary, who tried to shrink 
through the back of the chair, as the black approached her. 
" Take a good smell at 'era," aaid Eitty, " they "re freah to-day j 
I bad 'em for the play to-nighL I never go without 'em, since I 
was taken out a fainting." 

" Never mind the aalta," aaid Mra. Aniseed ; " a cup of nice tea 
will do you good." And she aet the tea-things on the table, 

"Tes," cried Kitty, "and I've brought you aome real gnii- 
powder, some I got fi-Xim our own canister." 

Kilty was about to consign the treasure to the tea-pot, when 
Bright Jem snatcheil up th& vesael. " Much obUged to you 
Kitty, all the some, but you 'U keep your gunpowder, I dont 
make my bowels a place for stolen goods, I can tell you," 

" Stolen goods, Mr. Aniaeed," cried Kitty , " stolen, why, it 
was only taken." Jem, inexorable, shook Ida head. " Well, you 
are sncli a straiifse man. and have such strange worde for 
things!" 

"No, Kitty, " answered Jem ; "it's having the right words for 
things, that inakes 'em seem strange to you. I 've told you this 
afure ; now, dont you try it agmn," 

Mrs. Aniseed, to divert this little contest, bustled about with 
nnwonted energy ! ringing the cups and saucers, and then colling 
out londly for a volunteer to toast the muflina, "Permit me, 
marm," aaid Cesar, with einberant politeness ; the while Mrs. 
Aniaeed drew back the toasting-fork, declaring she cuuld by no 
manner of means " allow of such a tiling." 

" Let him do it ; he toasta beautiful," cried Kitty ; and Ce^-ir 
gained hia wifih. 
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* 'liieuae my back, maini," B^d Cesar, as, stooping tro the fire, 
k tamed liia shoulders towards Miss Canary. 

"Always aa he is now," said Kitty in a whisper to Miaa 
Cmary, "good-tempered aa any dog." And then ehe fartively 
pressed the forbiddc^n gunpowder tea upon the spinster, aBsnring 
W that the queen didn't driak such. Reader, your indulgence 
fbr human frailty. Miss Canary, forgetful of her ladyhood, 
pocketed the stolen goods with the serenity of innocence. 

"And HO you 're a going to the piny, Kitty, you and Mr. Cesar 1 
Well, I think we shall have a good house. Of course, you go to 
ouriiop J" swd Jem, "A deep tragedy to-nigkt. All the better 
(or you, Miss Canary, isn't it 1 Well, I never could make it out; 
that folks should suck more oranges, and drink more beer at a 
tragedy, than any other thing." 

" It 'a their feelings, Jem," said Mra. Aniseed. 

'' Well, I suppose it is. Just aa folks eat and drink as they 
do at a funeral When the feelinga are stirred np they must 
have something to struggle with, and so they go to eating and 
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' Borneo and Juliet 's always worth three shillings more to ma 
than any other play," said Miss Canary, gradually reeondled to 
tfce black by the gunpowder. "Oranges relieve the heart." 

"No doubt on it," s^d Jem. "Though I don't often look 
iadde the house, atill I have seen 'em in the front row of the gallery 
— a whole lot of fiiU-grown women — sucking and erping, like 
brokea-hearted babbiea." 

" We 're all a going to-night, Jem," aaid Kitty, " that is, all our 
people. My lord and my lady, and, for the first time in his life, 
the dear child. Oh, what a love of loves that babby is. But 
yon remember him, Susan I you recollect the night he was bom, 
don't you 1 " 

" I ishould think I did," said Mrs. Aniseed, " That 's the night, 
you know, Jem, I brought home that blessed infant," 

" Blessed infant ! " groaned Jem, " Ha i he waa a bleaaed 
iniant. And what is he now I Why, he looks aa if he had been 
brought up by a witch, and played with nothing bnt devils. A 
lltlJe varmint ! when he sometimes comes sudden upon me, he 
makes me gasp again ; there does seem such a deal of knowing in 
his looks. You might thread a needle with his head, it looks so 
■hurp. Poor httle bit of muck I Ha ! " and again Jem groaned. 

" Ha ! the Lord knows what will become of him," cried Mrs. 
Aniseed. 

" I know what will beoome of him," said Jem ; 
will become of him — that 's as pliun as rope." 

"W«D, Mr, James," said JAhn Canary — "and if they w31 — ii 
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little more sugar, please — if ttiej will, these little wretclies, rush 
to destrudion, what 'b to be done with 'em 1 " 

"Bnali to destruction!" cried Jem indignantly— "pushed, 
driven to destruction, you meaji. Now, look at that httle ehap — 
Bee what he 'e gone through. I wonder he isn't as fid! of wrinklea 
as a monkey. He wasn't above six months old when we had 
him. Well, they took liim fi'om ub ; to be aui-e we'd no liglit to 
him ; there was Mb own mother, and — no matter for that. They 
took him from ua ; and for a twelvemonth after that — I "ve seen 
bim now in one woman's lap, now in another's, with his pret^ 
plamp fees every week getting thinner and thinner — poor little 
wretdi 1— as though, babby as it was, it knew something of the 
wickedneea that was going oa about it, and days counted double 
days npon it. There looked a something horrible sensible in the 
cliild — a knowingnesa that was shocking, crowded as it was into 
its bit of a farthing face. Well, so it went on ibr about two years. 
And then, I 've seen it barefoot in the mud, and heard it Bcreani- 
ing its little pipe like a whistle, a singing baUada. And then, 
when it wasn't iour years old, I Ve seen the child with matches 
in his hand ; and I 've heard him lie and beg, and change his 
foice up and down, and dowii and up — lord ! it has made my 
blood turn lite water to hear such cunning in a little oretur that 
natur meiant to be aa iimoeent ae heaven. Well, and cow what 
is he 1 At seven years old, what is he 1 Wby, that little head 
of his is full of wasps as July. Now and then, a sort of look 
comes back upon his face, as if it was a good angel looking in it, 
— and then, away it goes, and there 's a imp of wickedness, 
grinning and winking at you." 

" I hope we shall be in time to get a good place," said Kitty, to 
whom the history of young St. Giles seemed a very low and 
wicked busineea. " I want to get in the frout row, because I do 
want to see how that precious cretur, that dear angel, young 
master, likes it. Sweet fellow ! They say he 's so sensible— 
shouldn't wonder if he knows every bit about it to-morrow. 
There never was such a child as that in the world." 

"What ! young St. James, eh) Well, he ought to he a nice 
little chap," said Jem. " He *b lived the life of a flower ; with 
Dothiug to do, hut to let himself be nursed and coddled. He 
hasn't had nothing to iron the dimples out of him yet. How- 
aomever, I shall have a look at him to-night, when I call the 
carriage." 

A few minutes more elapsed, and then there was a general move 
towardji the theatre. Miss Ciuuuy, having suffered a promise to 
he tortured from her that she woulil visit Kitty at the Weat-end, 
/e/i Short's Gardens to prepare her basket la iVie gillisty. Bright 
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Jem, having beBrtilj ahaken Cgsst'b hand — Cesar 1 
silent as njght during Ms visit, though he looked and smiled 
jdl kind of grateful eloquence — departed on hia customary duty ; 
md Kitty had then nothiog to do, but to persuade her sister 
to iiocoinpany her and Cesar to the houie. " I '11 pay for yon, 
Susan, 90 you needn't mind the eEpense," said Kitty. 

" Oh, it isn't that." said Mrs. iniBeed, " not at all that, hut — " 

" Well, then, what can it be J Jem says you may go if you 
Eke, and I can see nothing to pervent you." 

No, Kitty ; yon cannot see. Tour eyes are lost in your lieart, 
and yoo cannot see a footman of most ohjeetionahle blacknesB — a 
human blot — au ignominious stain that the prejudices of yoor 
diter, kind, conlial soul as ahe is, shrink from as from something 
dangerous to respectability. Too, Kitty, cannot see this. Ton 
merely look upon Cesar Gum — the only creature of all the ten 
thonaand thousand men, who in your pilgrimBge through life, 
has ever proffered t^i you the helping of his arm, who has evei 
^tiuunered, trembled, smiled at your look, and run like a hound 
at your voice — you merely see in him a goodness, a sympathy 
ihU you have yearned for j and, for the tint of the virtue, you see 
not that ; to you it may be either black, red, or white. Certainly 
Ml' much has the fire of your heaJt absorbed the colour of youi 
Bhv«, that to you black Cesar Gum ia fair as Ganymede. Sweet 
Love ! Mighty benevolence, Cupid, that talces away 
and biota — that gives the line of beanly to zig-zag, upturned 
Boaea — that amilefl, a god of enchantment, in all eyea however 
^wa, blinking, or stoue-like — that givea a pouting prcttinesH even 
to a bare-lip, bending it like Iiove's own bow ! Great J uggler, 
Cnpd, that from his wings shakes precious dust in mortal eyes ; 
■ad lo i they see nor blight, nor deformity, nor stain ; or see 
tham turned to omament ; even, aa it ia said, the pear! of an 
dyster is only ao much oyster disease. Plutus haa been called a 
gnud decorator. He can butgild ugliness ; passing off the thing 
lot ita brightness. But Love — l>ove can give to it.the shape, and 
paint it with tints of his own mothar. Plutua may, after ^, be 
Ooiy a maker of human pocket-pieces. He washes deformity 
irttb bright metal, and so puts it off upon the near-dghted ; now 
hovt is an alchemist, and will, at least to the eyes and e 
aame one, turn the GoarseBt lump of clay to one piece of h 
{mid. And it was Love that, paaaing his roac-tipped, baby flngera 
aloDg the lids of Kitty Muggs, made her see white in black : it 
ma Love that, to her vision, turned ebony to ivory. 

" Didnt you hear Jem say you might go 1 " again cried the 
■Boonsdous Kitt^r, 

'^BtaJl be most happy, aasure you marm," aaid CeBBi, c 
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hia hnuds, and nuHing them, eatreatinglj. " Tuke gi'eat care oi 
you, nebbor fear," 

" Well, I will go," said Mrs. Aniseed, her repugnance conquered 
by Cesar's goiKl temper; and in a few minutM— for Mjb. Aniaeed 
poaaessed, perhaps, that highest and most valuable of all tbe 
female virtuea, a. virtue that Eve herself was certainly not bom 
with, she was a quick draaser — in ft few ininutea Uie three were 
on their road to Covent Garden Theatre. A few mmutes more, 
and they entered the gallery. All tilings portended a, happy 
evening, for they wore early enough for the fnmt row ; Mr. C«ear 
Gum tajcing hia joyful seat between the ladies. 

"Mind the bottle, dear," said Kitty in a low voice to Cesar, 
who nodded ; his eyes sparkling up at the tender eyllahle. " Such 
a Bweet drop of Madeary from our house, Susan ; ha ! ba ! nevOT 

The gallery filled with holiday-makers and gallery wita. Miss 
Canary was aoon hailed as an old acquaintance ; every posdble 
dignity being thrown, like roses, upon her. One apprentice begged 
to inquire of her, "When the Emperprof Chaney was coming over 
to marry bur?" Another asked her, "What she'd take for her 
diamond ear-rings ! " But beautiful wus it to behold the nun-like 
serenity of Miss Canary. She moved among her seoffera, Mleiit 
and stately, as the ghost of a departed countess. " I mind 'em no 
more," she obaerved,as in the course of her vocation she approached 
Mra. Aniaeed, " no more than, the heads of so many door-knockers." 
Cesar mutely acquiesced in this wiadom ; and in an evil hour 
for him, turning a wrathful face upon the revilers, he diverted 
all their sport ftum Miss Canary to himself. " Bili," cried one, 
" isn't it going to thunder 1 It looks ho very black." " I wish I 
was a nigger," roared another, " then I 'd be a black rose atween 
a Eouple of lilies, too." And then other pretty terms, such as 
" snowball," " powder-puff," were hurled at Cesar, who sat and 
grinned in helpless anger at the green curtain. And then poor 
Mrs. Aniseed ! she shifted on her seat, and felt as if tliat terrible 
burning-glass which brings into a focus the rays of " the eyes of 
all the world " was upon her, and she waa being gradually scorcheii 
to tinder. At length the tragedy, " George Bamweil," be^^. 
Kitty was now melted by George, and now put in fever-heat by 
Millwood, of whom, leaning back to speak to Mrs. Aniaeed, she 
confidently observed, " I 'd have such creturs tore by wild oaaea." 
To this Mrs. Aniseed, reciprocating the liumanity, uurtly replied, 
"And BO would I, dear." 

The second act paased, when Kitty exclaimed, in a spasm of 

delight, " lliere he is ; there 'a little master. Look at him, Susan 

sweet cretur," and Kitty pointed out a beautiful cMlil, who, 
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«qth its motlier and father, bad jiiat entered the boxea. The 
cliiid waa superbly dressed, and when ha entered wore a white 
WTer hat, with a large plume of pijJc and white feathera. 
■ There he is," again cried Kitty ; " we must drink his health." 
Wherenpon Cesar prodaced the bottle, and the health of young 
8t. JameB — he ail the while unconBcioua of the honour — was drunk 
Id Miodeira from his paternal dwelling, 

He play proceeded, and Kitty wept and sucked oranges— and 
^vqit, and anifted aalta, and lifty times declared it was too deep ; 
Ae 'd never come again— and then sucked another orange — and 
ihen, when the play was over, stud she was glad it was done, 
thongb slie had never enjoyed heraelf haK so much. And then. 
die siud, " Alter all, I think a good cry sometimes does us good j 
It makes us remember we are human cretura. But oh, that 
Millwood, Susan, When women are bad — to be sure it 's so very 
•eMomI— I'm afraid they beat the men." Every tear, however, 
died by Kitty at the play, woa recoiopenaed by a roaring laugh 
M tlie farce. And, at length, brimful of happiness — all being 
" party rose to go home. " Let 'a see 'em get into the 
tsuringe — they needn't see us," sud Kitty ; aud hurriedly they 
l^lutt«d the gallery, and ran round to the box-door. 
* Sright Jem was in the very heat of action ; his mouth musical 
irith noblest names. Dukes, Marquesses, and Earls fell from his 
^n, as he called carriage after carriage. 

"Marquess of St. James's carriage," at length he cried with 
snliar emphasis ; and a superb equipage rolled to the dour, 
e Marqneas aud Marchioness entered the vehicle, and a fooi^ 
n, lifting in the child, in his awkwardness knocked off the hoy'^ 
_ erb hnt ; it rolled along the stones, and — was gone. 
Hiere was a sudden astonishment, and then a sudden cry of 
^Btop thief 1" Constables, and Cesar, who with Mrs. Aniseed 
tad Kitty, had been looking on, gave chase ; and in a few minutes 
Vtnmed with the hat and the culprit, who, as it appeared, 
ling ftwn undL-r the horses' legs to the pavement. Lad caught 
]i the property. 

* Here 'b the hat, my lord," cried a constable, " and here 'a the 
Ule thieC" 

•liOrd have mercy on ns!" cried Mrs. Aniseed, "if it ian't 
hit wretclied child ! " 
'I know'd it I I always said it," cried Jem, almost broken- 

" 1 know'd he 'J come to it — I know'd it ! " 
It was even so. Young St. Giles was the rubber of young 
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CHAPTEE V. 



Short was the distAnce from Covent Garden Theatre to Coyrait 
Oorden watch-house ; and, therefore, in a few minutea was jrouBg 
St. Giles arraigned before the mghtKionatahle. Cesar Gum had 
foUowed the offender as an important witness agunst tiim ; whibt 
Bright Jem and hia wife attended 63 sorrowing frienda of the 
ptiEoner. Kitty MuggB whs of the party ; and her indignation 
at the wrong committed "on ho blessed a baby " — we mean, of 
eourae, St. Jaraea— wonld have hurst forth in loudest uttenuiee 
had she not been controlied b^ the moral influence of Bright Jem. 
Hence, she had only the smali Batiefaction of declaring, in a low 
voice, to her siater, "that the little wretch would be Bure to be 
hanged — for he had the gibbet, every bit of it, in hia countenance." 
With this conaoktion, she suffered herself to be somewhat 
painfiil. "The Lord help him I" cried Mrs. Aniseed. "Well, 
you ought to be ashamed of jouraelf to say such, a thing ', " 
whispered Kitty Mugga. 

Bright Jem was sad and silent. As Cesar, with unusual gUb- 
nesa, narrated the capture of the prisoner with the stolen property 
npon him, poor Jem, ahadiug hia eyes with hia hand, looked 
moomfully at the pigmy culprit. Not a word did Jem utter t but 
the heart-ache spoke in his fece. 

"And what have you got to say to thisT' asked the night- 
constable of St. Giles. " Yoa ''re a young gaUowa-bird, you aro ; 
hardly out of the shell, jet. "What have you got to aay 1 " 

"Why, I didn't take the at," anawered young St. Gilea, fixing 
his sharp black eyes lilt! on. the lace of his interrogator, and 
speaking aa though he repeated an old Auniliar lesson, " I didn't 
take it : the at roUed to me ; and I thought aa it hnd tombled out 
of a, coach aa was going on, and I run arter it, and calling out, if 
nobody had lost u at, when that block gentleman there laid hold 
on me, and said aa how I stole it. How could I help it, if the at 
wonld roll to me 1 I didn't want the at." 

"Ha !" said the constable, "there's a good deal of wickednepa 
crBnuned into that little skin of yours — I shall lock you up. 
Ulere— go in with yon," and the constable pointed to a oell, 
the door of which was already opened for the reception of tho 



. ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES, 39 

thitehotd 7 Did his ^oung heart sink at Che gloomy dungeon ! 
Oh no. Child as he was, it was plidn be felt that he was acting 
», psjl. : he had become in eame "waj important, and he seemed 
resolved to rise with the occasioa. He had listened to tales of 
felon foititade, of gajlowa heroiBm ; and ambition atirred within 
hita. He had heard of the Tybum humourist, who, with his 
miserabie jest in the jaws of death, cast-his shoeH from the cart, 
to Uiwiut an oft-told prophecy that he woiald die ehod. All 
these stories St. Giles had listened to, and took to his heart as 
pr«(nous recoHectionfl. 'While other childrea had conned th^ 
boolcA — and written maxim copies — and learned their catechient, 
— St, Giles had learned this ona tiling — to be "game." His 
woL-ld — the world of Hag Lane had taiight him that ; he had 
listened tu the counsel Iroai Upa ^th the bloom of Newgate on 
Ihem. The foot-pad, the pickpocket, the burglar, had been his 
t««i^er8 ; they had aet him copiee, atid he bad written them in 
his brain ibr life-long wisdom. Other little boys had been taught 
to "love their neighbour as themaelvee." Now, the prime ruling 
leaaon set to yoimg St. Giles was " honmir among thieves." Other 
bojB might ^ow rewarding medals — precious testimony of their 
«cbooltime work ; young St. Giltsa knew nothing of theee ; had 
never heard of them ; aiid yet unconseiously he showed what to 
him was best evidence of his worth : for at the door of Ms cell, he 
■hovred that he was "game." Scarcely was he bidden to mter 
the dungeon, than he turned his fiice up to the constable, and his 
wjta twinkling and leering, and his little mouth quivering with 
KOTD, he said — " You don't memi it. Mister ; I know you dont 
mem it }" 

" Come, in with you, ragged an d earcy ! " cried the nonstable. 

" Well, then," aoid the urchiu, " here goes — good night to you," 
>Bd so saying, he flung a summerBet into the cell : the lock wha 
turned, and Bright Jem — fetching a, deep groan — quitted the 
vatch-honse, his wife, sobbing aloud, and following him. 

" What can they do to the poor child 1 " asked Mrs, Aniseed of 
Jem, »B the ikext morning he sat mlent and sorrowful, with his 
|n]>e ill hia mouth, looking at the £re. 

■■ Why, Susan, that 'a what I waa thinking o£ What can they 
ilo with him t He isn't old enough to hang ; but he 's quite big 
miKUgh to be w^hipped. Bridewell and wliipping ; yes that 's it, 
ihttl's how they 'II teach him, They'll make Jack Eetch bis 
•choolmastiCr ; and nicely he '11 learn bjTii hig lesson towards 
lybum, Tlie olil atory, Susan— tlie old story," and Jem drew 
klongmgh. 

" Don't you think, Jem, someliing nuglit \« 4oiie V> wstA. 
kiin to «aa / Hn 'd get taken away from the \iaA ■'p«i^\fe tloPwX 
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him, and who kno'wa, might after all turn out a blight man." 
Such was the hopeful faith of Mrs. Aniaeed. 

"Why, there's somethiug in that to be sure. For my part, 
I think that "b a good deal what the sea waa made for — to take 
away the offal of the land. He might get cured at sea j if we 
could get anybody as would take him. I 'm told the aea does 
wonders, sometimes, with the morals of folks. I Ve heard of 
thieves and rogues of all sorts, that once aboard ship, have come 
round 'Btraordinary, Now, whether it 'a in the salt water or the 
ho'flwaina, who shall say 1 He wouldn't make a bad drununer 
neither, with them Uttle quick fists of his, if we could get bim in 
the army." 

" Oh, I 'd rather he waa sent to aea, Jem," cried Mrs. Aniseed, 
" then he 'd be out of harm's way." 

" Oh, the army reforms all sorts of whiles, too," averred Jem. 
"Sometimes they get their morals pipeclayed, as well as their 
clothes. Wonderfiil what heroes are made ot^ aometimea. You 
see, I mippoee, there 'b something in some parts of the trade that 
agrees with some folks. When they storm a town now, and take 
all they can lay their hands on, why there 's all the pleasure of 
the robbery without any fear of the gallows. It 'a atealijig made 
glorious with flags and drums. Nobody knows how that Uttle 
varnunt might get on." 

Here Jem was interrupted by the sadden appearance of a 
woman hung with rags and looking prematurely oid. Misery 
and vice were in her face, though the traces of evil were for the 
time softened by sorrow. She waa weeping bitterly, and with 
clasped, trembling hands, ran into the room. It was the wretched 
motlier of young St, Gilea ; the miserable woman who more 
than tix years before had claimed her child in that room ; who 
had borne her victim babe away to play ita early jMirt in 
wretchedness and deceit. She had since frequently met Jem, 
but always hurried from liim. His reproofs, though hrie^ were 
too significant, too searching, for even her shame to encounter. 
" Oh, Jem I Jem ! " she cried, " save my dear cbild^ — aare my 
innocent lamb." 

"Ha I and if he isn't innocent," cried Jem, " whose fault 's 
that 1 " 

"But he is — he is," screamed the woman. "Ton won't tnrn 
agin him, too ? He steal anything I A precious etetur I he might 
be trusted with untold gold I " 

" Woman," said Jem, " I wfouldn't like to hurt you in your 
trouble ; but havn't you no shame at all J Don't you know what 
a bit of truth is, that even now yon should look in my face, and 
tell me such a wicked lie 1 " 
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" I don't, Jem — I don't," voeiferated tho woman. "He 'a g 
innocent oe the bube unixira." 

" WI17, BO he isj a£ tor BS he knows what 'a right and what 
muDg. He hoa innocence : that is, the innocence jou 've taught 
him. Teach a child the way he should go," cri^ Jera, in a tone 
of some bitterness, " and you 've taught him the way to Newgate. 
The Lord have mercy on you 1 What a sweet bahby he was, 
when aix year and a half ago you took him from this room, — and 
what is he now I Well, well, I won't pour water on a drowned 
mouse," aaid Jem, the woman crying more vehemently at his 
relrake, " but how you con look in that child's lace, and arterwards 
lork up at heaTen, I don't know." 

" There 's no good, not a ha'porth in all this praachiug. All w"e 
want to know is this. Can you lielp ua to get the young 'un out 
o' trouble." This reproof and inteiTogatiou were put in a hoaiae, 
Hiwing voice by a man of about hve-and-thirty, who had madu 
his appearance shortly after St. Giles's mother. He was dresaed 
in tt ouat of Newgate cut. TTia hat was knowingly slantod 
over one eyebrow, his hands were in lus pockets, and at short 
intervals he aucked the stalk of a primroae thut shone forth 
in strong reUef from the black whiskers and week's beard sur- 
romulingit. 

"And who are you V asked Jem, in a tone not very encou- 
is^ng of s gentle answer. 

" That 'a a good un, not to know me. My name 's Blast — Tom 
Blast ; not ashamed of my niuue," aaid the owner, still champing 
the primrose. 

"No, T dare say not," answered Bright Jem. "Oil, I know 
yon now, I 've seen you with the boy a anging ballads." 

"I should think so. And what on it ? No disgrace in that, 
eh 1 I look npon myself as respectable as any of your folks 
as sing at your fine pUiy-house. What do we all pipe for but 
moneyl Only there's this difference; they gets pounds— and 
1 geta half-pence. A singer for money's a Hnger for money, — 
whether he stands upon mud or a carpet. But all 's one for that, 
What 'a to be done for the boy ) I tell hia mother here not to 
wony about it — 'twont be more than a month or two at Bride- 
well, for he '3 never been nabbed afore ; but it 'a no use a talking 
to women, you know ; she won't make her life happy, no how 
So we Ve coma to you." 

" And what can I do!" asked Jem— "I'm not judge and jury, 
MnU" 

"Why, you know Capstiok, the muffin-man. Well, he's a, 
hoUHMUolder, and can put in a good word for the boy with the 
beftk. I suppose you know what a beak is 1 " said Thomas Blast, 



1 



fl ST. GILES AND ST. JAME3. 

with a eatirical twiat uf the lip. " Not too fine n gentleman to 
know tliat i " 

" Why, what does Capatick know of little St. Giles 1 " asked 
Jem, 

"Oh, Jem," said the woman, "jeBteniayhB stood his Mend. 
He 'b r strange cretur, that Capatiok ; and often does a poor aoul 
a good tuiii, as if he 'd eat him up all the while. Well, jeiterday 
artemoon, what does he do but give my precious uhild — my 
innocent habe — two dozen muffins, a hasket and a belL" 

" I Bee," cried Jem, with glistening eyes, " set Mm up in trade. 
God blesB that mu£n-maii I " 

"That 'a what he meant, Jem ( hut it wasn't to be — it waau't 
to he," cried the wonum with a sigh. 

"No — it warnt," corrobomted Mr. Elaat. "Tou see the 
young un — all agog as he waa— brought the muffins to the laiio. 
Well, we hadnt had two dinners, I can tell you, yeatcrday ; so 
we mUb the basket and the bell for siipenn'orth of butter, and 
did'nt we go to work at the muffins." Aiid Mr. Blast seemingly 
spoke with a most satisfactory recollection of the banquet. 

" And if thay 'd have pisoned all of you, served you right," 
cried Jem, with a look of disgust, " You utill ki)t that child — • 
you won't give him a chance — you will kill him body and aouL" 

" I^ Jem 1 how can you go ou in that way ? " cried the 
mother, and began to weep anew. " Ha 'a the apple of my eye, 
is that dear child." 

," None the batter for that hy the look of 'em," said Jera. 
"Howsomever, I'll go to Mr. Capatick. Miud, I don't want 
neither of you at my heels i what I '11 do— 1 11 do by myself" 
and without another word, Bright Jem took his cap, and uncere- 
moniously passing his visitors, quitted the room. TTih wife, 
looking coldly at the new comers, iiitluiated a alent wish that 
they would follow him. The look was lost upon Mr. Blast, Iot 
he immediately seated himself; and aei^ng the poker, with ea^est 
familiarity beat about the embera, Mrs. Aniaeed was a heroic 
woman. Nobody who looked at her, whilst her visitor rudely 
disturbed her coals, could fell t u perceive the struggle that went 
on within her. There are housewives whoae very heartstringa 
seran conneeted with their pokers ; and M>8. Aniaeed was ot 
them, Hence, whilst her visitor heat about the grate, it woa at 
once a hard and deUcate task for her not to spring npou him, 
and wreet the poker from hia hand. She knew it not, bat at that 
moment the gentle spirit of Bright Jem waa working in her; 
subduing her aroused passion with a aenae of hoapitahty. 

"A sharp spring thia, for poor people, isn't it, Mra. Aniseed 1 " 
oheerved Mr. BJaat "It seeme quit* ilw tail ut ». liasiVaAjBt 
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doean't it 1 " Mra. Aniseecl tried to smile ii smile— she only 
ahicBTed it. " Well, I must tura out, I 'spose ; though I havn't 
nothing to do till night — tieul tliink I shall try another murder: 
it's a long ■while since we've had one," 

" A uatter of two months," said the mother of St. Gilee, " and 
that turned oat no great things." 

"Try a murder," 8itid Mrs. Aniseed, with some apprehenaion, 
" what do JOH mean J " 

"Oh, there 'E b« no blood spilt," wiamereti Mr, Blast, "only a 
bit of Grub-street, that 'a all. But I don't know what 's come to 
the people. They don't snap sm they used to do. Why, there "s 
thnX Horrible and Particular Account of u Bear that was fed 
upon Young Children in Weatniinster : I Ve kftown the time 
when I 've sold fifty of 'em afore I 'd blown my horn a dozen 
tdmes. Tiien there was that story of the Lady of Fortia that 
bad left Twins in the Cradle, and run off with her Husband's 
Coftchmau — that waa a sure crown for a night's work. Only a 
week ago it didn't bring me a groat. I don't know how it is ; 
people get sharper and sharper, as they get wickeder and 
wickeder." 

"And you don't think it no harm, then," said Mrs. Aniaesd, 
" to make bread of such lies 1 " 

"What does it signily, Mrs. Aniseed, what your bread 's made 
oa, 80 as it 'h a good colour, aui3 plenty of it ) Lord bless you ! 
if jou was to take away all the lies that go to make bread in this 
town, you 'd biing a g*^ many peck loaveB down to crumbs, 
jtn would. What 'b the diffwenye atween me and some folks in 
BOine newspapers 1 Why this : I sells my Eea myself, and they 
Hell 'em by other people. But I say, Mra. Aniseed, it it cold, 
imitJtt" 

Mrs. Aniseed immediately junipe<! at the subtle purpose of the 
question ; and only replied — " It is." 

"A drop o' something wottld'nt he bad such a momin as this, 
would it 1 " asked the unabashed guest. 

" La I Tom," cried St. Giles's mother, in a halftone of 
Mtonisliment and deprecation. 

" I can't say," said Mrs. Aniseed ; " but it might be for theiu 
w» like it. I diould suppose, though, that this woman — if alie 'a 
got anything of a moUier'a heart in her — is thinking of sume- 
tfiiag else, a good deal more preoioua than drink." 

"You may say that," aaid the woman, lifting her apron to her 
unwet eye. 

" And, there 's a good soul, do — do when you get the dear child 
ItoiDe ^aif — do keep him out of the streets ; Mid &iim't \«ft 'Nui& 
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" That 's all mighty fine, Mrs. Aaiseed," eaid Mr. Blast, who 
foiled in his driult, hecame suddenly inilepeadent in his laugooge, 
— " all inighty fine ': but, after ail, I should think Hinging ballads 
a little more genteel than bawling' for coaches, and making dirty 
money out of fogs, and pitch and oakum. A haUad-singer may 
hold hia head up with a linkman any day — and so you nmy tt'll 
Jem, when you see him. Come along," and Mr. Blast twitclied 
the woman by the ann — " come along : there's notliing to be got 
here but preaching — and that will come in time to all of us." 

"Don't mind wliat he says," whispered St. Giles's mother to 
Mrs. Aniseed, " be ^ a good cretur, and means nothing. And 
oh, Mrs. Aniseed, do al] you can with Mr. Capstick for my inno- 
cent babe, and I sha'n't say my prayers without blessing yon," 
With this the unwelcome visitars departed. 

We must now follow Bright Jem to the house of the muffin- 
man. Jem had already told his errand to Mr. Uapstick ; who, 
with, evident sorrow and diaappomtmcnt at his heart, is endea- 
vouring to look like a man not at all surprised by the story reluted 
to him. Oh dear no ! he had quite expected it. " As for what I 
did, Mr. Aniseed" — said Capstick — "I did it with my eyes open. 
I knew the little vagabond was a lost wretch— I could read that 
in Mb face j and then the muffins were somewhat stale muffins — 
BO don't think I was tricked. No : I looked upon it as some- 
thing less than a ibrlom hope, and I won't flatter myself ; but 
you see I was not mistaken. Nevertheless, Mr. Aniseed, aay 
nothing of the matter to my wife. She swd — not knowing my 
thoughts on the business — she said I was a fool for what I did : 
BO don't let her know what 's Iiappened. When women find out 
they're right, it makes 'em conceited. Tlie little ruffian ! " cried 
Capstick with bitterness — " to go stealing when the muffins might 
have made a man of him." 

"Still, Mr. Capstick," urged Jem, "there's something to ba 
said for the poor cbUd. His mother and the bad ims in Hog Lane 
wouldn't let him have a chance. For when St. Giles ran home — 
what a place to call home ! — -they seized upon the muffiuEj, and 
turning the beil aad basket into butter, swallowed 'em without 
BO much BA winking." 

"Miserable little boy I " eiclaimed thesoflened Capstick, — and 
then he groaned, " Wicked wretches ! " 

"That's true again," siud Jem: "and yet hunger hardly 
knows right from wrong, Mr. Capstick." 

Capstick made no answer to this, but looking in Jem's face, 
drew a long breath, 

"Aad about the hoy ? " said Jem, " he 'a but a chick, is he, to 
ffo foguoH" 
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" It 'a no wee — it 's all no na^ Mr, Aniseed ; we 're only tirow- 
ing Bwny heaven's time npou the matter ; for if the little raacal 
WM hanged at once — to be sure, he is ii little young for that — 
nerertheleas I wna about to Bay," — and here the muffln-mao, 
loedng the thread of hia thoughts, twitched his cap firom his head, 
and passed it from right hood to left, and from left to right, aa 
though ho thought in such exercise to come plump og^ti upon the 
cscsped idea — " I have it," at length he cried. " I waa about to 
Bay, as I Ve an idle hour on hanrl, I '11 walk with you to Lord 
St. James, and we'U talk to him about the matter." 

Now Bright Jembelievtd this of" himself; that in a good cauHa 
he would not hesitate — at least not much — to speak to hia 
Majesty, though in his royal robes nnd with his royal crown upon 
his bead. Nevei'theleaa, the ease, the perfect self-poaaession, with 
-whicji Capatick suggested a call upon the Marquess of St. James 
obtained for hiiti a sudden respect &om the linkniaD. To be 
sun^ SB TTB have befbre indicated, there was something strange 
about Capetick. Hia neighbours had clothed him with a sort 
at mystery ; hence, on second thoughts, Bright Jem believed it 
posaible that in happier days the muffin-man might have talked 
to luarquesses. 

"Yea," said Cupstiek, taking off his apron, "we'll see what 
can be done with hia lordship, I '11 juat whip on my coat of 
an<ti«ic^ and — hush 1 — my wife," and Mrs. Capstick stirred in 
the back parlour. " Not a word where we 'ro going. Not that I 
ssre a straw ; only she 'd say I was neglecting the shop for a pack 
of wgabonds ; and perhaps she 'e right, though I wouldn 't own it. 
K«ver owft a woman 's right j do it once, and on the very conceit 
of 1%, she 11 be always wrong for the rest of liar life." With this 
■po^thegm, the muffin-maker quitted the shop, aud immediately 
bii wife entered it. 

" Olad to see your sister lookinE so well, Mr. Aniseed," said 
Mn. Capetick, somewhat elily. 

" Oh ! wha^ you mean Kitty } Why, aha looks as well aa ahe 
etn, and that isn't much, poor soul," said Jem. 

"She was here yesterday, and bought some muffins. A dark 
gattleman was with her," aaid Mi's. Capstick. 

" Yon mean the black footmou," observed Jem, dropping at 
UDee to the cold, hard truth. 

■■ Well," and Mrs. Capatick giggled, as though communicating 
a gteAt moral discovery, " well, there 's uo accounting for taate, is 
Ui«re, Mr. Aniaeed ) " 

" IJo," said Jem, " it was never meimt to be accounted for, I 
(U{)pase; else there 'aa lot of us would have agQQdde»l\flB.ii»«w: 
abont. Taale^ in some tbings, I sujipyse, was (pvea ua \a in^w^inS. 
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we like with ; but, Mrs, Capatick, now and then we do sartBinl; 
i]l*iise the privilegB." 

"Lor, Mr. Capatick ! wb era are you going bo fine ?" aaketlhU 
spouse of the nmffin-innker, as he presented himself in hia best 
coat, and swathed in a very -voluimnoua neckcloth. " Going to 

" Ton see," sidd Ciipatick, " a man— a wretch, a perjurer, is to- 
day put in the pillory." 

" And what 'a that to you, Mr. Capstick 1 " aakad his wife. 

" Why, Mary Anne, aa a moral man — and, therefore, as a man 
who respects hia oath, I feel it my duty to go and enjoy my egg." 
With this excuse — worthy of a Timnn — did the muffin-maker take 
his way towards the maosion of Lord St. James. " It 's a hard 
thing," said Capstick on the road, " a hard tiling, that you cant 
always tell a wife the truth." 

" I always tell it to my old woman," observed bright Jem. 

"You're a fortunate man, ar," said Capstiok. "All women 
can't bear it : it 'a too strong for 'em. Now, Mrs, Capstick is an 
admirable person — a treasure of a wife — never know what it is to 
want a button to my shirt, never — still, I am now and then 
obliged to sacrifice truth on the altar of conjugal peace. It makes 
my heart bleed to do it, Mr. Aniseed : but sometimes it u done." 

Bright Jem nodded as a maji will nod who thinks he catches a 
meaning, but is not too sure of it. " And what wtU you say ? " 
asked Jem, after a moment's pause — " what will you say to his 
lordship, if he Tl see you ) " 

Mr. Capstick cast a cold, aelf-complacent eye upon the link- 
man, and replied-—" I ahaU trust to my inspiration." Jem softly 
whistled — unconaoioua of the act. Mr. Capstick heard, what he 
deemed a severe comment, and majeaticaUy continued; "Mr. 
Aniseed, you may not imagine it — but I have a gre9,t eye for gin- 
gerbread." 

" No doubt on it, Mr. Capstick," said Jem, " it 's a part of your 



" You don't understand me^" replied the mnfBn-maker with, a 
oompaasionate sniile. " I mean, my good man, the gingerbread 
that makes up so muoh of this world. Bless your heart ; I pride 
myself, upon my eye, that looks at once through all the gilding — 
all the tawdry, glittering Dutch metal — that covers the cake, and 
goes at once to the flour and water." 

"Idon'taee what you mean, by no means," said Jem; "that 

" Look here, air," said Capstick, with the sir of aman who had 
made himself up for an oration. " What is that piie of brick 
before ua 1 " 
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" answered Jem ; 



" Why that you know ai 
James's Falace." 

'And there lives his gracious MnjeHty, George the Third, 
iw, I liare aay, Mr. AniaeeJ, it 'e very difficult for you to look 
on bis Majeaty in what I shall beg leave to calt a state of 
surer 

" What ! like an injim J " asked Jem. " Well, I nmat say, I 

D hardly fiiiioy it." 

"* Of eooTBe not. When you hear of a king, ha oomea upon 
1 in velvet and fiir, and with a crown upon hia head — aad 
■aonda blazing upou him — and Qod knows how many rows of 
d» about him — and then all the household gnai-da — and the 
to eoach — and the state trumpets, and the thundering guns, 

d the ringing bells — all come upon your miad as a pieoo and 

wel of him, making a king something tremendous to consider — 

tnething th&t you con only think of with a kind of fright, I& 

not BO 1 '' asked the nmfiin-maker. 

Jem merely answered — " Go on, Mr. Capstick." 
' N(MV I feel nothing of the sort, I know the world, and deapiea 
BOia the roufSn-maker. 

* 1 11 take your word for anything but that," erieil Jem. " But 

I tell you, sir, I hate the world," repeated Capstick, proud of 
tt he thought hia miaauthropy : " and of sweet use has suuh 

iht Jem cast an incredulous leer at the mufEn-man. " I 
heard of the sweetness of hatred afore. I should as soon 
ftjT honey ia a wasp's nest." 
' H» ! Jem, you know nothing ; else you 'd know how a coa- 
' fbr the world sharpens a man's wits, and improves Ids eye- 
Bless you I there are a thousand eraeka and flaws aad 
upon everything about ns, that we should never see 
hont it,' said Capstick. 

Well, thank God ! I 'm in no need of such spectacles," said 
^t Jem. 

And for that very reason, Jem," said the muffin-maker, "you 
taade an every-day victim of — for that reason your very soul 
B down upon its knees to things that it 's my especial comfort 
leqnse. You haven't the wit, the judgment, to separate a man 
n ftlllus worldly advantages, and look at him, as I may say, 
Ijavery nakedness — a mere man; Kow Jem, that ia the power 
IpHiallj pride myself upon. Hence," continued the niuffin- 
kcr, and he brought himself up irunting the palace, and 
nded hia right arm towards it — " hence I can take an emperor 
n ^ crowd of nobles— hia troops —hia palace walls— hia royal 
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rtib«s, — aud eet hioi before me just as God made liiui. As I 'd 
take a. cocoa-Dut, and tear away the husk, and crack the shell, 
and pare the inner rind, aud come at once upon the naked kernel, 
— ao, Mr. Aniseed, can I take, — aye the Great Mogul, — aud set 
him in hia ahivering flesh before me." 

"And you thiuk tlia fcnaok to do thia does you goodl" modestly 
inquired Bright Jem. 

"It 'h my Bolace, my comfort, my strength," answered the 
muffin-maker. " And this tiiaek, as you have it, ia what I caJl 
Beeing through the gold upon the gingerbread. Now, isn't it 
dreadful to think of the thousandaupon tbouasnda who every day 
go down upon their knees to it, believing the gilded paste Bo much 
Hohd metal 1 Ha, Mr. Aniseed ! we talk a good deal about the 
miserable heathen : the poor wretches who make idols of croco- 
diles and monkies,— but Lord lileaa us ! only to think in this 
famous city of London of the thousands of Christiana, aa they 
call themselves, who after all are idolaters of gUt gingerbread I " 

" Poor souls 1 " said Jem, in the fulness of his charity, " they 
don't know any better. But you havent answered what I Bsked ; 
and that 'a this. What will you say to his lordship if he '11 see 
you 1 " 

" Say to him 1 I shall talk reason to him. Bless you l 1 shall 
go strmght at the matter. When some folks go to speak to rich 
and mighty lords, they fluaterj and stammer, as if they couldn't 
make themselves believe that they only look upon a man made 
like themselves; no, they somehow mix him up with his lands 
and his castles, and his heaps of money, — and the thought 'e too 
big for 'em to bear. But I will conclude as I began, Mr. Aniseed, 
Therefore I say I have a great eye for gilt gingerbread." 

This philosophical discourse brought the talkers to their desti- 
nation. Jem stooped before the kitchen-windows, prying curiously 
through them. "What seek you there, Jem 1 " asked Capstjck. 

" I was thinking," answered Jem, " if I could only see Kittj, 
we might go in through the kitchen." 

Mr. CapBtiok made no answer, — but looking a lofty reproof at 
Jem, he took two strides to the door, and seizing Uie knocker, 
struck it with an assertion of awakened dignity. " Through the 
hall, Mr. Aniseed ; tlirough the hall ; no hack-stairs influence for 
me." As he made tliis proud declaration, the door was opened ; 
and to the astonishment of the porter, tjie muffin-maktr asked 
the porter, aa coolly as though he was cheapening pippins at an 
^ple-stall — " Can we see the Marquess ) " 

The porter had evidently a turn for humour ; he was not one 
of those janitors who, stiatecl ui thdr leathern chaii-s, reseat 
uvery knock at the door aa a violation of their peace and com- 
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<^rt Therefore, coriiug the cornerE of liia mouth, be itslied in a 
tcne of eamic remoufltranee, — " Now what do you wiint with the 

""Diat the Marquess shall be benefited hy knowing," answered 
Capstiek. " There is my name ; " and the matfiu-maker, with 
iDOTMAUig dignity, handed his shop-i^rd to the poi'ter. 

" It 'h no nee," said the porter, sliukiug his head at the tnud, — ■ 
" not a bit of use. We dont eat muffins here," 

At this moment, Cesar Giuu, the Alrican footman, appeared 
in Uie hall, and with greatest cordiality welcomed Bright Jem. 
"Come to aee Kitty 1 — she delight to see you — (»me down 

" Will you take this to the Marquesa ) " and twitching his carf 
frcpln the porter'a fingers, Capstiok gave it to Cesar. Tha bluck 
£dt eviry dispoaition to oblige the friend of Kitty^ brother, but 
niiad his bands and shook his liead with a hopeless shake. 
" Stop," eud Capstiok. He took the card, and wrote some words 
an the back of it. He then returned it to the porter. 

" Oil I " cried the porter, when he had i-eiid the mystio 
■jrllablefi. " Cesar, I 'spose you must take it," and Cesar departed 
on the errand. 



CHAPTEE VI. 



How, we hope that we have sufficiently interested the reader, 
to make him wiah to know the mapc words which, operating 
m the quickened sense of a nobleman's porter, caused him 
nddouly to put a marquess and a muffin-^naker in communication. 
What Opeu Sesame could it be, that written by a Bt. Gilea, 
tWid be wortiiy of the attention of St. James 1 Great is tha 
power of lettera! Whirlwinds have been let loose— fevers 
({umcbed, and Deuth luraself made to drop hia uplifted dart — by 
the subtle magic of some brief itx tcripta, some airacadabra that 
held in the fluid some wondrous spirits, always to be found like 
nvAat in the eunbeams, iu a magician's ink-bottle. Mighty is the 
pAWer of words I Wondrous their agency — their volatility. 
Otherwise how could Pythagoras, writing words in bcan-juico 
upon the earth, have had the aalf-sama syllables piinted 
Bpon the moon 1 What a great human grief it is that this secret 
■kould hava been lost I Otherwise wliat glorious means of pub- 
would the moon have offered I Let ua imagine the newa 
«f tlw ixj for the whole world written by eeitwn scribes on the 
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nest niglib'a moan — when sbe sboiie I What a blessed boon to 
the talefcojie-makera ! How we sLould at once jawp at ajl 
foreign news ! How would the big-hearted men of America 
thereon puhliah their price-current of Bluves— the new rate of 
the peeunia viva, the liviDg penny in God's likeness — aa the 
market varied ! And France, too, would aometimea with bloody 
pen write glory there, obseuidng for a time the light of heaven, 
with the madness of man. And Poland, pale with agony, yet 
desperately caim, would write — " Patience, and wmt the hour." 
And the scribes of St. Peteraburgh would placard " God and 
the Emperor "—blaaphemoua conjunction! — And the old Pope 
would have his scrawl — and Indian princes, and half -plucked 
nabobs— and Chinamen — and Laplanders — and the Great Tnrk — 

No — no I Thank heaven ! the secret of Pythagoras — if indeed 
he ever had it, if he told not a magnificent fiam — is lost ; other- 
wise, what a poor scribbled aioon it would be ; its face wrinkled 
and scarred by thonsanda of quills — tattooed with what was once 
news — printed -with playhouse bills and testimonials gracefully 
vouchsafed to com-cutters ! No. Thank God ! Pytha^ras 
safely deatl, there is no man left to acrnwl his pot-hooks on the 
moon. Her light — like too oft the light of truth — is not darkened 
by quilla. 

And after this brooroatick flight to the moon, descend we to 
the card of Capatick, rauifia-maker. Tlie wonls he wrote wera 
aimply these — " A native of Liquorish, with a, vote fur the 
borough." 

Now, it ia one of the graceful fictions of the Engliah consti- 
tution — and many of its fictions no donbt paaa for its best 
beauties, in the like manner that the Action of false hair, &!« 
colour, false teeth, passes sometimes far the best lovetiness of^ 
tinkered face, — it ia one of tliese fictions that the English { 
never meddles with the making of a member of the House 1 
Commons. Not be. Let the country make its lower HonsBd 
senators as it best may, the Engliah peer will have no handa 
the matter. He would as soon, in his daily walks, think of lif ' 
a load upon a porter's back, as of helping to lift a oommoner 
his seat. We say, this ia a fiction of the constitution ; i 
lieautiful in its infinence upon the human mind, is fiction. Ni 
the Marqueas of St, James hod in his other's lifetime reprft- 
Bented the borough of Liquorish. He wna returned by at least & 
hundred and fifty voters as independent na their very Umited 
nujuber permitted them to be. The calumny of polities had said 
that the house of St. Janius carried the borough of Liquorish in 
its pocket, as easily as a man might in the same place carry a 
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rotten apple or a rotten egg. Let tlie reader believe only as much 
of thia as kia charity trill permit. 

Saw it oddly enough happened that, at the time when Capstick 
sought to approach the Marquess, parliament was near its diaao- 
lation. The wicked old hag was all bat breathing her last, yet — 
ease-hardened old sinner !— «he exjiressed no contrition, shoned 
no touch of (MiiiBcienco for her past life of iniqnity ; for her wronga 
the had committed upon the weak and poor ; for the nightly rob- 
berisB upon them who toiled for the especial luxury of those who, 
like tile tonantB of a choeae, lived and crawled upon unearned 
pensions; rile repented not of the blood aha had shed in tlie 
wickedness of war; never called aliottt her soft-hearted, tearful, 
most orthodox hishopa, to assuage the agony of her remorse, 
and to cause h@r to make a cleaji breast of all her hidden 
iruqiiity. No. Parliament was about to expire — about to follow 
her sinful predecessors {what horrid epitaphs has history written 
npon some of them I) and ahe heard no voice of conscience ; all 
she heard was the chink of guineas pursed by bribeiy for her 



Even the Marquess's porter felt the coming of the new election. 
His fidelity to his master and his patriotism to merry England 
had been touched by a report that the borough of Liquorish waa 
about to be invaded by some revolutionary spirit, resolved to 
ma&h it from the time-honoured grasp of the house of St. James, 
wd, at any coat, to wash it of the stain of biihery. Somebody 
Itad dared to say that he would sit for the indepeudeat borough 
of liquorish though every voter should have a gold watch, and 
every voter's wife a silver tea-pot and diamond ear-ringa. This 
intelligence was enough to make all true lovera of their country 
look aljoul them. Therefore did the porter consider Mr. Capstick, 
although a mufliii-raan, a peraon of aomo importance to the 
Marqneas. Capatick was a voter for the borough of liquorish — 
that was bought and sold like any medlnr — and consequently, to 
the raiod of the porter, one of the easential parts of the British 
constitution : therefore, the porter waa by no means aatoundad 
when Cesar returned with a message that Mr. Ca^iatick was to 
TdUqw him. 

Tlie mnffiu-malcer passed along, in no way dazzled or asitonished 
by the magnificence about him. He had made his mind up to 
hi anrprised at nothing. Arabian splendours — it W8S his belief 
— woohl have fmled to disturb the philoaophic serenity of his 
soul. He had detcrmineil, according to his own theory, to extract 
llie man from the Marquess — to come, as lie would aay, direct st 
humanity divested of ail its worldly furniture. Bright Jem 
meekly followed the misanthrope, treading the floor with gentlest 
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tread ; and wondering at the freak of fortima that even for & 
moment had enabled ium, a tenant of Short's Gardena, to enter 
anch an abode. Bright Jem could not help feeling thia, and at 
the Eame time feeling a scirt of shame at the unexpected weak- 
uesE. He had believed himself proof to the Influence of griuideur, 
I — neverthelesii, he cnuld not h elp it ; he was aomewhat abashed, 
a little flurried at the splendonr around him. He was not ashamed 
of hia poverty ; yet he aomebow felt that it had no buaiueBB 
to intrude itself in such a paradise. 

In a few miuutea, the mufiin-maker and Jem found themselves 
in a magnificent Ubroiy. Seated at a table was a shoi-t, elderly 
little man, dressed in black, Tfia face was round as an apple. 
He had amall, sharp, grey eyes, which for a few moments he 
levelled ateadily at Capatick arid Jem, and then suddenly shifted 
them in a way that declared all the innennoat and dearest 
thoughts of the muffin'maker to be, in that glance, read and duly 
regiatered. "Pray be seated," said the gentleman; and Capatick 
h^vily dropped himself into a velvet chair. Bright Jem, on the 
3ontrary, settled upon the seat lightly as a butterfly upon a damask 
rose; and like the butterfly, it seemed doubtful with himself, 
whether every moment he would not flutter ofi' again, Capstick 
at once c<»ic[udQd tiiat he was in the presence of the Marquess. 
Jem knew better, having seen the nobleman ; but thought possibly 
it might be some earl or duke, a friend or relation erf the fujuily. 
However, both of them augured well of Uieir missioD, from the 
easy, half-eordiaL manner qf the illustdous gentleman in black. 
His words, too, were low and soft^ us though breathed by a flute. 
He seemed the personification of gentlenees and politeness. 
Nevertheless, reader, he was not of the peerage ; being, indeed, 
nothing more than Mr. Jonathan Folder, librarian — and at tiinea 
confidential a^nt — to the Marquess of St. James. He had just 
received the orders of his lordsLip to give audience on his behalf 
to what might be an important deputation &om the borough of 
Liquorish ; hence, Mr, Folder, alive to the patriotic interest of his 
employer and friend — a*, occasionally, he would ventui* to call 
the Marquess — was Hmiling and benignant. 

" Mr. Capatick — I presume yoii are Mr. Capstick ! " — and Mr. 
Folder with his usual sagacity, bowed to the mutBn-maker — *' we 
are glad to see you. This house is always open to the excellent 
and patriotic voters of Liquorish. There never was a time, Mr. 
Oapstick, when it more behoved the friends of the Constitution 
to have their eyes about them. The British Conatitntiou — " 

"There is no constitution likeit," observed tbemuflin-maker drily. 

"That 'a an old truth, Mr. Capstick," siud Mr. Folder, " and, 
Ji&eaJl old ti-utha, all the better foe it« age." 
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"No conatitution like it," repeated, the nmfBn-maker. 
doDt know how many times it baan't been destroyed dnce I first 
knew it — and still it 'a ull alive. The British Conatitution, my 
lord, sometimes seimia to me liive an eel j yon may flay it 
a&d chop it W bits ; yet for all that, the pieces will twist and 
wriggle agsiii." 

"It is one of its proud attfibntes, Mr, Capetick," Eaid Folder, 
— doubtless he had ofit heard himself addressed as my lord — 
"one of the glories of the Coustitutioii, that it is elaatio — poon- 
Satlj elastic" 

" And that 'a, I snppose, my lord," — surely Mr. Folder waa a 
little deaf, — " that 'a why it gets mauled about so much. Jnst as 
boys don't mind what trickB they play upon cats — because, poor 
devils, somebody, to spite 'em, has said they Ve got lune lives. 
But, I b^ your pardon, Ihia is my tnond — Mr. James Aniseed, 
-better known as Bright Jem," and Capstick iutrodnced the 



Mr, Folder slightly rose from bis chair, and graciously bowed 
to Jem ; who, touched by the courtesy, rose bolt upright ; and 
thtu, after a moment's hesitation, he took half-a-dozen strides 
tonarda Mr. Folder, and — ere tliat gentleman was aware of the 
de«gD — shook him heartily by the hand. Then, Jem, smiling 
tnd.a little flushed, returned to his chair. Again taking Ids seat, 
he looked about him with a brightened, happy face, for Mr. Folder 
— the probable nobleman — had returned the linkman'a grasp 
with a most cordial pressure. 

" And, Mr. Aniseed," said Folder, " I preaume you have also a 
voice in the constitution ; you have a vote for — " 

" Not a morsel, my lorii," answered Jem. " I hav'n't a voice 
in anything ; all I know about the constitution is that it meaua 
tMM ; for you see, my lord, I 've only one room and that 's a little 
an — and so, you see, my lord, I 've no right to nothing." Whilst 
Jeia pursued this declaration, Mr, Folder, douLtlesa all uncon- 
KiouHty, rubbed his right hand with hie handkerchief The 
member might, possibly, have caught some taint from the shake 
of a low man without a vote. 

" Nevertheless, Mr. Capstiek, we are happy to see you," saul 
Fukler, with a strong emphasis upon the pronoun. "Public 
morality — I mean the morality of the other party — is g« 
lowar and lower. In tact, I should say, the world— that is, . 
kuow what part of the world I mean — is becoming worse and 
VDme, baser and baser." 

"There is no doubt of it, my lord," answered Capstiek, — ' 
if your lonJshi/i — " 
,g!Pftick had become too empha-tjc. It W6a tlier«toT6 n.eft 
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that Foldei- Bhould correct him. " I am not his lonlahip. No, I 
am nqt," he rapeated, not unobaervaDt of the arched eyebrowa oE. 
the mil Urn -maker ; " I am deputed by hia lordship to receive you, 
prepared to listen to your wishes, or to the wishes of any of the 
reapectable conatituents of the borough of Liquorish. We are not 
unaware, Mr. Capstick, of the movements of the enemy, But wa 
shall be provided against them. They, doubtleas, wDl be prqiared 
to tamper with the independence of the eleotore, hut as I have 
said," nnd Polder let hia words fall alowly as though they were so 
many gems, "as I have said, there we can beat them on their 
own dirty grounds." 

" There is no doubt whatever of it," said Capatict, " none at 
all. And then in theae matters, there 'a nothing like competition, 
— nothing whatever, Formy part, I must say, I like to see it — 
it does me good ; an election, snch an election aa we have in 
liquorish, is a noble sight for a man who, like myself was bora, 
to sneer at the world. At auct a time, I feel myself esalted." 

" No donbt — no doubt," said Mr. Folder. 

" Then I feel my worth, Bver7 penny of it, in what is called tha 
social scale. For instance, now, I open the shop of my conscience, 
with the pride of a tradesman who knows he "s got something in 
hia window that people mutt buy, I have a, handsome piece oi 
perjury to dispose of " 

" Mr. Capatick 1 Perjnry I " cried Folder, a little shocked. 

"Why, yon see, sir," said Capatick, "for most thinga, there 'b 
two names — a holiday niaroe, aad a working-day uaino." 

" That 's tme," aaid Jem — and thee he added, with a bow to 
Tolder, " saving your presence, sir : quite true." 

" Yea, I "m a voter with a perjury jewel to sell," said Capstick, 
"and, therefore, isn't it deUghtfiil to me, as a mau who hates 
the world, to have fine gentlemen, honourable gentlemen, — jes, 
titled gentlemen, coming about me and cliaflering with me for 
that little jewe! — that, when they 've bought it of me, they may 
sell it again at a thumping profit ! The Marquee isn't that sort 
of man " 

" I should hope not, Mr. CapiBtick," said Folder, with a smile 
that seemed to add — impossible. 

" Certainly not. But isn't it, I say, pleasant to a man-hater 
like me, to see I his sort of dealing — to know that, however mean, 
and wicked, and rascally, the voter is who sella hia jewel—he is 
taught the meannesa, encouraged in the wickedness, and more 
than countenanced in the rascality, by the high and lofty feUow 
with the money-bag I Oh ! in the school of corruption, ar'n't there 
aome nice high-nob ushers 1 " 
"Jfevar mind that, Mr. Capslick," Baid"Bri^\,3«tQ,-w\i!>\»ipai, 
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to fear for the Huccess of their misBion, if the muffin-maker thus 
contiiiued to vindicate hifl miaantiiropy, " Never miiid that. We 
cant make a sore any better by putting a plaster of bad words 
to it ; never miud that ; but, Mr. Capstick," aaid Jem, eameatly, 
" let 's mind sometliing else." 

"Then I am to luideretand," aaid Mr. Folder, who, in Ua 
phUoaophy, had been somewhat entertained hy the philippics 
of the muffln-maker, — " I am to understand, that your present 
busiacsa in no way relates t« anything eonneeted with the 
borough ) " 

" Not at present," said Capstick, " only I hope that Ma lordsliip 
■wont forget I have a voice. Because " 

At this moment, the door £ew open, and a child — a beautiful 
ereatore— gambolled into the room. It was young St. James. 
ITie very cherub, as Kitty Mugga would have called him, robbed 
by the iniquitous, the hopeless St. Giles. Truly he was a lovely 
tiling. His fair, fresh young face, informed with the innocence, 
puri^, and happiness of cliUdhood, spoke at once to the heart of 
the beholder. What guilelessness was in his large blue eyes — 
what sweetness at hla mouth — what a fixir, white expanse of brow 
— adorned with clustering curls of (nJest gold I His words and 
laughter came bubbling from tlie liearC, making the sweetest 
music of the earth [ the voice of happy childhood ! A. Boimd that 
sometimes calls us from the liard dealing, the tumidt, and the 
weaiicess of the world, and touches us with tender thoughts, 
allied to tender tears. 

" What a beautiful cretur I " whispered Jem to the muffin- 
maker. " He 's been kept out of the mud of the world, basn't 
h(! 1 I say ; it would be a hard job to suppose that blnondng 
little fellow — with rags on his back, matches in his hand, and 
nothin' in his belly, eh 1 Quite aa hard as to think young St. Giles 
was liim, eh I And yet it might ha' been, mightn't it ) " 

" Here is the fiiture member for Liquorish," said Mr. Folder, 
the child having run up to him, aucl jumped upon his kneea. 
" Ilere, sir, is your future representative." 

" Well, if he keeps hia looks," said Jem, aside to Capsticl^ 
*■ you won't have nothing to oomphiin of." 

" Of course, the borough will be kept warm for the young gen- 
tleman," said the muffin-man. " He may count upon my vote — 
yes, I may say, he may dej>end upon it. In the meantime, sir, 
I lyiiDe upon a little business in which that young gentleman ii 
remotely concerned." 

" Yoo dottt mean the shameful robbery last night ) " said Mr. 
Toldor. 'ASrighttaJ case of juvenile depravitj \ knQ&wpwft. 
that the vrorid 'a getting woise and worse." 
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"No doubt of it," aaid Caiiatick ; "worae aiiJ worse; it'ft 
getting Eo bad, it must soon be time to bum it up." 

"The pooriittle boywlio did it, bit," said Bright Jem, very 
deferentiallj, " didn't know any better." 

" Know no better ! Impossible ! Why, how old ia he 1 " 
Baked Mr. Folder. 

" Jifit gone seTen, Eiir, not more ;" aaawered Jem. 
" And here 'a this dear child not yet seven ! And do you mean 
to tell me that Ai doesn't know better ) Do you mean in your 
ignorance to insinuate that this young gentleman would do such, 
a. thing — eh 1 " demanded Folder of the abashed linlcman. 

"Bles3 hia dear, good eyes, no"— said Jem, with some emotioa 
— " aartinly not. But then he 'a been taught better. Ever mnce 
he could apeak — and I dare ea.y almost store — every night and 
day he was taken upon somebody's knees, and teadied to say hia 
pra}'era — and what was good and what was bad — and beaides 
that, to have all that was quiet and happy and comlbrtable about 
him — and kind words and kind looks that are ahnoat better than 
fcread and meat to children — for they make 'em kind and gentls 
too — now, the poor little boy that stole that young gentleman's 
iiat— " 

" I don't want the hat " — cried the child, for he had beard the 
story of the wicked boy at the playhouse — " 1 don't wa:it it — he 
may have it if lie likes — I told papa bo." 

" Bleaa you, for a aweet little dear," anid Jem, brushing his 
eyea. 

" The truth is, air, I eame here," aaid Capatick, " I came as a 
voter for the Independent borough of Liquorish — to intercede with 
the magua:iimity of the Marqaeas for the poor little wretch — the 
unhappy baby, for he ^ no more — now locked ap for felony." 

" Wlat 'b the uaa ? " aaked. Mr. Folder, dancing the scion of 
St. Jamea upon his knee, — "what 'a the nae of doing anything for 
Buch oreatures 1 It "a only throwing pity away, The boy ia sure 
to be hanged some time — depend upon it, when boya begin to 
ateal, they can't leave it off— it 'a impossible — it 'a agaiust nature 
to erpect it. 1 always give 'em up fi'om the first — and, depend 
upon it, it 'a the shortest way in the end : it aaves a good deal of 
uaeleaa trouble, and 1 may say falsa humanity. Aa for what 
children are taught, and what they 're not taught — why I think 
we make more noise about it than the argument 'a wortk You 
aee, 2tfr. Capatick, there is an old proverb : what 'a bred in. the 
bone, yon know — " 

" Wby, air, aaving your presence, if wickedness goes down from 
hther to aoD, like colour— the ouly way I eee to make the world 
better is to laf hold o£ all the bad jieople, anA ^u^.'em.'M.t at it 
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so that for the future," concluded Jem, "we should 
breed nothing but goodness.'' 

"Pray, my good man." asked Mr. Folder, " are jou tha fiither 
of the thief!" 

" No, air, I 'm not. I wish 1 waa, with all my heart and Boul," 
cried Jem with luiimatiun. 

" Hnmph, you Ve an odd taate for a fetlior," shortly observed 
Mr. Folder. ' 

" What I mean, sir, is this," said Jem, " I 've the conceit in me 
to think that then the boy wouldn't have been a, thief at all. H*> 'd 
n been better taught, and tearching 'a everything. I 'd have 
sent ti'"' to school, and the devil hasn't such an enemy nowhere 
IB a Ipxtl schoolmaster.* Even now I should like to try my hand 
ipOD him, if I could have him all to myaelf, away &om the wick- 
ednuas he was hatched in." 

" I dare say yon mean very well, my man, no doubt of it," 
said Mr. Folder. " Still, I thudt if the lioy had a little taste of tha 
jnil,— " 

"A little taste," groaned Jem, " if ha has ever »o httie, he 'b 
pisoned for life ; I know that, I Ve seen it afore." 

"And so, sir," resumed Capstick, " I am come as a petitioner, 
sod as a voter for the borough of Liquoriah, to ask his lordship's 
compassion for this wretched child." 

"Well, I 'm sure, Mr. Capstick, I '11 see what "b to bedone, 
I 'maure Iwil!. Now will yuu," — and Mr. Folder add i-esaed himr 
Htif smilingly to the child, — "will you aak papa, for your sake, to 
forgive the naughty boy tbat ran away with your hat ! " 

"Oh, yes, that I will," answered the child eagerly. "Ton 
know I don't care about the hat, I 've pleuty of hats. I '11 nin to 
papa now," and the child jumped from Foliler's knee, and bounded 
6ram the room, 

"Theri^ my man," said Folder, with a smile of triumph to 
Bdght Jem, "there you see tho spontaneous work of a good 

" With good teaching," said Jem. " I know'd the little eretur 
that '» tiDW locked np — I know'd liim when he was a babby, anil 
if he 'd only had &ir play he 'd ha' done the same thing.'' 

"Let us hope he '11 improve if be 'a foi^ven," said Mr. Polder 

• 1 wQl not iuy a vUlagB Bchonlmaaler U n more important person in 
041 italv tima lie who it ptculiurlf entniBtvd with the edneation of tha 
Plkcc o/ WbIbb, Ihoush I think he U a far mora imparlani parsonage 
iii/Aojl tlate affiar t» tht King'' haaaehoUt. Tliu moleriHl he 
H. wu-J with ia miin, uid 1 iTiink it would ho ralher riwii to reatum to 
ItelthiH ttHgeoxnpiKiihs.—LardMarpethattha ForJc I>iocaian NiUWiU^- 
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" I will, however, go to his lordsMp, and know hia fate." With 
this, Folder quitted the apttrtment on his benevolent niission. 

■'WTiat a capita! thought it was of yoa, Mr. Capatick, to come 
here ; it had never euterud mj head," said Jem. 

" Nothing like appi-oaching the fountain Hource," swd Capatick, 
Berenely. " Beddes, I know ild election is near at haud ; and its 
an election approaohea, you eaji't thliJt how it takes the stiffotES 
out of some people. There 's no accounting for it, I BUpjioae, but 
80 it ia." 

" A great many books here, Mr. Capatick," said Jem, looking 
rererentially at the loaded shelves j " I wonder if hia lordahip 'a 
road 'em all ! " 

"You see," answered the aeofflng muffia-maker, "it 'a not so 
necessary to read a library ; the great matter "a to get it, With 
a good many folks heaps of hooks arc nothing more than heaps of 
Bcqu^ntance, tjiat they promise themselves to look in upon 
some day." 

" Well," said Jem, hia eyes glistening, " I never 8ee books all 
in this fashion, without thiakingthat the man aa haa 'em is a kind 
of happy oonjuror, that can talk when he likea with atl sorts of 
good spirita, and never think a fiea-bite of half the rubbish in the 
world about him." 

Jem had ac&rcely uttered fhifl hopeful sentence, when young 
St. Jamee ran in, quickly followed by Mr, Folder. " Yea, yea," 
cried the child, all happiness, " papa says I must forgive him, aa 
we ought always to foi^ve one another ; and you 're to tell bim 
from me that he 'a to be a good boy and never do so again." 

"Bless your sweet heart!" cried Bright Jem, and the team 
sprang to hia eyes. The muf6n-maker aaid nothing, but coughed 
and bowed. 

" There, I think, Mr. Capatick," aaid Folder in a low voice, 
"there, I think, ia a future treasure for the borough. I trust 
you 'U not let this little story be lost on the good folks of Liquorisli. 
Nobody will appear against the culprit, and therefore take hitn , 
and if you can, among you, make a bright man of him. Good 
rooming, Mr. Capstick— good morning," and Polder bowed the 
visitors from the room. Bright Jem paused at the door, and look- 
ing back at the child, cried, " God bleas you every day of your 
life.^ 

Jem and the mnffin-maker were about to quit the house, when 
they were accosted by Ceaar Gum in the hall. In a conlideutial 
whiaper he aaid — " Come and take some turkey and wine for 
lunch ; prime Madeai-y— den we can go to jail for tief ; dreadful 
fitngl taking oder people's goods — coma and hab aome wine." 
■^d Uica iu a stiU lower tone — ^"Giveyoa^»U\Et(iT-3iraa*iS!' 
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To tJiiB invitation, Capstick made no answer ; but having looked 
op and down at the black, Btrode to the door. Bright Jem 
nodded, uttered a brief good mortiuig, and followed his companion 
into the street, leaving Ceaar Gum, who had wholly forgotten 
Jem's previous indignation at the peculated gunpowder, in aato- 
niahuient at bis rejected hospitalitj. 

" We '11 now go to Bow-atreet," aaid Capstick ; and last aa they 
(wuld walk, they took their way to that abode of justice. Thay 
arrived there only a few minutea "before the an'aignment of young 
St. Giles at the bar ; where he stood, in his own conceit, a 
miniature Turpin. 

"Where are the witneBsea — wlo makes theehargel" There 
were no witnesses. Again and again his worship put the ques- 
tion. And then he sMd, "No one is here who luiowa anything 
of the matter. The prisoner must be discharged. Boy, don't let 
n>E see you here again." Young St. Gdes put hia thumb and 
finger to hia hair, jerked a bow, and in a few muuieuts was &ee, 
aye, freer than the air of Hog-lane. 

Jem and Capstick followed him into the street. The muffin- 
maker Beiritsg him, roared — " You little rascal 1 What do you 
Boy for your Incky escape 1 " 

" Say I " answered young St. Giles — " Why, I know'd it was all 
gammoii — I know'd they could prove nutliin' agin rac." 



CHAPTER Til. 

As it is our hope, in the course of this small Iiiatory, t«i chronicle 
many great achievements of our hero of the gutter, St. GUea, 
we shall not follow him year by year through the humble yet 
iuilnstrious course, iuwhich,to his own satisfaction and strengthen- 
ing conceit, he became profoundly knowing ; subtly learned in ' 
HvtaT' way of petty peculation ; wliether iie plundered the oranga- 
Ixuikets of Covent Garden markef, or whether, with finest skill, 
he twitched the tempting handkerchief from the pocket of the 
IcAtnger. Nor was this, hia iowly career, undignified by suffering. 
Ko : for ere he was twelve years old, he had tasted the hospitality 
of Bridewell ; where, in truth, he had been inducted into the 
knowledge of fur dearer mysteries than he had ever hoped to 
l«Bru. In Biidewell, his young and ardent soul had expanded 
with the thoughts of future fame, won by highway pistol, or 
baq;inr'B jetnmj'. And there, too, would he Viaten Ui totj \jiiluft 
/^jnaoing: would dream of easy, I p^t ifg 'KeaiUlik} e^iftassi^ Xi*! 
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copper guioeaa. As for the lash bestowed upon him, the pam oi 
that did but bum into hia miud hia higli resolves. Ha would 
the more fierealy rerenge the Buffering upon evurybody called 
honmt. He would steal with all hia heart and all his soul ; be 
was bom and bred to steal; he came into the world to do it, aad 
he would notably fulfil his miasion. Such was the strengthened 
baUef of young St Giles, when, at fourteen, and for the second 
time, he came ba.ck to the world across the threahold of BridewelL 
Such was his creed ; the ooiy creed his world had taught him. 
Nevertheleaa, our hero did not vaunt this belief, save among 
tiiose of Lis own Newgate persuaaion. On the contrary, he 
assumed the character of a tradesman, that under his commercial 
aspect he might the more securely plunder the innocents who 
dealt with him. True it is, he had not the security of a shop ; 
he could not, like his patron the dealer in marine stores, desptnl 
across a counter; but he carried a baslcet ; and whilst, to the 
nnsaspeeting eye, he seemed only the Arcadian vendor of chick- 
weed, groundsel, and turf for singing-birds — ibr the caged minsttrele 
of the poor — he was, in every thought, a robber. 

It was a fine morning early in spring, and Plumtree-street 
resouiided with the sharp tradesman cry of young St. Giles. 
Pausing at a door-step, and looking up to the second-floor win- 
dows, he pitched his commercial note with a. peculiar significance, 
as though giving notice of his whereabout to an expected cus- 
tomer. " Ohickweed for an^ng-birds," cried St. Giles, in a shrill, 
prolonged voice, as though he would send the glad tidings up to 
the garret caaement, where hopped and fluttered some aolit&ry 
linnet, some lonely goldfinch, that feeling the breath of spring, 
albdt through prison bars, sang a song of hope and cheerfulneHB. 
" CUiickweed for singing-birds," cried St. Giles, with increasing 
volume and impatience. Then again he looked up at the window, 
and then muttered "The old on can't be dead, can she ) " As he 
thus speculated the window was riused, and a woman looked 
down into the street. " Is it you, my poor boy ) " she cried ; 
" stop a minute :" and instantly disappeared. " Thought the old 
nn couldn't be dead," said St. Giles, self-communing; and then he 
began to hum a tune and shuffle a dancing-step upon the pav&- 
meut. The door was opened by a prl, who, with no very cordial 
looks, muttered, — "Mrs. Simmer — well, she "a a droll cretur, she 
is J — Mrs. Simmer says you 're to come up. You can leave your 
basket here, can't you t " 

" In course, my beauty," said St. Giles, " 'cause, you se^ 

there 's only these two bunches left ; and them I can carry in my 

^ADii wjchout breaking my back." With this, St. Gilea, rapidly 

placing bu basket against the wall, ga^e & sawo^ -waiJi. ' " 
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KSVBDt, and boundod like a kid up st 
witli hia patroness, Mrs. Simmer. 

" My poor child, I thought you was 
Undest voice. " What makes you S' 

* Why, do you know, mum, I c 
duckweed : it doesn't grow no how, now. If I wasn't at five in 
tlic tnomiug in Hantpstead fields, a hunting in eveiT' edge, and 
hmren't got above three penn'orth. Cliickweed, munj, as Tom 
BIsBt Ba,ys, seems a perishui' from the fooe of the earth, and only 
to spite poor people as lives by it. I don't know how much I 
conldn't ha' sold this moruin' ; but I says to myaelf— no, there 'h 
Mrs. Simmer'B blessed little linnet, and her darlin' gooldfinch 
as draws his own water, — they aha'n't go withont, whoaomever 

" Poor dear cidJd I good little boy," said Mrs. Simmer, looking 
with softened looks upon the wily trader. 

" .And to hear how all the birds did seem to cail to me from 
their cages — I 'm blessed if they didn't, mum, aa I come along 
— but no, says I to 'em, it 'a no use, my little coekies, no use to be 
gammonia' me — this here chickweed'e for Mra. Smmer's Bob 
and Tit, and for nobody else wtiataomever." And after thia 
faahioD wB£ the simplicity of two-score and ten talked to and 
duped by precocious fourteen. 

£nt dear Mra. Simmer seemed to be one of those good old 
people who strangely enough carry their hearts in their heads. 
Bht had not been above a fortnight in London at the time of this 
interview with St. Giles, whom she had met in the street, and 
(dose pathetic tale of destitution, delivered with the cunning of 
■n actor, had carried away her Hympathiea. St. Giles, however, 
had mwthei claim upon her. He waa, she said, such a pret^ 
boj. Dear soul ! she could no more read a human fiuje than she 
eoQld read Sanscrit, She only saw the bright, glittering eyes of 
8l. Giles, and not the fox that looked trom them ; aba praised 
iit eyes and face, as she might have praised a handsome hieroglyph, 
iHioUy unconscious of its subtle meaning. A great master has 
(aid, " there is something in true beauty that vulgar soula cannot 
idmii'e.'' And sure we are, there is something in the truest 
nscality, that simple benevolent souls cannot detect. They have 
nu eye for the worst counterfeit countenance ; have no ear for a 
lalsc voice, let it ring ever so brasaily. Now, dear Mrs, Simmer 
wa« one of these : hence was she at fifty but a babe, an imiocent, 
in Uie hajids of young St. Giles. 

"Now, my poor child" — she said, "take some tea. I've kept 
tt for you, with soma toast ;" and Mrs. Simmer took a. Buiukin^ 
jag mad M plate pUed with toast iroai either bob, aud.pWci^'Casm. 
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on the table, before her guest. " Take as muoli us you can, my 
child, and then you shall tell me all your story as you promised. 
Poor lamb 1 Bless you, eat — it does my heart good to see you ;" 
and Mrs. Simmer, folding her Imada, looked with almost maternal 
tenderoeBs upon St. Giles, who acknowledging the weicoiue with 
a knowing nod, proceeded "vigorously with his tneal. Mrs. 
Simmer thought she never saw bo handsome a creature ; what 
Bt. Giles thought of Mrs. Simmer, we will not say. "Ami so 
you Ve no father nor mothrr, my dew boy t" after some time 
Baked Mrs. Simmer. 

"Not one on 'em," answered St. Giles, rapidly moving hie 
buttered ciiin. "Not one on 'em." 

"The Lord help you ! " cried Mrs. Simmer; "and no uncle, 

"No nothin', mum," said St. Giles; and he gulped hia tea. 
"All on 'em died, mum, when I was a bahby." 

" Poor dear child 1 Bless my heart ! And how have you been 
brought up 1 " 

" Brought up, mnm" — and St. Giles grinned and scratched his 
head-—" you said brought up, mmn 3 Don't know, mum." 

" And where do you live, now, my poor boy 1 " and Mrs. 
Simmer melted with every question. 

" Don't live nowhere, reg'laj, mum. Poor boys, like me, why 
we live — as Tom Blast says — like the rata, where we can. Then 
o' nights, mnm, I eometimes sleeps in the market among the 
baskets. Sometimes, though, don't they come with a stick, and 
cut us out 1 I b'lieve yon ! " and St. Giles seemed to speak with 
a lively recollection of such incidents. " Cuts the worry breath 
out o' you," he then significantly added. 

"Cruel creatures I Gracious little Jamb! And I'm afrwd 
yon meet with bad boys there, eh ? Wicked boyu, that way eome 
day tempt you to do something wrong 1 Eh 'I " asked aimple 
Mrs. Simmer. 

" Believe yon," said St. Giles, with well-acted grsvi^. " Iiots 
on 'em wanted me to go picking pockets." 

"Heaven forbid ! " cried Mrs. Simmer, and the tears came to 

" liiftt "s what I said, mum ; no, says I, no, I shall stick to 
duckweed if I starves for it — I 'm not argoing to be hanged to 
please nobody : no, mum." 

" That such a precious flower should be thrown away ! " cried 
Mrs. Simmer to herself ; and then to St. Giles ; "You're a good 
boy ; I "m sure you 're a good boy. And t«U me ; I hope you go 
to church ? " 

" Oh, I should like it ao ! " cried St. Giles : " but you see, mum, 
" 'e not to be done.' 
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" How BO, roy lioy ) " aaked Mrs. Simmer. 

"Look here, mmn," and St. Giles, with the oooliiesa of a phi- 
loooplier, drew his feet up almost level with the table, and, with 
his forefinger, pointed to hia ten muddy toes, tliat showed tliem- 
■elves through the parted slioe-leather. "Parson wouldn't have 
'em, by no means. I did once try to go to church ; I did begin 
b) feel so wicked. Well, mum, if the beadle didn't come up, nium, 
■nd nearly cut me in two, mum." 

"How -wicked — bow barbaroua ! " said the ingenooua Mra. 

" And only for my bad ahoea, and the olea in my coat ; bat 
tliat 'a how they serves poor boys, mum. I don't think it 's kind, 
mum ; do you, mum ) " And St. Giles tried to look at ouce 
iiiiured aod innocent. 

Mrs. Simmer wiped her eyes, making an effort to be calm. She 
ihea said, " I 've been thinking, if I could get you a place in a 
g^tkmau's house." 

"Wouldn't that be prime I " cried St. Giles : and as he spoke, 
there rang through the house a loud and hurried knock at the 
stre«tri3oor. Mrs. Simmer, without a word, jumped to her feet, 
and ran to the window. 

" Well, I declare I if it isn't that blessed child I if it isn't his 
lordehip ! " she cried. 

Young St. Giles, at the word lordship, slid from his chair, and 
looked slyly about hitn. Was it possible that a lord could be 
coniiDg into that room 1 Could he imagine such a tMng aa to 
sw a real lord in such a place J Ere St. Giles had done 
wondering, the room-door was flung open, and in ran young St. 
James. St. Giles seemed to ahriuk into himself at the splendid 
a^ipearauce of the new-comer. He wore a bright scarlet coat, 
tJiiclcly ornamented with gold buttons : and a. black beaver hat 
with a, large, heavy feather of the same colour, brought out in 
strong contrast his fiuahed and happy iaca For the moment^ 
yoimg St. Giles felt himself overpowered, abashed by the magni- 
llc«iit outside of the little stranger. He sidled into a oomer of 
the room, and looked at that scarlet coat as thongh it had been 
something dropt from the heavens. "Well, nurse," cried St, 
James, with a, loud, ringing laugh, " I told you I 'd come and 
Sfc yon, and here 1 am. I went out riding with, Mr. Folder. 
Well, Uo etopt to talk to somebody, and bo I just gave him the 
ilip, put Jessy into stich a gallop, and was here in a minute, 
I B«y, can't that boy," and St. James pointed his riding-whip 
towanis St. Giles—" can't that boy hold Jeaay, instead of the 
girl?" 

■ Xo be sure, my lord — to be sure," cried Mra. Simmer. 
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" Sartinlj, my lord — directly, my lord — I knowa how to \ui\li 
oeees, my lord," said St. Giles, in b flutter. 

" Just walk her Mp aiid down a little, will yoc, for ahe 'e hot,*' 
B^ St. James, with an early knowledge of borse-fleeh. 

" Yea, my lord — to be sure, my lord — walk her np and down, 
my lord ; " and St. Giles flew down the stairs, and relieved the 
girl of her charge. Young St. James was then left to have hia 
gossip with Mrs. Simmer ; from which gossip a stranger might 
have learned that the good woman had, for years, been in the 
service of the family of St. James ; that ehe had been the 
favourite nnrae of his young lordship ; and that for the first time 
in her life she had come to London &om the country, where, 
made comfortable by a pension granted to her by the murcliioneBs, 
after a short sojourn in the metropolis, it was her purpose to 
return. She had been to the house in the square, where young 
St. James had made his chivalrous promise to visit her ; yes, at 
all hazards, to seek Pliimtree-Btreet, out of pure love, and a littde 
frolic, to his old nurse. " Oh, I shall be at home now before Mr, 
Folder," said yonng St. James, in answer to the featB of Mrs, 
Simmer, alarmed at tlio eaeap« of tto young gentleman from his 
tutor. However, we must leave them and descend to the piive- 
ment to St. Giles. 

"With an air of becoming gravity, the boy led the pony up and 
down before the door, tuH eyes riveted upon the beaat ; certainly 
a creature of extreme beauty. She was jet black, of exquirite 
delicacy of outline ; and her arched nsdk, quivering nostril, and 
&ery eye, told something ibr the spirit and horsemanship of the 
boy who rode her. Up and down St. Giles walked ; and now 
looking at the animal, now tbinMng of the boy lord, it appeared 
to him that all the trcasurea of the world were concentrated in 
that pony ; that St. James v/bs & sort of earttdy angel ; a being 
of altogether another kind to the boys St, Giles had ordinarily 
met with. There was something so magnificent about the pony 
aiid its rider, that only to have liud his lordship to speak to him, 
that only to hold the bridle of bis steed, seemed in the confused 
brain of St. Giles to redeem hitn from somewhat of hia misery and 
lowliness. He could not but think the better of himself for all 
time to come. He had spoken to a lord — had held his horee 1 
Gould any of his gutter companions boast such greatness ] These 
thoughts were buaying the mind of St. Giles, when he heard 
himself addressed by a iamiliar voice. " What ! my flower 1 " 
was the greeting ; and St. Giles, turning, beheld his friend and 
tutor, Tom Blast. St. Giles, in his last retirement to Biidewell, 
had had the advantage of Tool's tuition ; antl, to speak truly, the 
teacher and pupil were worthy of eau^ oltei, Tom "aa a 
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■coundrel of most extensive espet-ieuce ; and hud tUe happj art 
t/{ so lumpllfjing Us knowledge, that lia made It available to the 
meaueBt uudeistanding. St. Giles, however, had no need of an; 
•iich condescenaion : he could jump at a ueoiiing, good or bad, 
Lalf-way. Hence, the teacher and the taught respected each 
other for their mutu&l excellence. In fact, Tom Blast looked 
upon Young St. Giles, as hia Newgate son ; and St, Giles — in 
default of another — con^dered Tom aa the beet of fathers. 

"What have you got here ) " asked Tom, his eye aparkling all 
over the pony. 

" Got a OBS to hold," said St. Giles, with an inquiring look at 
Tom. Then he added, BJnldng his voice — " it belongs to a lord r 
aeh a little chap, and yet a lord." 

"Well, she 's a beauty," said Biaet: "make her walk a little 
Ciater," 

" i3he M a beauty," cried St. Oilas, boldly venturing an. opinion, 
and quickening the auimal'a pace. 

" What a sweet trot ! " said BhLst, " bo light and so free ! Why 
she wouldn't break a egg-shell, would she ) " 

" I should think not," answered St. Giles, a little flattered that 
bis opinion was solicited. 

"Come up 1 " cried Blast, urging the beaat into a quicker pace. 
"Come along, aweet-lips ! " 

" Stop, Tom i «top ! " ssud the prudent St, Giles, when he had 
arrived in Bedford-square. " Bleat if we don't turn back, if they 
won't think we 're a going to steaL her ; and that wouldn't do, no 
how, would it, Tom?" aaked the bo j, and bis eye encountered 
Tom's thoughtful look. 

" Why, — no," answered Tom with aome deliberation. " No ; 
it wonlda't— turn her round a^ j and walk her gently, Giles } 
gently, pretty cretur." And as St. Giles complied, Tom turned 
loo, walking with meditative eye that now glanced at the boy and 
now at the pony. Ambitious thoughts busied the brain of the 
poor, timid thiel^ Tom Blast ; and he pondered on the means 
whereby he could reap the profits of a stolen horse, still assuring 
to himself exemption from the tragic penalty. For many years 
Tom hud from time to time eaten stolen bread j nevertheless, he 
had lived, as it were, upon the cmmba, the broken morsels of 
criiue. Ho had never had the conrage to dare Tyburn that ho 
might dine, but he satisfied himaelf with the picldnga of petty 
larceny. No : he never promised to earn for himself either bio- 
graphy or portrait in the Newgate Calendar. Hence, he was a 
Utile perpleiod at the temptation that would intrude itaelf 
upon him as be glajiced at Lord St, James's BaXm-cosXei V^iil 
Fartaae seemed willing to make him a handsome \ptcawiX tS 
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'Not vxiricd jet," aid 8t GOcb, koking fcvn the door to the 
Windtnr. "WeH^ntber uatker tn>t,<l> t* A»d at the word 
the po«y wM tamed towMite BtdSx i -vfa an . 

"Oa^," nid Blast, "goAlr- Why ihrnt j«n Incre » ride 
ttpaa her t Tite jiamg lofd woBlda't kiKnr Bathing ot it, And 
i»faat if be £d I He «(nldnt take the itde out of jdu again. 
O11I7 Dot 10 Ing, dse ahe 'i the vtrj pictnr — ;es the r^rj moral of 
Dick Turpin's Bese,** said BIa«t, looUiig oiticailj, admiringtj, at 
Jtcay. " Get up. and d«at't be a yoong foot," he added ; and then 
St. Giles — lie hardlj knew how it waa accompliahed — fonnd him- 
■df is thetaddle. "There, that's somethiog like li&, isn't it)" 
md the tempter Boddenlj, speaking from the whole breadth of 
tbe p&Temeut, and ever; other minnte looking cautiously behind 
him the while he mended his pace, and St. Giles jerked the pony 
into B. trot. " That 's something like living for, eh ? and I should 
Uke to know wh; yoo ahooldn't have it jnst as soon as anj httle 
lord whatBomerer ? " 

"Ha! wouldn't that be piime. Torn!" cried St (Jiles, hia eyes 
•pArkling, and &ce glowing. " Wouldn't it be prime ! " 

** II '* notlung more than whait you otight to have ; why yon 
ride as well as if yon waa bom upon her back-*-^ve her her head a 
little more — now down this waj," sharply added Elast ; and then 
r^idly turning to the right, be ran on, St. Giles trotting hard 
after him. Arrived at the east aide of Eassell-aquare, Tom 
suddenly baited. "Now, St. Giles," said be, "are you man 
enough to make your fortin i " 

" I should thiiak ho," said Giles, in high spirits with hia feat of 

" Now listea to a friend, Giles — a. friend as never yet deceived 
you," aiud Blast with rudden gravity. " Throw away this bit of 
hick, and you may never get another. Take the pony and aell 
it." HL Qilea stared. " Why not, you fool I you may as well " 
— cried Blast — " you "ve stole it yon know." 

■■ Stole it I " cried St. Giles. 

" It's all tliesarae; there 'a nobody as would believe otherwise 
— sn m stand your friuud, and get you the money for the 
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bargain. Ha ! I see— jou hav'n't no pluck in yon — not a bit," 
eaitj the taunting friend, 

■' Ain't I, though t jiat you Bee," cried young St. Giles, deter- 
mined to do anything. 

" Weil, then, ua you 've got yourself into a bit of troublej I '11 
etand by you. Nowj yon listen ; juat daah ea hard aa you can 
through the fields, and then turn to the right — and bo round and 
round, until — you know the way — until you drop down upon 
Smitbfield. Then make for Long Lane ; and then just afore you 
gat to the Blue Poats — get off and lead the pony up and down as 
if you was holding her for somebody — and then in a crack I "m 
with you. Now, look aly, and your fortin 'a made. Young 
TUTpin for ever ! Off with you 1 " And so saying, the Tyburn 
monitor alapt the pocy smartly with hia broad hand, and the 
mettlesome creature bounded forth, young St. Giles with difficulty 
keeping the saddle. Away went the pony up the Long Relda 
and away towards Islington ! The words "young Turpin" still 
«ng in the ears of St. Giles, as he cantered along. He felt that 
be Imd already done something worthy the exalted name bestowed 
Uptm him ; and as his bluod mounted with the exercise, he ima- 
gined ftiture triumphs that would make him giorioua. The 
robbery of the horse was, for the time, altogether foi^otten in 
the inereoBGd importance that had faUeu upon him. He dreamt 
not of the punishment attending the theft ; be only thought of 
the hatfdl of guineas that the stolen property would produce him. 
And then, aa he rode, bow petty and contemptible did his former 
jHckingB and stealings appear to him ; he almost felt ashamed of 
hitnaelf, aompariog his past petty larcenies with this his crowning 
aohisvement From the moment he had taken leave of boyhood. 
He had suddenly become a man, by the grace of daring felony. 
llien, he thought, how should he ever be able to spend the 
money I Would he not have a scarlet coat with gold lace to it, — 
ly, much finer than the little lord's 1 And would he not go to 
the play erety night, and have his hot supper afterwards t And 
would he not flourish money in a hundred ways that should mafce 
bD his old companions — the little dirty, paltry thieves of Hog 
l^ae — look up to him with devotion and airtonishment ? 

Still young St. Giles ambled along, and still the world seemed 
changed to him. All things about him bore a brighter hue ; all 
lUngB sounded with a sweeter music ; hin brain seemed on wings, 
■md Ids lightened heart danced in his bosom. And — poor wretch 
— this ecatacy of ignorance arose &om evil, from a crime whose 
GUd effects, cert^ as death, would follow him. Still the very 
houses, to his laouy, took a new and pleasant aspect ; wherever 
be looked he saw a now face of happinesa — whatever he heard 
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(Tame toned vlfh a new note of harmonj. He aaw not the 
blackened atones of Newgate — heard not tLe freemig aocents ot 
the death-dooming judge. Miserable, foolish wretch ! 

Yet how often do men — in the ripeneaa of worldly wisdom — 
imitate the folly, share the ignorance of yoang St. Gilea I Mated 
by the commisaion of eome profitable wrong, iteeming secret, too, 
aa profitable — how often to them does Fortime seem to put on a. 
new and shining face, when at the very time she graapB the laah, 
or drags the bitter bowl that shall revenge the wickedness. For 
a brief time does successful evil put a new tint of outside beauty 
upon all the world ; and happy knavery rejoices in the ctinnilig 
that makes the world to hin-i so beautiful. What a plodding, 
leaden<eyed fool is mere honesty ; what an oaf, en ass, compared 
to him who squares hia code of morals by his seeming interest ! 
And then full surely time advances, and the world, that looked 
HO fresh and smiling, is hollow-cheeked and ghastly — its beauty 
wiped away, even as a harlot's paint. Successful knavery, dizried 
with its luck, sees suddenly delicious scenes— a jiaradiae of 
worldly joy and life-long rest — then, waking to the truth, beholda 
around it burning, barren sand If the mature pilgrims of the 
world are sometimes so deceived, why not the boy St. Giles 1 

Still the young, yea, and happy, felon trotted on, until he 
entered Smith£eld. He tjien walked the pony slowly up Long 
La:ie, and soon sa he espied thu Blue Posts, faithful to his orders, 
he dismounted, looking anxiously around him for his Mend and 
inBtructnr, Tom Blast. A quarter of an hour passed, and atill he 
came not. And then, and for the first time, he looked at the 
stolen goods with lowering eyes, and his heart felt leaden. What 
was he to do with the pooy without Tom J Nobody would buy 
it of him. And then a deeper and a deeper shadow fell upon all 
things ; and, biting his lips, young St. Giles, with eyes — quick as 
rats' — looked about and about him. What an ugly brute the 
pony seemed to him I Yes ; he knew what he would do : he 
would jump upon the pony, gallop back to Plumtree-street, and 
swear he had only been for a ride. Anything to be well olear of 
the pony. With this thought St. Giles had his foot in the stirrup, 
when he was tapped upon the shoulder by a man plainly and com- 
fortably dressed in a dark-grey suit, wearing a light flaxen wig in 
tight curls, sui-mounted by a large beaver hat, scrupulously sleek. 
He had a broad, fat (ace, with a continual smile, laid like lacker 
upon it And, when he spoke, he spoke yery gently and very 
softly, as with lips of butter. 

" My dear little boy," aaid the stranger, putting St. GUea afiec- 
tionately on the hack, "where have you been so long?" 

St. Giles looked — he could not help it — very suspiciously at tho 
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granger ; then scratching hia head, lis observed, " Don't know 

" I dare say not ; how should you, my dear 1 But you will 
know me, and for a, iKend. I've waited for you these ten 
nioutes." 

St. Giles said nothing : nevertheless his thoughts were never 
ore active. He by no means liked the appearance of his new 
<£iend ; be felt aindd of him. He would fling himaelf into the 
'•addle, and gallop off. Aa he determined upon this, the Bwanger, 
in the gentlest manner, twitched the bridle from his hand, and 
^ntly etud, " My little dear, it 's all right." 

" All right ! " cried St. GUes ; and somehow he felt that 
i|us atolea pony was about to be etolen from liim — '* what 's all 
right 1 " 

"Yon came from Plumtree-street." St. Gilea winced. "Now 

yoii know you did ; don't tell a he, my little dear ; for dont you 

know what comes of httle hoys who tell lies 1 I have seen your 

^end, and paid him ; it 's all right ; but aa you 're such a nice 

iittle boy, here 'a a guinea for yoursel£" St. Giles's heart rose 

■omewhat at the guinea. " You're to go into the house, and 

wait for Mr. Blast." St. Giles's eyes twiukled at the name ; 

of course^ as the stranger averred, it must be all right. " Stop, 

don't change the guinea ; here's a shilling too, my little deal'. 

Vow, go in — I don't want to be thanked— <in3y let me see you go 

^ that you mayn't come t« any harm in the street." St. Giles, 

taking & last look at the pony, entered the Blue Posts, The 

ranger and the pony went — who shall say whither ? 

St. Giles meekly seated himself in a comer of the hostelry, 

for hia refection two pennyworth of ale, and bread and 

And when he had somewhat solaced his inward boy, 

egan to wonder when Tom Blast would come. Hour after 

parsed, and still 8t. Giles remained alone. Again and again 

looked at the clock — again and again at the guinea. Never 

had he possessed such wealth : and the contemplation of 

lia riches in a great measure abated bis anxiety for the arrival of 

even though he thought of him as the bearer of other 

, the purchase-money of the pony. Still, there was the 

fo, the fhscination of ready gold to comfort St. Giles ; and 

glitter of the money held him like the eye of a snake. 

only perpleiity was how he could beat spend the guinea. 

ia was deep in these thoughts when, the room having filled, 

ia attention was awakened by a man who, talking very loudly 

-and with hia clenched fist beating the table the while— about 

that he called the abstract beauty of honesty, gradually hushed 

11 Bpeaken into reverent listeners. The man waa about the 
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middla-time of life, dreat Homewhat like a. grader. He seemei] 
prematurely bald, which quastionable defect gave to Ma heud an 
outflide look of wiBdom, possibly notwarranted by the conttnta. 
He had one of those large clear &cea, often called open, because 
probably there is nothing positive in them. He was earnest and 
voluble in his speech, as though hia argumenta welled up from 
his heart, and wonld out. 

" You have said, sir," he cried, " that honesty is the beat 
policy. Tou have been pleased to oall that a golden manm 1 " 

" I have," answered a, huge, dull-looking man, in a butcher's 
coat. " I have," he repeated ;. sucking hia pipe, and winkdug hia 
■mall eyes. 

" Sir," cried the bald-headed orator, " I call it the maxim of a 
rogue and a rascal," 

" Hallo I Hallo ! " cried some, and " Prove it — prove it," 
shouted others. 

" Prove it ! Why it 's as plain as the door of Newgate. Now, 
listen, gentlemen, if you pleaae. Honesty is the best policy, 
that's what I have to tat^kle. Very well. What is honesty) 
I ask you that. Why, I suppose, it 's not to pick a man's pocket 
— it's not to steal hia purse, or hia coat, or his sheep, or hia 
horse!" Young St. Giles turned Us eyes from the speaker. 
" It 's not to put off bad mouey, or to ^ve short measure, or light 
weight ) " 

" Stick to the pint," cried a man with an apron, apparently a 
■mall shopkeeper. 

" I am sticking to it," resumed the orator. " Now, I tell yon 
again that that maxim isn't Lhe maiim of a good man, but of a 
rascal ; of a fellow that wants to be rewarded for not stealing — 
for not passing off bad money — for not giving short measure. 
He says, no aaj's he, 1 '11 be honest, not because I lore honesty 
for itself, but because it 'a all to my advantage to be honeet. No, 
gentlemen. Make honesty nr/t the best policy, and then show me 
the man that lovta it. That 's my roan— that 'b the true heart, 
gentlemen. But to follow honesty because it 's the best poUcy — 
why, I repeat it, it "b nothing more than the calculation of a aneak- 
up — of a fellow that hasn't the courage to be a rogue. No ; give 
me honesty naked as truth ; that 's the honesty I love beat. I 
don't want to be bribed for being honest ! Eh ? " and he gazed 
triumphantly around him. 

" I want you," said a man, putting hia head in at the door, and 
looking with strange significance at the speaker. 

" Damn it ! " cried the orator, and immediately obeyed the 
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thtm three minutea was Le handcuffed at the door on a charge of 
■treet rohbery. 

To return to young St Gilesj an attentive, though unenlightened 
iatener to the lecturer upon honeaty. St. Giles had heard of 
auxtf i had some dim notion of ita meaning, tt was a Home* 
ling eapecuaJIy made for people who had aJI things comfortable 
boat them ; ao much he Imew of honesty i but for honesty in the 
■bstract, — in that he was us ignorant, ay, as eren some of his 
betters. 

The hours passed, and still Tom Blast came not. Evening 
Approached — night shut in — midnight came, and St, Giles, (rith a 
lle&vy heart, though lightened somewhat by his guinea, turned 
into the street. He could not go home — no ; at least, for a time, 
Hog Xaae must be to him a forbidden Paradise. No matter. 
" he not a guinea — a whole guinea: — to himself 1 The thought, 
in the midnight street, fell like a sunbeam upon him ; he 
g from the pavement with a shout, reckless with his wealth, 
B« would make a night of it — yea, he would have all things 
13 ! And with this hilajiouB wilfulness, he took to bin 
teela, and was speedily housed for the night within the very 
ijiadow of the waUa of Newgate. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

IR more than a week did St. Giles live upon his guinci. 
ruB it is, that for the first day or two he dined and supped in 
s Apollo of an eastern cook'shop ; besides taking his luncheon 
jt fried fish in the Minories, for the "which deUcacy, the Hebrews 
reabout dwelling enjoy a just renown. But these days of 
nival past, St. Giles economised, with a fine knowledge of the 
rarees of the metropolis. Twopence awarded to him the 
WMts of sleep beneath a, roof ; and a shilling saw him safely 
h the day. However, let not the reader imagine that St, 
■like many a great genius — wna made dull and inactive by 
Uw goldeii reward of his abihty ; a circumstance to be so often 
deplored in the case of great authors, great painters, and eape- 
' "y of great philosophers ; wherefore, it is questionable, if the 
Id woald not really gain more by them if it never rewarded 
1 ftt all St. Giles was not one of these. No : he still kept 
b eyes wide open at the doings of life ; still hived, in that odd, 
" l-twisted little brain of hia, all sorts of knowledge for the 
A day. He especially employed part of his time, hau^ug 
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aboat the haunts of Tom Blast ; bat, Htnuige to ea,y, that interest' 
ing peraon never allowed himself iu any of hia wonted places of 
eaee and recreation. Again and again did St, Giles travel Long- 
Lane — again el ink and ajiy into every haunt, in the fond and 
fooUeh hope of once more meeting with the soft-spoken man who, 
at the niinona price of one guinea one shilling, had purchased a 
ponj of incomparable Arab blood. St, Giles, with all his Mend- 
ship, all his gratitude for Tom, could not but feel that be had 
been tricked, bamboozled by hia tutor ; and the nearer and nearer 
he approached to his last shilling, the more intense was hia indig- 
nation—the more insatiable his appetite of revenge. 

It was the ninth day of St, Giles's absence from his maternal 
home, and the pilgrim of London stood before a house of humble 
entertainment in Cow Cross, The time was noon ; and St. Giles, 
feeling the last threepence in his pocket — turning them over, one 
by one — was endeavouring to arbitrate between pudding and bed. 
If he bought a cut of pudding — and through the very window- 
pane he seemed to nose Ita odour — he had not wherewithal to buy 
a lodging. What of that 1 London had many doorways — hos- 
pitable stone-steps — fur notliing ; and pudding must be paid for. 
Still he hesitated ; when the cook-shop man removed the pudding 
from the window. This removal immediately decided St. Giles. 
He rushed into the shop, and laid down his last worldly stake 
npon the counter. " Threepenn'orth o' pnddin', and a good three- 
penn'orth," said St. Giles. With a look of half-reproof and half- 
contempt the tradesman ralently executed the order ; and in a 
few momenta, St. Giles stood apon the king's highway, devouring 
with great relish hia last threepence. Whilst thus genially em- 
ployed, he heard a fw>-off voice roar through the muggy air : his 
heart beat, and he ate almost to choking, as he listened to these 
femiliar words; — "A most True and Pariicidar Aeoownt of the 
HQTriUe CircuTMtaTiee of a Bear that ha» hen Fed upon Fivt 
Tourui Children in a Cellar in Weslminseer I " It was the voice 
of Blast ; and St, Giles swallowed his pudding, hurriedly used 
the back of his hand for n napkin, and following the sound of 
the crier, was in a trice in Peter-atreet, and one of the mob that 
circled the marvel-monger of Hog-Lane. Nevertheless, tliougb 
Tom roared with an energy that very strongly declared hia own 
faith in the horror that he Bought to vend for only one half- 
penny, his auditors lacked credulity or coppers for the well-worn 
enormity. Nobody purchased. Not even a timorous, sjTn- 
pathi^ng servaut-mald advanced through the crowd to make the 
mystery her own. Tom felt it. His standing in the world as a 
tradesman was fast crumbling from beneath hia feet, St. Gile« 
wiw hurrying up to his old und early fiiend, when, at a short 
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distance, he beheld his former patron, Capatick, the mul&D-Diaker, 
and Bright Jera. They looked, as he thought, somewhat ciiriouHly 
at hia friend Tom, and then seemed t{) take counsel of one another. 
Under these circnmatancea, St. Giles thoaght that to ficcoBt Tom, 
would be to call unneceBBary attention to himself. He, therefore, 
remiuned, Hhnink down among the mob that every moment be- 
came less and less. What, too, made it most discouraging to 
Mr. Blast were the scoffs and loud laughter with which certain 
new-comers would listen to the description of the horror sought 
to be eircnhited, and then hmry off. " Thst cock won't fight 
now 1 " cried one:. " A little late in the day for that. Get some- 
thing new," cried another. " Gammon ! " shouted a third. 

Ifevertheless, be of good heart, Tom Blast ; take consolation 
from this. Tou suffer in great society ; you sink in moat worship. 
fill compftnjonahip. Very reverend, grave, authoritative persons 
— men of the bench, even of the pulpit — who, for oenturieH, sold 
to tlieir exceeding profit, " Most True and ParticuJar Accounts " 
of a horrid bear of some sort— whether of royal or feudal privi- 
li^e— of \ritehcraft — of ptipery — of sham rebellion-^iay, fifty 
bcara and bugbears, all of horrid, ghaatly nature, — ^they, too, in 
their turns, have outlived the profitable lie. And even in these 
latter days, when Bome Tom Blast in higher places, — nay, in the 
highest-— sounds his tin horn of bigotry, and would trade upon 
some bear apocryphal, he is aaaured in the like sense, although 
in gentler phrase, that such cock will by no means flght — that ^e 
day has passed for so foolish, vain a story — that, finally, bis bear 
is no bear at all, but briefly, yet intensely, gammon. TTpa not 
histoi7 h^ catch-pennies, even as the archives of Seven Diab t 

Mr. Blast was somewhat of a, philosopher. He could have 
borne the laughter and scoffing of the crowd, if any of them 
had bought bis ware ; but his philosophy was not of that trail- 
■oendental kind to endure outrage, unmitigated by any sort of 
OMD, even the smaUest, current in the reaiin. He therefore, with a 
•MM voce expression of the deepest contempt for his hearers, broke 
from the crowd, passing on, and then — his legs evidently walking 
in a passion — turning, he strode still onwards until he entered 
. Cow Lane. Here, St. Giles, hajiging at his skirts, came up 
with him. 

"Well, if it isn't a sight for had eyes to see you ! " sidd the 
nnabashed Tom, " But dont let 'a talk in the street." And 
Tom nude for on opposite public-house, one of his customary 
|ilao« of call, unknown to St. Giles. Stalking through the paa- 
nge, followed by his young Mend, he made his way into a small, 
lUrk, low room. " I thought there 'd be nobody here," said 
Tom i and then in a tone of great tend ornesE and anxiety, looking 
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utraiglit in the eyes of St. Giles, he aaked, " Well, and where have 
you been t ThBy'remadabaut yon intheLane. Where have you 
been ! " 

"Why, I've been looking for you," said St. Giles, moodily 
nodding his head. "You must have kuow'd that." 

" And that 'b, I snppoae, why we didn't happen to meet," re- 
phed Tom ; poaaibly recollecting that hia chief care had been to 
keep out of the boy a way. " Why, what 'a the matter 1 yuu 
look plaguy Barcy ! What are you looking so black at, you 
young devil 1 " cried Tom, with audden ferocity ; hut St, Giles 
felt Ma injuries, and waa not to be browbeaten. 

" Why, I 'm a looking at you, — and not much to look at 
neither," ahouted St. Giles, with answering vigour. " You 're 
not a goin' to fiighten me, I can tell yoa Why didn't you oome 
BB you promised you would 1 Tou 're a good un, you are ! " 

" Now, what does ail the boy 1 " said Tom, coaxingly ; though 
evidently ill at ease : for hie fingers worked ; and ha bit his 
lip as he gazed on the boy, who, with sullen, defying air, returned 
his stare. 

" Why, thia aila me. Didn't you tell me to take that pony to 
Longliane — and then didn't you tell me to wait for you )" 

" I know it, GUea ; I know it ; but you aee, aa I went along, I 
thought agin over the matter. I thought, you see, it might lead 
you into trouble, if I come ; ao I thought I 'd atay awny, and 
you 'd bring the pony tiome agin, and then, mayhap, after a httle 
breeze, there 'd be an end of the matter. That 'a it, Giles," awd 
cautiouG Mr. Blast. 

" Then, why did you send the man as give me a guinea, and 
took the pony away 1 Himaa eaid, too, that he'd made it all right 
with you, and " 

Here St. Giles was interrupted in his volubility by Mr. Blast ; 
who performed— and an admirable perfoiinanoe it was— a look of 
immense astoniahment, at the same time whistling very vehe- 
mently. At length, mastering hia wonder, he cried — " Why, 
Giles ! you 've never Bold the pony 1 " 

" No. I never sold it — but you did ; the gemman told me so. 
You sold it ; and after that " 

Mr. Blast could scarcely contain himself so big, so swelling 
was hia compassion for the injured boy. " Oh, Giles," he oriad — 
" poor little fellow ! You 're done, Giles ; you 're done." 

■■And who's done met Why, you have," acresmed the 
youngster in a paroxysm of pasaion. All childhood vanished 
from his face ; so suddenly waa it convulsed with rage. Ha 
stood, for a moment, breathless with anger ; and forgetful in 
his fury of the bulk and strength of hia former teacher, he 
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clenched bis little Est, and grmding his teeth, advanced towards 
Blast, who, for a moment, recoiled from the small awajliuit. 
Then, recovenng himaelt^ he laid his hands upon his knees, and 
with an effort to be calm, oootemptuoija, said, " And this, you 
littU varmint, ta your thanks to me ; to me, you ecorpiu, as has 
been better than a father to yon ! To me, who 'a taught you 
iballad-chanting, and everything as is decent you know ; to me, aa 
faa laid awake in my bed thinkin' what I could do for you in the 
ne, who 'a always looked on you as a rasbor of my 
Dwn flesh ! And you '11 shake them little mawleys at me 1 " The 
Icture of ingratitude was almoat too much for Mr. Blaat. He 
as nearly melted in bis own tenderness. 

"None o' that — that won't do for me, no how," cried St. Giles. 

you made me steal the pony — you sold it, and now — " 

The charge waa too much for the indignant virtue of Mr, Blast, 

With an exclamation of disgust, he aimed a blow at his accuser, 

that but tor his agilily, would hare hud him aenseleas on the 

floor. Bobbing hia head and doubling himself up with wondarfiil 

St. Giles escaped the meditated punishment, and the 

•ezt moment saw him fastened on Tom ; elaspiiig hjrn round the 

Iwaiit, and kicking with all Ms might and malice at bis bene- 

EMttqr's shins. Tom, mod with piiin and vexation, sought to fling 

"'le urchin off; but he held to hia prey like a stoat. For some 

the boy heroically suffered the worst punishment that 

er in iniquity could inffict, returning it with unequal 

At length. Blast unclasping the urchin's hold, seized 

bis anus, and threw him violently off. The boy fell, 

against the wainscot. The in&riate savage, his passion 

fas about to deal a blow — it would have been tbe last — 

ipon tbe prosti^te boy, when Capstick, Bright Jem, and a coupls 

'offieen burst into the room. Blast immediately divined theii 

and with masterly coolness observed, pointing to St. Giles 

Jje comer a senseless heap — " There 's your young oss- 

for you i and a nice job I 've bad to nibble bim. A varmint 

f» pole-cat as be is '. " 

"ftie young un and the old un, too," aajd one of the officers. 

Why this ia better luek than we baj'gained for." 

Jem lifted the boy between hia knees ; he was still pale and 

mseleas, "Mr. Capstick," said Jem, "for God's sake, some 

Irater ! " Then turning an indignant look upon Blast, he added, 

" Why, what a paving-stone you most have for a heart, to use a 

Mr child like this." 

"i diild ! " cried Blast, " a young devil I " 

"And if he is," said Jem, "who's made 1dm one? Murder! 

rhy it's the worst of murders; to take and kill all the good in a 
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child'B soul, and thsa to flmg Imn into the world 
and answer for 't," 

" There, there, necer mind, Jem," cried Capatick, who wag 
turning himaelf round, and Hhiiffling about, visibly affected bj the 
nuBerable condition of the child, yet struggling to rountaiii his 
outward misantliropy. "AH wretch ea ; idl alike, worthless 
animals ! " And then he roared at the waiter as he entered — 
" Why don't you bring some water— some brandy — anything, 
everything for thin poor creature — this miserable — heipleaa — 
forlom^ — unhappy little boy 1 " Again Capstiok turned his fece 
in a, comer, and violently blew hia nose, and coughed, and vowed 
be never bad such a cold in all hii life. 

"There, there," said one of the officers, as Jem bathed the 
boy'a face, " he '11 come round again, never fear," 

Jem groaned, and shook hia head, " Yea, he will come round," 
he said. "If it wasn't that blood would be on somebody's head, 
it would be a good thing, if he never did. Lord I Lord I " cried 
Jem, " to think that this ia the babby's &ce I once knew ! " 

"Pooh — pooh ! — nonsense," said Capstick ; "we've nothing to 
do with that ; nothing at all. The ends of justice — the ends of 
juatice, Mr. Aniseed," — and again the muffin-maker coughed ; be 
hftd such a cold. 

However, whilst Jem — with hia heart running at hia eyea — is 
solacing 'young St, Giles, we will, as briefly as we may, inform the 
reader of the cause that has brought the muffln'msker and the 
link-man to Smithfield. 

Ever since the conclusion of our siith chapter — which the 
urbanity of the reader will consider to be no leaa than six yeara 
ago — fortune smiled upon Capstick. True it is, she often uniles 
upon the strangest lumps of men — ia oft a very Titania emunoured 
with on ass's head — neverthel ess, she showed good judgment in 
the &voura she bestowed upon tlie muffln-maker. So fortune 
made interest with ber good sister fame to play a fiourisb on her 
trumpet in praise of Capatiek'a muffins ; that in time rejoiced 
many hearths without the circle of St. Giles's. In a word, Capstick 
soon built an enduring reputation upon muffins ; and therefore 
had B butter chance of his ruuoe going buttered down to posterity 
than has the name of every monarch duly buttered in birth-day 
ode. Well, the calls upon Capstick's oven were so increasing, 
that hia wife suggested he ahould forthwith start a horse and 
very genteel cart. She, good woman ! had no eye to a Snnday 
drive — the vanity never entered her head ; all she thought of 
was busiueaa ; which she had no wish whatever to adulterato 
wiUi even a drop of pleasure. Mr. Ca(Ktiok was somewhat 
twitted with himaelf that such proposal emanated fi'om hia wife: 
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it was so good, so reaaonablB, it ought to have beau hia own. 
However, he woiild aay, the woman hid catight something like 
jndgroent by living with him. At once, then, Mr. Capstick con- 
sented to the vehicle ; and that purchased a bargain, he took hia 
w»J — in pestilent hour for him — to Sniithfield, to buy a horee. 
Now, Mr. Capatick knew no more of the points of a horao than of 
1 nnicom. As, however, he had little faith in human nature, 
and none whatever when mixed up with horse-flesh, he swd to 
himself that he might as well be cheated at first band as at 
aecond ; therefore, went he alone to buy a steed. Arrived in the 
market, fiill soon was he singled out by a benevolent, yet withal 
disceming dealer, who could see in a twinkling the very sort 
of thing that would suit him. " A nice little cretur that would eat 
nothing, and go fifty miles a day upon it." In brief, the worthy 
man sold to the mnfBn-maker, sold t« Him for an old song — 
to be sure, he could afford to let it go thus cheap — the black pony 
which only two days before had been the valued possession of Lord 
St. James. For four-and-twenty ho urs only did the muffin-man 
rej<Mce in hia purchase ; for on his very firet attempt to degrade 
Qw high-blooded animal to a cart — it was quite aa fit to draw 
Paul's — the creature, although its flowing tale and mane 
been rathleasly docked and cropped — was identified by Cesar 
n, on hia way with a siaterly message to Short's Gardens, 
Never before had Mr. Capstick known the fiill value of a good 
character. His story of the transaction was received as truth ; 
And though he lost the ten pounds. — the value of the old song — 
had given for the animal, he maiatained his untarnished repu- 
tation. Of course, St. Gilea was soon known as the horae-stealer. 
B alto eame out, liiat Mr. Thomas Blast had been seen in very 
est conversation with the boy, as he led the pony. Every 
:h was made for Tom ; and as, ~with a modesty not usual to 
hiin, be seemed wholly to have withdrawn himself from bis 
aslive parish, curiosity to leam his whereabout was the further 
quickened. Mr. Capstick felt his judgment, his pocket, too, some- 
what involved in the transaction. He felt that he stood fair and 
upright in the eye of the world, nevertheless it would he to him 
« peculiar satisfaction could he detect Mr. Thomas Blast, or the 
Wievolent, aimple-spoken tradesman who— for the price of an old 
ttaifi — had sold the pony. With this wish thumping at his heart, 
Oapitlck every day visited Smithfield and its neighbourhood ; 
Uldngwith him Bright Jem, whom he had accustomed himself to 
tldnk an honest, worthy fellow, and his particular friend ; that is, 
10 br as the misanthropy of the muffin-maker would acknowledge 
(lie poedble existence of such a treasure. It was strange, however, 
th«t Capstick, in his thoughts of reveuge, bad no thought of 
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young St. OUes. No ; all the vehemence of hk wrath wus roused 
agHJnat the boy's tutor. 

We have now, we traat, sufficiently eiplMned the course of 
accideuts that brought the muffin-maker and Jem to Porter- 
street, and BO made them hearers of the unprofitable oratory of 
Tom Blast. Fearful that they might he recognised by him, they 
employed a third party to wateh him to hia haunt, whilst they 
secur^ the attendance of officers. Hence, they saw not St. Giles, 
who, as we have before observed, kept himself close among the 
mob. They were the more aatoniahed to find the iU-used boy in 
the same room with his Bchoolmostor. 

" There, now — he 'b all right," cried one of the offloera, aa 
St. Giles — restored by the efforta of Bright Jem — looked about 
Kim. However, uo sooner was he consdoua of the presence of 
Capotick and lus fiist Mend Jem, than his lace glowed like a 
coaL He hung down his heajJ, and burst into tears : there waa 
no sham whimpering — no taught efibrt of sorrow — but the boy's 
heart seemed touched, melted, and he wept ajid writhed ooa- 
vulaively. A recollection of the goodness — the disregarded kind- 
tiesa of the men before liim — thrilled through his soul, and 
though he knew it not, he felt tho yearnings of a better natnre. 
There was anguish — peniteno* — in the aoba that seemed to tear 
his vitals. 

" Thank God for that ! " cried Jem ; and the poor fellow wept, 
too. " I like to hear that, — eh, Mr. Cnpsttick 1 " 

Mr. Cnpaljck fclt an odd queaaness in his throat, and could 
say nothing. Hb therefore again threw himself upon his pocket- 
handkerehief Then, consciooa that he had a great duty to per- 
form for the ends of justice-— a fact that, when otherwise puKtled, 
he had more thou once insisted upon — he turned to the officers, 
and pointing hia thumb towards Blajtt, observed with peculiar 
loftiness, " You will be good enough to handoufi'that man." 

" Handcuff me ! " cried Mr. BUat. "They'll do it at thrir 

"Hal my good mau — I "beg your pardon— you despcHite 
scoundrel I" said Capatiok with withering urbanity, "they're 
accustomed to do a great deal at their peril ; thanks to such 
rascals as you. Handiniff him ! " 

" Thoy dam't do it — they dam't do it," shouted the struggling 
Blast ; and in a moment uAerwards his wrists were locked in 
iron. " I '11 make yon pay for this — never mind j it 's no matter 
to me — but I '11 make you pay for this," he said ; and then, like 
a Tybum philosopher, Tom became suddenly reconciled to his 
manacloi. 

We win not dwell upon the details of the exiunination of the 
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It will be sufficient for the reader to know that, after 
eliminariea, a mttiug alderman committed St. Giles and 

tutor for horBe-ateallng. Both scbolar and master awaited 
1r trial m Newgate. 

t was not until after the culprit's first exominatiou, that 
■tick felt the full annoyance of his position. When Jem 
sld ahake his head, and look dumpiah on the matter, Capstick 
lid talk loud, and beg him to think of the ends of justice ; 

when the bay was committed on the capital charge, the 
"n-maker's public spirit wholly forsook liim. Evidence had 
jht the accusation quite liome to the boy ; however legal 
of might fail to criminate his tempter. " They '11 never — 
tr think of much hurting the boy — a child, you know — a mere 
d 1 " eaid Capstick to Jem, as they led Quildholl together. 
Siunph ! I don't know what yon call hurting, Mr. Cap- 
Ic," aajd Jem, moodily. "But I shouldn^ think hanginc 

Ci^stick turned pale as flour, and he coald scarcely articulate 

-" Impossible — ridiculous — they couldn't do it." 
' Ba ! " cried Jem, " when hanging 'a the thing, you don't 
(F what they can do. Well, I 'd rather ha' been in bed, with 
\ limb, than had a finger in this matter. I shall have 
t poor child always about me : I kiiow I shall. When he 'a 
td and gone, I shall never take my pipe without seeing his 
Bin the fire. And then my poor old woman I She that still 's 
bnd at hi"" — poor orphan thing I for his mother 's worse than 
: to him — she 'U lead me a niea life — that is, though she won't 
anything oatright, she '11 always be a crying about him. 

* «done a nice thing, Mr. Capstick, to make our lives pleasant 
g as they last ! " 

Pooh, pooh — folly, Jem ; all folly. I suppose property must 
protected. I suppose you won't deny that, eh)'' asked 
pHtick. 

'I deny nothing," oimwered Jem hopelessly i and then ha 
■ned " God help us I Why didnt he die in the finest and 

* t Why did I warm him, when a babby, at my own fire, 
r toWp to hong him arterwordsl" 

iHaag him ! Nonsense I I tell you, Jem, you 're a fool — an 
L butter-hearted fool — and you know nothing. Here have jou 
i all your life with the worst of people about you — not but 
it fuOta at the very best are great rascals, eveiy one of 'em — 
han you have been up to your ears in villainy — and yet you 

k vpcm everybody about you as itiuoceut as shepherds and 
(dwrdeeses in white china. I 'm ashamed of you, Jem ; be a 
g.ltld think of the world as its rascality deserven. For, Lord 1 
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what a lump of roguery it is ! How that the blessed Ettu BhouUj'J 
ever condescend to amile upon such a lot of wretchea a: 
I can't tell ! " 

" No more can I," answered Jem : " but aince the hub, bj _ 
. sa;, does demean himself to show a, good face to qb, I think it 'a 
SB httle BA we can do to try to do the same to one another." 

Capsticfc, taken somewhat aback, looked Biiddenly round upon 
Jeni ; nnd then, feeliug himself wholly nnahie to controvert this 
opinion, he simply said, " Jem, you "re a fool." 

A week jmssed, and the trial of St. Giles approached. It was 
strange to Mr. Capstick tha.t ro many of his customers would 
ask him about his health. " Why, what can ail the people 1 " ha 
would say. "I was never "better — never in all my life. I eat 
like a pig, and sleep hke a dormouse ; can any man do better 
than that j " But Mr. Capstick was not welL The biped pig 
made poor meals ; the human dormouse had restless nights ; and 
when dreaming, dreamt horrid visions of death and Newgata 

It wanted some ten days of the trial, when Bright Jem pre- 
sented himself at Cspatiek's house, "Tou see," said Jem, 
" they 're getting some money in the Lane so that they may have 
a lawyer for poor St. Giles. Well, tliey 're a bad lot, I dare say ; 
but you should only kuow what some of the poor souls have 
done." 

"And what have they done I" asked Capstick, with what he 
meant for a sneer. 

" Why, some as had two blankets have sold one on 'em ; some 
with two gowna have pawned one o' them, It would make you 
bleaa yourself, Mr. Capstick, to see besides what things they 'va 
made twopences and threepences of — kettles, sarcepans, anything. 
IL 's wonderful to see how they do stick by one another." 

" Crime, Mr. Aniseed, crime is a brazen cord — and certainly 
does hold rognes together," said Capstick. 

"Tou may say what you like," said Jem, " but whenever I 've 
looked Tip that horrid Lane, ajid seen men and women like devils, 
and children — poor creturs — like devils' little ones, — I never could 
have thought that in that disiual place there was after all a sort 
of good, that the very best of us wouldn't be any worse for having 
more of it." 

" Very like ) very hke," swd Capstick. " And I am to under- 
st&nd, that the people want to fee a lawyer 1 " 

" That 's it," repUed Jem. " There 's a Mr. Tangle, somewhere 
in Clifford's Inn ; he 's a sharp un. They say he 'd get a chap 
ont o' Newgate ; get him out through a flaw no bigger than a 
key-hole. Weii, I Ve been thinking — not that I can do much — 
but I 've been thinking, that as we helped to get the boy into 
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II give wliat money we coiUd to help to get 
" cried Capaticfc, and he 



Newgate, if 
Mm ont." 

"And 30 defeat the euda of justi 
frowned severelj. 

" Oh, I dare aay it 's wrong," Bflid Jem i " nererthelesa, if we 
(ouid onlj get the boy aal'e olT, he might be a good im after all 
Didut you hear how he cried 1 Oh, there 'a heart in him yet, 
I 'm sure there ia. Well, than, you see—" 

" I Bee perfectly," eaid Capstick, " yon 've coine to aalc me to 
BubBcribe to the fond fur tha lawyer 1 " 

" Well, that 's jest it," asaentedjem. 

'' Forj^tful of my serious responHibility bb a witness — forgetful 
ftf the ends of justice — forgetiiil of what I owe to Booiety — 
furgetful — " 

" forgetful," cried Jem, with animation, " of ererything eioept 
of saving a child from the gailowa." 

" Mr. Aniaeed," said Capstick vary decidedly, " I am sorry to 
refuse yon anything, but you mnst not let your feelings blind you ; 
yoo mean wdl, but you have yet to learn that the beat meaning 
men ftre those who often do the most mlsEhief In a word, sir, 
I can have nothing to say to this business." 

Bright Jem made no onawer, but with a moody nod wna about 
to leave the ahop, when tha mulSn-maker called to him. " I 
dunk you iaid this attorney's name was Wrangle ) " 

"Tangle," sold Jem, shortly. 

"Tangle, Lyon's Inn)" aaid Capaticlt. 

" Cliflbrd's-Ii\n," cried Jem, a little sulkily, and then he darted 
&om the shop. 

It is moat true that Mr. Tangle deserved the high reputation 
bestowed upon him by Jem, Hia office in Clifford'a-Inn waa 
considered a private outlet from Newgate. Many and many a 
tame, when the fatal halter seemed inevitable, had Tangle, by some 
deft device, turned the miming into a slip-knot, and the hang- 
man bean defrauded by the quibbler. Many a gentlenum had 
Ur. Tangle restored to the rood, none at all the worse for durance. 
Many a highwayman, on his solitary midnight watch, might think 
with gra^tude of the master-spirit of Clifford'a-Inn. 

't waa the evening of the day on which !Bright Jem solicited 
Capttick, and Mr. Tangle sat in the solitude of his chambers. 
He was sunk in profound stady ; possibly, pondering how to lind 
nake a flaw : bow to give U> the line of right a zig-zag, pro- 
fitable bend for soma consulting client ahut in Newgate sti 
Hia clerk was out : therefore, lus knocker being struck, be 
himself and opened the door. A tall, bulky man, wrapped 
great-coat, a hat slouched over his face, ti^ by a handkerchief 
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that ahnost covereil hia feattu^ Htalked into the re 
Tangle was not at all surprised : not at all. So many odd peop! 
— BO strangely appointed — every eesaiota cailcd upon him. 

"Yon are Mr. Tangle," said a voice thut most assuredlj 
helongetl to Capstick, the muffin-maker. Mr. Tangle 
" You are interested in the case of a hoy, one St. GUea J " 

" I have been consulted," said Tangle ia his dry way, 
bad case ; confesaedlj, a had case ; trtill, something may be don^ 
Tou know 'tin a man's hanged, there's always hope ; that L 
there 's always " 

"Money," Mr. Tangle smiled and nodded. Mr. Capstid 
took a Bmall leathern bag from his pocket, from which he cc 
out ten guineas. " I am not a rich man, Mr. Tangle, 
Capstick. 

" I am sorry for it," said Tangle (and evidently with a 1 
of sincerity) : "otherwise the ten might have heen fifty." 

" But do what you can for that wretched boy — only sai 
from haupng, and there 'a twenty more." 

"Thirty pounds," said Tangle; "it's doing it— if indeed it's 
to he done at all — very cheap ; too cheap. Nevertheless, as you're 
not a rich man, I 'U not refuse money. What name ) " 

" Never mind that," siud Capstick. "I think I've pven you 
enough to show that I 'm in earnest. Now, only save the child, 
and ae God "s in heaven you shall have the other twenty." 

" We 'II see what can he done," said Tangle, showing Caiiatitik 
K) the door — " I have hopes ; great hopes." 

And the trial came on, and St. Giles and Thomas Blast were 
arraigned for stealing a pony of the value of fifty pounds, the 
property of the Marquess of St. James. Nothing could be clearer 
than the evidence against the boy, aa delivered hy young St. 
James, Mrs. Simmer, and Lcr servant. But legal proof was 
wanting against Blnet. True, he had been seen talking to St. 
Giles, as the hoy led tiie pony ; hut nothing more. Tliere was 
no douht that the man who had taken the animal from St. Gilea 
in Long Lane was an accomplice of Blast's, but he was not to t 
found — there was no proof. Whereupon, Thomas Blast i 
acquitted ; and young St. Giles found " Guilty, — Death." 
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CHAPTER rx 



" Goitrr, — DEiTH ! " 

Whnt familiar syllables were tlieue in the good old times — the 
time of our lustory I la those hapjiier du^, how many goods and 
chattels, live stock ajid dead, were protected, watched hj Death 1 
Death iras made hj law the guardian of all thiiige. Prime agent, 
great conaervator of social right — grim keeper of the world'a 
moveables. Death, a shepherd, avenged the wronge of stolen 
mutton; Death stood behind every counter, protector of chapman's 
nock; Death was the day and night guard of the highway 
traveller against the highway thief ; Death watched ox and ass ; 
the gowe on the common, the hen on the rooat. Even at tlie altar, 
Death, took his cautious stand, that Hymen might not be scoffed, 
defrauded by wicked bigamist. Dt minimia eurabat Mori. Turn 
where he would, the rogue's path was dug with graves. Never- 
theless, the world grew no better ; made no visible return to 
that happy state, ere hemp was made a aovereign remedy for wrong. 
Ami BO by degrees Death lost someiwhat of his reputation with the 
great ones of the world ( and by d egreea many things were taken 
out of his charge. It was found that sheep were stolen, trades- 
men's goods lifted, pockets picked, hen-roosts forced — and maids 
wickedly married by men already bound, — it was seen that these 
abominations continued and increased, aye, in the very fitce of the 
great ghastly bugbear Death, and so his watch and ward were 
made & lighter task ; he was gradually relieved of many of his 
■ocial duties ; the world, to the astonishment of some folks, still 
^HiuiiDg OQ its axis, though the life of immortal man was not, as in 
the good old times, offered to stolen oolt, to the king's gracious feoe 
unlawfully stamped in counterfeit metal, to a hundred other 
si&a all made mortal by the wisdom of untaught humanity. 
Truly, justice, turning bat-k tlie leaves of the gaol caleudsj, 
might ait awhile in sackcloth and ashes, penitent for past trans- 
greaions — past wrongs committed in her moral blindness ! The 
sword of Justice I An awful weapon truly ; a weapon, working 
out the will of highest Providence ; a solemn instrument wliich 
man solemnly af Juiowledgee. This has been, and may be. Yet, 
thinking of the world's mistakea ; of the cruel blunders worked 
by law on man, the sword of justice — of so-called Christian justice 
robed muI armined — may sometimes seem to the eye of grieved 
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humiuut}' aa terrible as tlie blood-tlripping tomnliank of the wild 
revengeful Havage. The Hword of juatice ! May not the time 
come — it miH come, aa aurely as the buii of &,r-off years— when 
justice flhall lay down her sword ? when with better wisdom, she 
ehaH vindicate her awAil mission to miuikind, yet shed Qo drop 
of blood 1 

Let ns return to St, Giles ; to the boy in hia fifteenth year, 
spawned upon the world and reared by doily wrong and igno- 
rance, a morsel for the hangman : now, a condemned thief, pal- 
sied and aghast with terror, upon the very threshold of the world; 
to be flung therefrom, an offering to the majesty of offended law. 
Grim majesty — ghastly Moloch I Stately wickedness, with robes 
dyed in the blood of Binning ignorance 1 A majesty, that the 
principle of all evil may too often smile npou B£ its working genius 
bere on earth. A majesty aa cald and pulseless as the idol whose 
wooden iiostrila know not the eacrifioes its darkened worshippers 
prepare it. But St. Oiles will now know there ia a govenunent 
— u knot of the wise and good, whose harmonioua souls combined 
make up the music of the state ; the moral melody that softens 
and refines the rugged, dull-eared maai. He will now know this ; 
the hnngman will teach it him. A sharp, abort lesson ; the first 
and last prepared him by a paternal atate. 

" Guilty — death ! " Such waa the verdiet. Tom Blast 
breathed heavily, and a faint smile flickered at his lips us he felt 
assured of hia escape. Still he durst not turn his eye towards his 
boy-victim in the dock. Conaeience was at the felon'a heart ; and 
seared, withered aa it was, it felt the audden hon-or of remorse. 
His features grew pale, then dark; were for amoment convulsed; 
then instantly — daring no look at St. Giles— he disappeared from 
the dock. The boy stared about him with a foolish gaze ; and 
then began to sob. There was no terror — no anguish in his &ce. 
It waa the grief of a boy doomed to a whipping, not the pbbet ; 
and it waa such sorrow — such aeeming chUdish ignorance of the 
impending horror — that to those who looked upon him made his 
conditdon more terrible. And then again it seemed impossible 
that the sentence so sonorously uttered, should be carried out. 
Could it be that such an array of judges, such wiadom, such 
leanung, such grave and reverend experience, should be opposed to 
a miserable child, of no more self-accountability than a dog 1 
Appalling odds ! Could it be thought that the scene waa a fright- 
ful reality of daily, breathing life 1 Was it not a grim farce — 
B hideous, foolish mockery ) Could the wise hearts of men, fathers 
of well-taught, well-tended, happy children, doom that child to 
death ? That miserable item of human ignorance, that awfiil 
reproach to those who made laws to protect property, but left tha 
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outcast poor a heedless prey to their dwn unbridled instincts 1 
Neverlhelesa, the law woidd hang St. Giles ; and grave, reapeiit- 
able church-going men, in the very cosiness of their ignorance, 
would dasp tjieir hands, and raise -their eyes, and pit; and wonder 
ai the wickedness of the iiew genaratioa ! 

A turnkey in the dock took St. Gilei by the hand, and in a 
moment the boy had disappeared. " Good God ! " cried a Toice, 
convulsed with grief. "Sileace in the court ! " exclaimed the 
crier ; and inunediaiely another wretch took his place at the bar, 
and the terrible course of law continued. It was Capstick, whose 
exolamation had called down the official rebuke ; it was really 
Capstick, although even the wife of his boaom might have paused 
ere she acknowledged him ; so suddenly and Rightfully had the 
hri^ business of the trial wrought a change in hini. His flesh 
seemed jaundiced, and his black eyes, violently dilated, rolled 
restlessly about. His iace appeared of a sudden sharpened like 
the &ce of a sick man ; luid his arm shook, palsied, as with his 
uaila be grasped the arm of Bright Jem. " Let us go," sold Jem, 
chokingly, "we can do no good here ;" and Capstick, staring 
stupidly about him, suffered himsell' to be led from the court. In 
a iew moments they stood in the Old B^ley. It was a lovely 
spring night. The breath of May, even in the 0!il £iuley, came 
■w«et and odorous, carrying frerfmess to the heart and brain. 
The moon shone with brightest, purest lustie : all the stars of 
heaven seemed visible ; all looking down in their bright tender- 
ness, SB though they looked upon a kindred sphere of purity and 
hght, and loved it. Capstick gazed ut the magnificence, and the 
tean thick and iast fell &am him. Then in a subdued, a com- 
forting voice, he sajd, " No, Jem, no ; it 's a wickedness to think 
it ; there 's a God in heaven, and they can't do it." 

" Hadn't we better see Tangle, the lawyer J " asked Jem, 
" He hasn't done much, to be sure ; still he may yet do some- 
thing. I didn't see him nowhere in the court — saw nobody but 
his clerk." 

"Yes, we 'U see bim — we'll see him," said Capstick. " He "a 
a scoonilrel ; but then he's fitter for the worid. For the truth 
is, Jem, we're all scoundrels." Jem made no answer to this 
charitable creed. " Ail acoundrels : and 1 'm about the poorest, 
meanest, shabbiest rillain of the lot. And yet you '11 see how 
I aholl c«Ty it off. They '11 hang this wretched boy — oh, never 
d<iubt it, Jem ! they're bad enough for anytMug — they '11 hang 
him. And 1 shall still go on sleek and smooth in the world ; 
""^hipg muflins and laying by the pennies ; paying rent and 
taxes ; owing no man a shilling, and so easily and pleasantly 
earning a good name, and being mightily trumped up for doing ' 
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I ahall go on being culleii a. reBpectflble man j and I shall grin 
and amUe at the lie, and show a eatin oheek to the world, oa if 
the lie was true as gospel truth. And then I shall die and ba 
huried with feathers : and Mrs. Capatiek will put a etone over ma 
— I know her pride, Jem ; I know she '11 do it — a stone with « 
Loimcing flam upon it ; all lies— lies to the last. Oh, Jem," cried 
Capatiek, groaninglj, " if the devil ever takes chnrchyard walks, 
how he must chnekle and rub his brimstone hands, when he reads 
some of the tombstonea ! Eh 1 How he mast hold hie Bides at 
the ' loving busbanda,' ' aS;ctionatie fathers,' ' faithful Mends,' and 
'pious Christiana,' that he sees advertised there ! For he knows 
better, Jem ; eh 1 .ffe knows bettei-," cried the muffin-maJter with 
increasing bittemesa. 

" Well," said Jem, " I can't say ; who can 1 But I should hope 
the devil knows nothing at all about the matter. HowBoraever, 
be that aa it may, be has nothing to do with the business that 'a 
brought UB out to-night." 

"I wiah he hadn't, Jem, — I wish he hadn't," cried Capstict, 
with stifled emotion. " But here, walking as we are, down, thia 
blessed Ileet-atreet — ohj lord I doesn't it eeem stnoige after what 
we 've just left, to see the sight about us t — walking hare, do yoii 
think ttie devil isn't pointing his finger at me, and saying with a 
grin to one of his imps, ' There goes the respectable mufiin-maker 
that 'e sold a hoy's blood for ten pounds.' " 

" How can you talk in that way 1 " said Jem : " the devil 's the 
fether of hes, and only keeps up his eharaoter if he aaya so." 

" Not a bit ; it 's the devil that speaks truth of otar lies ; that 
turns us inside oat, and shames sanctified feces with the black 
hearts that were under 'eiii. I say, I have sold the boy — put 
rope about his neck. And for what 1 for ten pounds, "What 
fine fellow I thought mysetf wlen I stirred in the matter ! What 
a lump of virtue — what a wouderfiil bit of ptiblie spirit I thought 
1 wsB, when, day after day, I neglected my muffins and the 
partner of my hearthstone, to go thief-catching. And I believed 
I waa doing a fine thing — and bo, you know I did, I erowed and 
cackled about the ends of justice. All a sham — all a brave 
flashy cloak to hide a rascal dirtiness. It wad the thoughts of 
the ten guineas, Jem, the ten guineas, that called all the poison 
out of my heart, and has made me bang a wretched, untaught 
beggai^boy. Tps, I 'm a pretty respectable scoundrel — a fine 
pnblic-spirited miscreant, I ain." 

Bright Jem, used to the muflin-maker's humour, ma<ie no 
ftirther answer to thia eelf-reproach ; but again urged the necen- 
sity of consulting Tangle. " It can't he done to-night — but we '11 
at him the first thing to-morrow." said Capstick. 
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" To-morrow "s Suoday," said Jem. 

" What of that i " aaked Capatick. " People come into the 
world on Snndaya, so it can't be unlawful to help to save 'em from 
going out of it— look there, Jem," and Capstick pointed to a 
OLrriage rolling rapidly past. 

" That 'a the MarqueEja's — come from the trial. There 'b young 
St. James in it ; well, he 's going to better comfort than a atone 
cell. HowBomever, he 'a a fine fellow — a kind, good heart is in 
that little chap, I 'm aure of it. How nicely he give his evidence, 
didn't he } And how kindly he s-eenied to look at St. Gilea in the 
dodi ; as much na to eay, ' Poor fellow, I wish I could get yon oat 
o" that ! ' He '11 make a tme man, that hoy will," said Jam ; and 
then he mournfully added, "and ao would poor St. Giles. Ha ! if 
when Susan brought him home out o' the anow, if he and young 
St. James had been made to cliange berths, eh ? There 'd have 
been a different acoount of both of 'em, I should think. And yet 
yua see how the poor 's treated ; just aa if they come into the 
world with wiokednesa upon 'em ; a kind of human natur vermin 
— things bom to do all aorts of mischief and then to be hung up 
for dnng it." 

" We '11 go to Tangle to-morrow — early to-morrow," said Cap- 
stick ; who, buried in hia compnnctioua grle^ had given no ear to 
the refieetions of Jem. "Good night j early to-morrow." And 
the nmffin-maker suddenly broke from hia companion, and strided 
hoDie — a miaerable home to him, whoee acute aenaibility re- 
proaohed h'"! aa unworthy of the houaehold comforts about him. 
He looked upon the purt he had taken with intense remorse. 
The would-be miaantbrope loathed himself for what he deemed 
hii sel&hness of heart — his cruelty towards wretchednesa and 
ignoranoe. Within a few atepa of his door, he paused to call up 
— with all the power he had — a look of serenity, of decent com- 
poaure. Somehow, he felt uneaa)' at the thoughts of meeting his 
wife. At length he prepared himaelf, and, with a tolerably sue- 
ceasfiil (ace of tranquillity, crossed his threshold. He exchanged 
but one look with his wife ; it was enough ; it was plain she knew 
Ae fate of St, Giles. How should it be otherwise i A score of 
Dtaghbours, customers, had thronged the shop with the mortal 
intdligeoce ; and some ventured to hope that Mr, Capatick 
wouldn't sleep the worse for his day's work — others begged to ask 
if the mullin-maker thought the hanging of a poor child would 
bring a btea^ng on him— and some hinted an opinion that those 
who were ao sharp after evil-doers had commonly not the cleanest 
MOMaences themselves. These interrogatives and inuendos had 
to be ieverally answered and warded by the muffin-maker's wife, 
who, to give her due credit, was not alow at any kind of reply. 
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and was truly a very respectable mistreafl " of fence." Never- 
theless, the cierctee would lieat a temper never prone to colduesa, 
and in the presBnt infitunoe rsaaed to boiling heat, by what she 
deemed the malice of h«r neighbours. And yet, it would have 
made Capstick's conjugal heart glad again, had he heard bow 
eloquently, how magnificently his acts were defended by bia wife ; 
for Mrs. Capstick moat volubly and vehemently begged to assure 
her neigbbouTs, " that there was not a man in the prirUli fit to 
wipe her hualjand'a ahoeH," — " that he was only wrong in being 
too honest," — " that a better soul, or kindeivhearted ereatare, 
never walked,"— -and that, in abort, in the depth of her charity, 
she " only wished that those ^lo spoke a word against him hod 
half Bnch a husband : the neighbourhood would be all the quieter 
for it, that 'b what she knew, if they had," All this did honour 
to Mrs. Capstick, and would doubtless have solaced the wounded 
bosom of her lord, could he only have known it ; but Mra. Cap- 
Stick had too much humility to vaunt her own virtues, therefore 
she breathed no word of the matter to her well-defended husband. 
Not that, the shop bdng closed, and the wedded couple seated at 
the fireside, Mrs. Capstick whs silent ; certainly not ; for, whilst 
the mu:£n-maker tried to solace himself with a pipe, his wife thua 
declared herself: — 

" Well, Mr. Capstick, now I hope you 're satisfied J I hope 
you 've made a nice day's work of it I A pretty name yon Va 
got in the parish I There '11 be no living here — 1 '11 not live here, 
I can tell you. All the worid will point at you, and say, ' Thers 
goes the man that hanged that wretched little child ! ' " 

Capstick suddenly took the pipe from his mouth, and stared at 
his wife. It was strange : he had himself said something of the 
kind to Bright Jem. He then renewed hia smoking, speaking 
no syllable in answer to his spouse ; and yet eloquently replying 
to her philippics by pooh-poohing the smoke from him, now in 
short, hasty, irascible pufTs, and now in a heavy volume of 
vapour. There was a majesty in his manner that seemed to 
quietly defy the Sflsnults of hia better moiety. There seemed, too, 
to be no getting at him for the clouds in which he industriously 
involved himself. 

" And I should like to know what your satiafaction will be for 
what you 'vB done ! Why, you 'II never have another happy 
moment ; you can't have ! That poor child will always be before 
your eyes. And, then, what a beautiiiil business you '11 lose ; for 
nobody will deal with yon. Ha I nice airs the Gibbses will give 
themselves, now." (The Gibbees, be it known, were new-come 
moffin-makers, struggling in hopeless rivalry with the muffins of 
Capstick.) " Everybody will go to them : 1 'm sure I don't think 
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'twill be any use our opening the shop on Monday. And all about 
ten gninesB I Ha, they '11 be a dear ten gnineas to you — better 
have lost 'em ten times over. And so young a child — OEly four- 
teen I To hang him t Don't you tliink, Mr. Capstick, his ghoat 
will fallow you J " 

Capstick made no aniwer ; but hia eye, turned ominouely upon 
hit wile, began to glow like a eo&l, and he puffed at the Einoke 
like a man labouring with liimxelf. Beautiful philosophy I Full 
soon the muffin-maker's eye shone with its old tranquil light, 
and again he smoked calmly — detqierately calmly. Still Mrs. 
Capatick continued the puiuahmcnt of her tongue ; but Capstick 
had conquered himself, and etill replied not. At length in the 
very heat and fullest pitch of her complaint, Capstick rose, and 
softly laying down his pipe, said, " Mary Anne, I 'm going to 
bed." Poor Capstick 1 He came home with his heart bleeding ; 
and a, tittle tendemeas, a little conjugal sympathy, would have 
been a value to him ; but — as people say of greater matters — it 

C^stick rose early ; and, apeedily joined by Bright Jem, both 
took their way to Mr. Tangle's private manaiou. Bed Lion Square. 
It was scarcely nine o'clocic, when the muffin-maker knocked at 
the lawyer's door. It was quite impossible that Mr. Tangle should 
be Been. "But the business," cried Capstick to the man-servant 
— a hybrid between a groom and a footman — "the businees is 
upon life and death." 

"Bless you," said the man, "that makes no difference what- 
ever. We deal so much in life and death, that we think nothing 
of it. It 'a like plums to a, grocer, you know. Mr. Tangle never 
can be seen of a Sunday before half-paat ten ; a quarter to eleven 
lie goes, of course, to chui-ch. The Sabbath, he always says, 
Bhoolil be a day of rest." And Tangle— it was his only self- 
indulgence — illustrated this principle by lying lat« in bed every 
Soudny mormug to read his papers. NeverthetcEs, with smoothly 
■ha<ren &ce, and with on aU-uuworldly look, be was, ere the 
charch-bell ceased, enshrined in the family pew. There was he, 
with his wife, decorously garnished with half-a-dozen children, 
sons and daughters, puttema of Sabbath piety ; of seventh-day 
Chriatianity. " After sbt days' hard work, what a comlbrt it 
wa^" he would say, "to enjoy church of a Sunday!" And 
Tangle, alter his fbahlon, did enjoy it : he enjoyed the respect- 
ability which church-going threw about bim ; he enjoyed his 
worldly ease and superiority, as manifested in bis own eoaily- 
farnixhed pew. Looking upon the pauper worsluppers on the 
benches, and tlien contemplating the comforts of his own nook, 
he felt very proud of bis Chiietianity. And in this way did Mr. 
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Tangle attend chnreh. It woa a decent form due to Hociety, and 
especially to himaelf He went to cliurcli aa he went to Mb office 
— as a matter of busineaa ; though he would have been mightily 
ahocked had 8Qch a motive been attributed to him, 

"I'll come at half-past ten.," said Capatick, "fori must see 
him." The aervaot looked stolidly at the muffin-maker, and, 
without a word, closed the door. " Ha can then tell us," said 
Capetiok to Jem, " when he cou see iia in the afternoon. And 
now, Jem, we can only Htroll a"bout till the time cornea." And bo 
they walked on dlenOy ; for loth felt oppressed with the belior 
that their errand to the lawyer would be fruitless j yet both were 
determined to try every means, however hopeless. They walked 
and sanntered, and the church-bella rang out, summoning Chris- 
tian congregations to common worship. "There's something 
beautlM in the church-bells, don't you think so, Jem 1 " asked 
Capstick, in a subdued tone. " Beautiful Hid hopeful ;— ^they 
talk to high and low, rich and poor in the same voice ; there 'b a, 
sound in 'em that should scare pride, nnd envy, and meanness of 
all sorts &om the heart of msn ; that should make him look 
upon the world with kind, forgiving eyes j that should make the 
earth itself seem to him , at least for a time, a holy place. Yes, 
Jem. J there 's a whole sermon in the very sound of the church- 
bells, if we have only the ears to rightly understand it. There 'a 
a preacher in every belli?, Jem, that cries, ' Poor, weary, strug- 
gling, fighting creatures — poor human things ! take rest, be quiet. 
Forget your vanities, your follies ; your week-day craft, your 
heart-burnings ! And you, ye human vessels, gilt and painted ; 
believe the iron tongue that teUs ye, that, for all your gilding, all 
your colours, ye ore of the same Adam's earth with the beggar at 
your gates. Come away, come, cries the church-beli, and leam 
to be humble ; learning that, however daubed and stained, and 
stuck about with jewels, yon are but grave olay I Come, Dives, 
come ; and be taught that all your glory, as you wear it, is not 
half 80 beautiful in the eye of Seaven as thesoreeof uncoroplain' 
ing Lazarus! And ye poor creatures, livid and faint — stinted 
and crushed by the pride and hardnesa of the world, — come, 
come, cries the bell, with the voice of an angel, come and learn 
what is laid up for ye. And learning, take heart, and walk among 
the wickednesses, the cruellies of the world, calmly as Daniel 
walked among the lions,' " Here Capstick, flushed and excited, 
wrought beyond himself, suddenly paused. Jem stared, astonished, 
but said no word. And then, Capstick, with calmer manner, 
said, " Jem, is there a finer sight than a stream of human creatures 
pa ailing ^m a Cluiatian church ? " 

"Why," said Jem, "that's as a man may consider with him- 
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self. It may be, as you say, a, very fine sight — and it may be, 
wliat I call a very sad and melaiielioly show, indeed," 

" Sail and melauEholy ! " cried Capatitik ; " you '11 have a hard 
task to prove that." 

" Perhaps so, only let me do it after my own fashion." Cap- 
etick nodded HBsent. " Bless you ! I Ve thought of it many a time 
when I've seen a church emptying itaelf into the streeL Look 
liei«,now. I 'U Bupposethere'aa crowd of people — a whole mob of 
'em going down the ohnrch-steps. And at the church-door, there 
la I don't know how many roods of Christian oaniagea, with 
griffina painted on the gianela, aoil swords, and da^era, and battle- 
axes, that, as well as I con remeniber, Jeuus doean't recommend 
nowhere : and there 'a the coachmen, half-asleep, and trying to look 
religions ; and there 'a footmen following some and carrying the 
Holy Bible after their misuBsee, juat as to-morrow they 'U carry a 
Bpwiel, — and that 'a what they call their humility. Well, that 's 
s pleasant sight, isn't it ? And then for them who 're not ashamed 
to carry their own big prayer-booka, with the gold leaves twinkling 
in the sun, as if they took pains to tell the world they 'd been to 
ohareh, — well, how many of them have been there in earnest ) 
How many of them go there with no thought whatsoever, only 
that it 'a Sunday, — church-going day ) And bo they put on what 
they think religion that day, juat os I put on a clean shirt. Bless 
you ! aometimea I've stood and watched the crowd, and I'Teaaid 
to myself ' Well, I should like to know how many of you will 
fpinemher you 're Christiana till next week ? How many of you 
ga to-morrow momiug to your offices, and counting-houeeB, and 
stand belund your counters, and, all in the way of business, — all 
to Bcnunble up the coin — forget you 're miserable sinnera, while 
every other thing yon do may noake you more miserable, only 
you never fcol it, ao long as it niakea yon more rich ) And so 
there's a Sunday conscience like a Sunday coat; and folks who'd 
get OD in the world, put the coat and the conscience carefiilly by. 
Mid only wear'em once a week. Well.tothinkhow many such folks 
go to worship, — why, then I mnat say it, Master Capstiok, to stand 
inside a church and watch a congregation coming out, however 
yon may stare, may be — I csa't help, after my fashion, thinking 
to — a woianeholy sight indeed. Lord love you, when we see what 
some people do all the week, — people who 're staunch at church, 
remember — I can't help thinking, there 'a a good many poor souls 
who 're only Chriatiansat morning and arteraoon servicB." 

Oapstiok looked eameatly at Jem and said, " My dear fellow, 
it's idl very well between you and me to say this ; but dont say 
11 to the world ; don't, Jem, if you wouldn't be hunted, harried, 
(toned to death, like a mad dog. Folks won't be turned inside 



I 

i 



92 ST. GILES A^JD ST. JAMES. 

out afierthia fashion, without revenging the treatment with all 
aorta of had names. Teiy pure fulka won't be held up to the 
light and shown to he vet7 tllrty hottlea, without paying back 
hard abuse for the impertinence. Jein, whatever coat a man may 
wear, never see a hole in it. Though it may be full of holes as a 
net, never see 'em ; but take your hat oS to the ooat, as if it waa 
the best bit of broad-doth in the world, without a flaw or a thread 
dropt, and with the finest hits of gold lace upon it. In this world, 
Jem, woe to the man with aa eye for holes I He 's a boast, «. 
wretcii, on evil-spealier, an uncharitable thinker, a pest to be put 
down. And Jem, when the respectable hypocrites make coniinou 
oauBB with one another, the Jjovd help the poor devil they give 

" I always speak my mind," said Jem. 

" It 'a an extravagance that has mined many a man," said the 
mnfBu'maker. "But enough of this, Jem ; it 'a just the time to 
catch Tangle before he goea ont." A few moments brought them 
to the lawyer's door. Ere,however, the muffiu-makercould touch 
the knocker, the door opened, and Mr. Tangle, his wife, his two 
sons and two daughters presented themaelvea, all, the females 
especially, being dressed for cLnrch. Yes ; drasaed for church ; 
caj'e&lly, elaborately arrayed and ornamented, to sustain the 
severest criticism that, during the hours of devotion, might be 
passed upon them by sister aimiers. 

" Mr. Tangle," said Capatiok, " I wou't keep you a minute : but 
when can I coll on " 

" Nothing secular tij-day, sir," said Tangle, and he waved both 
his handa. 

" But, Mr, Tangle, there 's life aud death, ar," — cried Capatick, 
but Tangle interrupted him. 

"What's life and deuth, sirl What are they, sir, that we 
should do anything secular to-day 1 " 

" But, Mr. Tangle, it 'a the fiite of that poor wretched boy ; and 
there isn't a minute to lose," urged the muffin-maker, 

" I shall be very glad to see you in the way of bnaneFs, to- 
morrow," replied Tangle, laboaring to appear very placid ; " but 
I beg of you, my good man, not to disturb the current of my 
thoughts — of my Sabbath feelings — with anything secular to-day. 
To me the world ia dead on Sundaya." 

"But won't you do good on Sundays)" cried Capstick. — " Your 
religion doesn't forbid that, I suppose ) " 

"My good man, let me have none of your firee-thinking ribaldry 
here. This is my door-step, &ad don't defile my threshold with 
yonr profanity. I have given you my answer. Nothing setular 
to-day." Saying this with increased vehemence, Mr. Tangle waa 
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bustling from the door after his &J1UI7 — wlio, looking wondering 
looks at C&pstick and Jem, had walked atatelily on, — when a, 
carriage rapidly turned the aquitre, and in a moment stopped at 
Tangle's door. Instantly, Mr. Tangle brought himaelf up ; and 
east, certainlj, a look of secular curioeity towards the carnage' 
vindowa. In. an instant, yoniig Lord St. Jameti alighted, and was 
followed by bia tutor — worn somewhat since we last met hjiii — 
Mr. Folder. Mr. Tangle immediately recognised the young noble- 
man, and although it was Sunday, advanced towards him with 
puns-tokiitg respect. " Your wife told us you were come here, 
Mr. dipstick," aaJd bia lordabip to the muffin-maker, 

" Fray, sir, ctui we consult you upon a business that is some- 
what urgent I " tiaid Folder to the attorney. 

"Certajnly, sir; anytliing for his lordaliip. Excuse me one 
moment ;" and Tangle, with unwantad agility, skipped after his 
wife and family. They must go to- obureb without him. A lord, 
a young lord, had called upon him — that sweet young gentleman 
in the sky-blue coat and lace-coUar — and, the business was immi- 
nent. He, the huabaad and father, would join them aa soon as 
he OHild. With many backward, admiring looks at the lovely 
little nobleman, did 6Ir. Tangle's family proceed on their way to 
chDrch, whilst Tangle — the groaning victim to secular affaira — 
osbered young St. James and Mr. Folder into his mansion. " We 
can do nothing without you," said St. James to Capatick and 
Bright Jem ; who thereupon gladly followed, the attorney mar- 
velling at the familiarity of the boy nobleman. 

" What can I liave the honour to do for his lordship J " asked 
Mr. Tangle, with a smile dii't cheap at sis and eight-pence. 

" We should not have troubled you to-day," said St. James, 
" only yon see " 

" Don't name it, my dear young lord I " esclaimed Tangle. 

"Only,"' chimed in Mr. Folder, "they talk about hangiug on 
Wednesday." 

" Very true," said Tangle ; " I believe the affair comes off on 
Wednesday. A great pity, air t Quite a child, sir ; and with 
good parts — very good parts. Nevertheless, air, the crime of 
horse-stealing increases houily ; and without some eianiple is 
made, some strong example is made " 

" Why, they hanged four for horse-stealing last sessions," said 
C^iBtick. 

Tangle looked round with astonishment at the interruption, and 
then observed-^" That only proves they don't hang enough." 

" My opinion, Mr. Tangle ; quite my opinion. We want 
ttnnger bws, air ; much stronger, If we were to hang for 
cvBtythilig, there 'd be an end of crime altogether. It 'b because 
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we only pnniab by holvea— now hanging one, &Dd now another — 
that we have such a continuaJ growth of vice. We ought to poll 
up Clime by ths roots ; now our present pruning ejiitem nuikes 
it flourish the stronger. However, his young lordship doesn't 
think BO. He has all the generosity of youth, and in^ats that 
St. Giles shall not be hanged." 

" God bless him ! " cried Capstick. 

" Amen ! " said Bright Jem. 

" I roust request that we lave no intermption," said Taugle, 
looking loftily at the two offenders. " Perhaps, sir," and the 
lawyer turned to Folder, " perhaps, you will state your case." 

" Just a word in private," said Folder ; and Tangle immediately 
led him into a '■mall adjoining room, and closed the door. " Tou 
see, Mr. Tangle," said Polder, " I consider this to be a very 
foolish, weak business ; but the young gentleman is a spoilt 
child, and spoilt children will have their way. In one word, his 
lordship must be hnmoured, and therefore St. Giles — though it 
would be much better for him to be put at once quietly out of 
further mischief — must not be hanged. The Marquess has his own 
Dotione on the matter ; proper notions, too, they are, Mr. Tangle ; 
notions that do honour to him as a legislator, and would, I verily 
believe, let the law take ite course. But, poor man '. what oan 
he do ?" 

" Do what he likes, can't he ? " asked Tangle. 

" By no means. Tou see, it ia with the boy as it was with the 
boy Themistocles," said Mr. Folder. 

" Really 1 " observed Tangle, 

"One of Plutarch's own parallels. The boy rules the Mar- 
chioness, and the Marohionesa rule* — -" 

"I understand," said Tangle; "rules the Marquess. It will 

" And therefore, the sum and end of it all is, the horae-atealer 
must be saved. Bless you ! his youug lordship has threataied lo 
fall sick and die, if St. Giles is hanged ; and has so frightened his 
poor mother, who again has made the Marquess so anxious, that — 
the fiict is, we 've come to yon." 

" It 'e a great pity that I didn't know all this before. The 
cftse, my dear sir, was a nothing — a very trumpery coek, indeed ; 
but then, to a man of my extensive practice, it was really not 
worth attending to. Otherwise, and to have obUged the War - 
qness, I could have made Em's of an alibi. It 's a great pity that 
BO noble a family should be so troubled, and by such riflf-raff 1 " 
said Tangle. 

"It is, sir; it is," swd Fo-lder — "you can feel for us. Now, 
there 's no doubt that, in so trifling a matter, the Marquess baa 
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rest to save a, thief or two ; nevertheleee, 
I have suggested that a, petition should be got up by the boy^s 
fiienda — if the wicked creftture haa any friends — and tliat ao Uie 
MftrqueBs — you nndenitand I " 

"Perfectly," repUed Tangle : what would he not understand in 
mch & case 1 " There is nothing more easy than a petition. 
How many signatures would you like to it ? Any number — though 
fifty will be as good as five hundred." 

"Do you think the Jury would sign 1 " asked Mr. Folder. "Not 
thaJi it 'a of any consequence ; only for the look of the thing." 

" The foreman, I know, would not," said Tangle, " He lost a. 
colt himself three years ago, and isn't yet settled to the injury. 
Nevertheless, we can get up a very tidy sort of petition ; and with 
the Marquess's interest — weU ! that yoong St. Giles ia a lucky 
little scoundrel ! he 11 make his fortune at Botany Bay," 

" And now, Mr. Tangle, that we understand one another, we 'U 
join, if you please, his lordship. — Well, my lord," said Folder, 
retnniiiig, " I have talked the matter over witk Mr. Tangle, and, 
tbon^ he gives very little hojie " 

" There 's all the hope in the world," said Capstick, " for his 
lordship says he '11 take the petition himself to the Minister, who's 
Iiis father's friend, and, if I may advise the Marchioness, his 
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" My good man," obaei-ved Mr. Folder, " w 
your advice in the matter. Hold your tongue." 

" Shouldn't mind at all obUging you, sir, in any other way," 
sMd the unruffled Capstick ; " but, as his young lordship here, as 
be tells me, has been to my shop and all to see me about the 
matter, I think my tongue 's quite at his service." 

'■To be sure it is, Capstick," aaid young St. James, "go on. 
Mr, Folder says they 'd better hang St. Giles i and papa says so 
too ; but they sha'n't do it for all that, Why, I should nevei 
have the heart to mount a horse again." 

" A noble iittle chap ! " whispered Bright Jem to Capstick. 

"And so, as I told you, Capstick, I went to your house, as yoo 
luow all about the boy, and tlie boy's friend,to see about apetitjoQi 
tor that 's the way, they tell me " 

" (Sva yourself no further trouble," said Tangle, " the petition 
dull be prepared, my lord. I'll do it myself this very day, 
though the affair is secular. NeTertheleas, to oblige your tord- 



"Yonr're a good fellow," B.iid young St. James, patro 
the lawyer ; and, all preliminaries being settled, the coiiTertoice 
OOficluded. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Ann yoimg St. GHlea lay in Newgate, siaking, withering iincler 
aentenoeof dettth. After a time, lie never cried, or clamoured j 
he shed no tear, breathed no syllable of despair - but, atutmed, 
atupified, Heemed as if idiotey -was growing on him. The ordinary 
— a. good, xeabuB man — endeavonred, by soothing, hopefal words, 
to lead the prisoner, as the jail phrase has it. tti a sense of his 
condition. Never had St. Giles received such teaching ! Con- 
demned to die, he for the fiist time heard of th« abounding lore 
of Christianity — of the goodness and affection dne ii^m man to 
muti. The story seemed odd to him j strange, very strange ; yet 
lie supposed it was all true. Nevertheless — he could not dismias 
the thought, it puzzled him. Why had he never been taught ail 
this before 1 And why should he be punished, hanged for doing 
wrong ; when the good, rich, fine people, who all of tliem loved 
their n»ghbours Uke themselves, had never taught Mm what was 
right ] Was it possible that Christianity was such a beautiAil 
thing — and being so, was it possible that good, earnest, kind- 
hearted Christians would kiU him ) 

St. Giles had scaruely eight^-and-fortj hours to live. It was 
almost Monday noon, when the ordioary — having attended the 
other prisoners — entered the cell of tie boy thief. He had been 
separated, by the desire of the minister, from his miserable com- 
panions, that their evil example of hardihood — their reckless 
bravado— might not wholly destroy the hope of growing truth 
within hint. A turnkey attended St. Giles, reading to hira. And 
now the boy would raise his sullen eyes upon the man, as 1m 
read of promises of grace and happineue eternal : and now his 
heart would heave as though he was struggling with an agony 
that seemed to suffocate hiin — and now a scornful, unbelieving 
smile would play about his mouth — and he would laugh with 
defying bitterness. And tlien he would leer in the iace of the 
reader, as though he read some fairy tale, some pretty story, 
to amuse and gull him. Poor wretch ! Let the men who guide 
the world— the large-brained politicians, who tinker the sodal 
scheme, Tnak-ing themselves the masters and guardians of their 
fellow-men — let them look into this Newgate dungeon ; let them 
contemplate this blighted Imimm bud ; this child felon, never 
taught the path of right, and now to be hanged for bis most 
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Ktifiil ignorance. "What a. wretched, aiiUen outcBBtl Whit a 
dariiened, loatliaome thing ! And now comes the clergjmBii — 
the rt*te divine, be it remembered — to tell him. that he ia treasured 
with an immortAl aoid j that— with mercy shed upon him — he 
will in a few lioura be a. creature of giorj before the throne ol 
God! Oh, politioiima ! Oh, nilera of the world! Ob, kw- 
maVing mastcra and taskers of the common million, ma; not this 
eaat-off wretch, this human nuiaaiice, be your accuser at the bar 
of Heaven ! Egregioua folly 1 Imposaible ! What— atarB and 
garters impeached by rags and tatters ! St. Jamea denounced by 
St. Giles ! Impudent and ridiculoua ! Yet here, we say, comes 
the reverraid prieal — the Christian preacher, with healing, honied 
words, whose Book— yowr Book— with angelic utterauce, says no 
lesB. Let us hear the clergyman and his forlorn pupil. 

" Weil, my poor boy," said the ordinary, with an affectionate 
voice (md raoiHtening eyes : " well, my child, and how is it with 
you ) Come, you are better ; yoa look better ; you have been 
ItMeiuiig to what your good friend Eohert here h^ been reading 
to yon. And we are all your Mends, here. At least, we all wout 
to be. Don't you think so 1 " 

St. Giles slowly lifted hia eyes towards the speaker. Ha then 
nllenly answered, — "No, I don't." 

" But you ought to try to think bo, my boy ; it 'a wicked not to 
try," said the ordinary, very tenderly. 

" If you Ye all my friends, why do you keep me here 1 " said 
8L Gtlea. " Friends ! I never had no Mends." 

"You must not say that ; indeed, yoti must not. All our care 
is to make you quiut and happy in this world, that you may be 
lufipier in tho world you 're going to. You understand me, 
St. GUea t My poor dtiar boy, yon underatMid me 1 The world 
you 're going to 1 " The speaker, inured as he was to scenes of 
blasphemy, of brute indifference, and vemorsefid agony, waa 
deeply touched by the forlorn condition of the boy ; who could 
not, would not, understand a tenderness, the end of which was to 
Murender him softened to the hangman. " You have thoaght, 
nj'dear — Isay,youhave thought of the world" — and the minister 
paoeed — " the world you are going to 1 " 

' What 's the use of thinlrin g about it ? " asked St. Giles. 
"T knows nothing of it." 

"That^ my boy, is because yon aie obstinate, and I am sorry to 
ny it, wicked, and so won't try to know about it Otherwise, if 
you would give all your heart and soul to prayer, " 

"I tel. you, afr, I neverwaa learnt to pray/' cried St. Giles, 
moodily j and what 'a the use of praying 1 " 

"Tou would find it open your heart, St, Giles; and though 
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jrou see noLhing now, if you w«re only to pray long and truly, you 
would find, the darknesa go a. way from your eyes, and you 'd see 
iuch bright and beautiful things about you, and you 'd feel aa light 
and happy as if you had wings at your back ; you would, indeed. 
Then you 'd feel that all we are doing for yon is for the beat ; 
then, my poor boy," said the ordinary with growing fervoDz, 
"then you 'd fee! what Christian love is." 

"Eobert 'b been reading to me about that," said St. Gilea, "but 
I can't make it out uo-how. He saya that Christian love means 
that we ahonldn't do to nobody what we wouldn't like nobody to 
do to ourselves," 

' A good boy," aajd the ordinary, " that is the meaning, though 
not the words, I 'm glad yon Ve so improved." 

" And for all that, you tell me that I mnst think o' dying — 
think of another world and all that — think of going to lybom, 
and, and " — here the boy fell hoarse ; his &ce turned ash-colour, 
and reeling, he was abont U) fall, when the ordinary caught h™ 
in his arms, and again placed Mm on a seat. " It 's nothin' — 
nothin' at all," cried St, Giles, struggling with himaolf— " I 'm all 
right ; I 'm game." 

" Don't say that, child ; I can't hear yon say that ; I would 
rather see you in tears and pain than trying to ba game, as you 
call it. That, my boy, is only adding crime to wickedneaa. Come, 
we were talking of Christian love," said the ordinary. 

" I know nothin' about it," said St. Giles ; " all I know is this, 
— it isn't true ; it cant be true." 

" Tail me ; why not 1 Come, let me hear all you 'd say," nrged 
the clergyman tenderly. 

" 'Cause if it means that nobody should do to nobody what 
nobody would like to have done to themselves, why does anybody 
keep me locked up here 1 Why did the judge say I was to be — 
you know, Mister 1 " 

" That was for doing wrong, my boy : that was for your firel 
want of Christian love. You were no Christian when yon stole 
the horse," said the ordinary. " Had the horse been yours, you 
would have felt wronged and injured had it been stolen from yon ? 
Ton see that, eh, my boy I " 

" Didn't think o' that," said Si. Giles gloomily — " But I didut 
steal it; 'twas all along o' Tom Bloat; and now he's got off; 
and I 'm here in the Jug, You don't call that justice, no-how, do 
you ? But I don't care ; they may do what they like with me [ 
I '11 be game." 

" No, my dear boy, yon must know better ; you must, indeed 

yoQ must give all your thoughts to prayer, and " 

" It 's of no use. Mister ; I tell you I never was learnt to pray, 
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)bi1 I dont know how to go ubout it. More than that, I feel 
^mehow DshajDed to do it. Am i beaidcB, for all your talk, 
iater, and you talk very kind to me, I luuat Bay, I can't feet 
WSka a Christian, as you call it ; for I can't see why Christiana 
should wont to haiig me if CkristiaiiB ore such good people aa you 
talk aboat." 
" But then, my poor boy," Buid the ordiniiry, " though young, 
m mnst remember, you 're an old sinner. You 've done much 
• ■nickedneea." 

a- done nothing but what I was taught j ami if you say 
b there 's been reading it to me — that the true Chriatiau 
'fergives every body — well then, in coiirse, the judge and all the 
■Mbi ore no Christiai^ eke wouldn't they forgive me? Wouldn't 
y like it so, to teach me better, and uot to kill me } But I 
ioa't mind ; I 'il be game ; see if I don't be game— precious I " 
The ordinary, with a perplexed look, sighed deeply, The s^ 
1 of the boy, the horrid death awaiting him, the natural 
ihreirdneBB with which he combated the arguments employed fur 
hifl eouver^on, affected the worthy clergyman beyond all piust 
" Miaerable little wretch ! " he thought, " it will be 
it of murders, if he dies thus." And then, again, he essayed 
te soften the child felon, who seemed determined to stand at issue 
th his spiritual counseUor ; to recede no step, but to the gallows 
t to defy him. It would be his ambition, his glory— if he 
Lgt die — to die game. He bad heard the praises bestowed 
^^ on BUch a death— had known the contemptuous jeering flung 
apon the repentant craven — and he would be the theme of eulogy 
h Hog Lane — he would not be laughed, sneered at for "dying 
iwghill." And this temper so grew and strengthened in St. 
fiiles, that, at length, the ordinary, wearied and hopeless, left 
* "s forlorn charge, promising soon to return, and hoping, in his 
tma worda, to tind the prisoner " a kinder, better, and more 
JSuiBtian boy." 

ie your reading that stuff to me," said St. Giles, as 

IS turnkey was about to resume his book ; " I don't understand 

' ' l' of it ; and it 's too late to learn. But I say, can't you tell 

■ sotuethin' of Turpin and Jack Sheppard, eh, — something 

B, to give ua pluck ) " 

"Come, come," answered the man, "it's no use going on in this 

. You must be quiet and listen to me ; it 's all for your good, 

E tell you ; all for your good." 

" My good ! Well, that 's pretty gammon, that is. 1 should like 
M bufW what can be for my good if I 'm to be hanged 'I Ha I ha I 
t kick my shoes off, that 's all." And St. Giles 
rcrtlld rut listen ; but eat on the stool, swinging hia legs hack- 
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wardfl and forwunls, and sin^ag one of the meludiea known in Hog 
Lbue — poor Arretcli ! it had been a cradle melody to him, — 
■whilst the turnkey vaialy endeavoured to eoothe and interest him. 
At length the man discoDtinued Ma hopeleas task ) and, is aheer 
listleeiUBaB, leaning his bock agaioat tho wall, fell oaleep. And oow 
St. Giles vraa left alone. Anil now, relieved of importaoi^, did 
he forego the bravadu that ha(3 aupported him, and aolemnly think 
of hia approaching end 1 Did. he, with none other but the «ye of 
God in that stooe cell upon him, did he ulirinli and wither bcaieatb 
the look ; and, ou bended knees, with opened heart, and flotriog, 
repentant tears, did he pra^ for Heaven's coa)pa£SLon~-~(3od'8 
Hvreet mercy 1 No. Yet thoughts, Aeoy, anxious thoughts were 
brooding in Mb heart. Hia fa.ce grew older wiEh the meditation 
that shadowed it. All hia being seemed compressed, intensified 
in one idea. Gloomily, yet with whetted eyes, he looked around 
Ms cell ; and still darker and darker grew Ma faue. Could he 
break prison 3 Suoh was the question — the fooliah, idle, yet flat- 
tering question that his soul put to itself. All hiH recollections of 
the glory of Tnrpin and Shepjiard crowded upon him--«nd what 
greater glory would it be for him if he could escape ! He, a boy 
to do this ! He to be snng iu ballads — to be talked of, huzzaed, 
and held up for high asample, long after he should be dead — 
passedforever from the world ) The proud thought glowed within 
him, made his heart heave, and hia eyes ^larkle. And then he 
looked about hia cell, and the utter bopelesaness of tho thought 
fell upon him, withering Ma heart. Yet again and agmu, although 
to be crushed with new deapmr, he gazed about him, dreaming 
of liberty without that wall of flint. And thus hia waking hours 
])aeaed ; and thus, in the visions of the night, his spirit busied 
itself in hopeful vanity. 

The Tuesday morning came, ajid again the clergyman visited 
the prisoner. The boy looked paler, thinner— -no mora. There 
was no BoftnesB in his eyes, no appealing glance of hope : but a 
fixed and stubborn look of inquiry, " He didn't know nothing of 
what the paraon had to eay, and he didn't want to be bothered. 
It was all gammon ! " These were the words of the boy fdoii| 
then — such was the humanity of the law ; poor law ! what a long 
nonage of discretion has it parsed I — then within a day's apaa ol 
the grave. 

As the hour of death approached, the clergyman became mom 
aflsiduoua, fervent, nay pnasionate in his appeals to the prisoner ; 
who still strengthened himself in opposition to his pastor. "My 
dear boy, — my poor child — miaerable, helplasa creature ! — ths 
grave is open before you— the sky is opening alwve you ! — Die 
without repentance, and you will pass into tho grave, and never 
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■—ftevBT know iinmortttl blKsaiags I Tour sool will periah — perisk 
U I have told ;ou — in Ib'e, in Ore eternal ! " 

8L (i&aa swayed his Itead to and tro, and with a sneer s^ed, 
" What 'b the good o' all thia ! Haven't you told nje so, Mirter, 
ftgin and agin ! " 

Tha ordinary groaned almoHt in despair, yet still renewed hia 
taak, * Tha heavens, I tell jou, are opening for yon ; repent, my 
child ; repent, poor boy, and you will be an immortal spirit, wel- 
OMned by millions of angels." 

St. Giles looked with bittei' incredulity at his Bpirttual teacher. 
" Well, if all that 's true," he said, " it isn't so bard to be liaiiged, 
Uter all, ISut I don't think the nobs love me so well, aa to send 
108 to 8i<^ a place as that." 

" Nay, my poor hoy," said the ordinary, " you will not, cannot, 
ondeistand me, imtil yon pray. Now, kueel, my dear child, 
faitwl, and let us pray togetlier." Saying this, the ordinary fell 
upon his knees ; bnt St. Giles, folding his arms, so planted him- 
Klf as to take firmer root of the ground ; Eind eo he stood with 
moody, determined looke, whilst the clergyman ponred forth a 
passionate prayer that the heart of the young sinner might 
be softened ; that it might be turned from stone into fleah, and 
become a grateful sacrifice to the throne of God. And whilst 
this prayer, in deep and solenm tones, rose &om the prison-cell, 
he for whom the prayer was formed, seemed to grow harder, 
more obdurate, with every syllable. Still, lie refused to bend his 
knee at the supplication of the clergyman, but stood eyeing him 
irith a mingled look of incredulity, daSance, and contempt. 
" God help yim, poor lost lamb ! " cried the ordinary, aa he 
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" Now, I hope we shall have no more o' that," 
nvwerof St. Giles. 

The ordinary was about to quit the cell, when the door was 
opened, and the governor of the jail, attended by the head turn- 
key, entered. "My dear sir, I am glad to find you here," — 
uiA the governor to the ordinary. " I have a pleasing duty to 
pcribrm; a duty that I know it will ddight you to witness." The 
ordinary glanced at a paper held by the governor ; his eyes 
brightened j and oluflpLtig his hands, he fervently uttered — 
"ThftukGod!" 

The governor then turned to St. Giles, who suddenly looked 
■nxiiniB and restlcas. " Prisoner,'" he said, " it is my happiuesa 
to inform you, that his gracioua Majesty has been mercifully 
pleased to spare your Life. You will not sufier with the unfortunate 
Bun to-niorrow. You understand me, boy " — for 8t, Gilea looked 
■iiidd«nly atupified — ^'you understand me, that the good king, 
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wiom you should ever pray for, has, in the hope that you will turn 
from the -wiekedneas of your ways, determined to spare your life ? 
You will be Bent out of the covmtry ; and time given you that, if 
yoQ properly use it, will make you a good and honest man." 

St. Giles made no answer, but trembled violently from head to 
foot. Then hia face flushed red as flame, and covering it with hia 
hands, he fell upon his knees ; and the tears ran streaming 
through his fingers. " Pray ■with me ( pray for me I " he cried, in 
broken voice, to the ordinary. 

And the ordinary knelt, ood rendered up " humble and hear^ 
tlumka " for the mercy of the king. 

We will not linger in the prison — St. Giles wafl destined for 
Botany Bay. Mr. Capstick w^a delighted, in hia own way, that 
the ends of justice would be satisfied ; and whilst he rejoiced with 
the triumph of justice, he did not forget the evil-doer ; for St. 
Giles received a packet from tlie muffin-maker, containing sundry 
httle comforts for hia voyage, 

" We shall never see him again, Jem," said Mrs. Aniaeed, as 
she lefli Newgate weeping ; having taken, her farewell of the young 
transport. " He 'a goue for ever from us." 

" Not he," said Bright Jem ; " we shall see him agiun another 
feller quite— a true man, yet ; I 'm aure of it." 



CHAPTER XT. 

Some nine years had passed since young St. Olias — tlie fortu- 
nate object of royal mercy — was sent from Euglaod a doomed 
slave fur life. Fur life I Hope, ao far as man can kill it in the 
heart of his fellow, was dead to the convict. He had sinned 
ogajnat the law, and its ofiecidcd majesty — for such was and is 
the phrase — denied to the ofiander the reward of better conduct. 
Man, iu the loftiness of hia own pure thoughts, in the besetting 
canfleiouane^ of his own immaculate worth, deems his criminal 
brother incapable of (hture good, and therefore considers only the 
best security of the machine ; how the bones and muscles, the 
brute strength of the engine may be withheld from further mis- 
chief. It matters little to the guardian of the laws, to the makec 
of statutes for the protection of property, what aggravated demon, 
what pining, penitent spirit, yearning for better thoughts, may 
dwell within the felon, so that the chain at his leg be of sufficient 
weight and hindrance. How very recent is it, that many of the 
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good people of thifl worlil did not cotisider a part of their very 
goodnesa t« be in their Lelief of the incorrigibility of the felon ! 
It was to moke too fajuiliar an approach to their reapectahility to 
snggeat the proliabilitj of amendment in the doomed thief. It 
waa, In a manner, to hold cheap theb" hoaesty, to Bopposa the 
viitae attainuhle by the once wicked. Human arrogance is, 
■ssnredly, never eo pitiable aa when, in the Hmng belief of its own 
election, it looks upon its fellow in this world as irrevocably lost. 
But th^ there ia a sort of virtue that, not imrticuhirly shining 
in itself hsM need of vice to thro-w it out ; just as the lights of 
Bembraadt owe their lustre to tbe shadows about them. Con- 
udered after this hard fashion — ^and full well we know the sort 
of worthy people who will shake their heads at our miserable 
Kttemess — yes, bitterneaa ia the word — there is a kind of respect- 
able man, who, although he may disallow the obligation, is some- 
iiriiat indebted for his reepectubility to the proved rascal The 
convicted knave is the dark tintta his tittle speck of yellow white: 
he is lustrous only by contmat. And after this short, uncharitable 
eamy on bhu^k and white, we resume our history ; leaving fur the 
present the events of nine years unregistered — nine years from 
tite time that young St. Giles quitted N^ewgate for the genial 
(dime of Botiiny Bay. 

It was a beautiful spring evening — " last of the spring, yet 
fresh with all its green." The peace of heaven seemed upon the 
Mrth. An hour and scene when tbe heart is softened and subdued 
liy tl* spirit of beauty ; when the whole vimble world seems to ua 
an appointed abiding-place for truth and gentleness ', and it is 
with hard reluctance we beliere that tyranny, and woe, and 
wickedness exist within it. One of the happy hours that, sweet 
b tbe present, are yet more deliciouii in the pibst ; treasured as 
they are, as somewhat akin to the hoars of the world's youth, 
when the earth was trod by augela. 

The broad, fnt tields of Kent lay smiling in the sun ; the trim 
hedges, clothed in tender green ; the budding oaks, the guardian 
giaufj of the soil ; tha wayside cottage, with garden-strip brimming 
with flowers ; all things wore a look of peace and promise, A 
young gentlemjyi, soberly habited, and well mounted, rode leisurely 
aloDg ; but, however beautiful the scene around him, it was plain, 
from the brooding, melancholy expression of his features, that he 
luid no sympathy with the quieCude aud sweetness of external 
n&tnre; but was self-coucentmted, buried in deep thought. The 
loosened rein lay on his horse's ueck, and the rider, apparently 
uncoDBciuna of all ai'ound him, was borne listlessly along, until tbo 
road opened iiilo a (latoh uf moor-land, when a second ' 
k sburp trot, overtook the idle rider. 
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" A line night, Rir, for « lazy man," said the strongef, in a loud 
and somewhat fmnili ar tone. 

" And why," answered the young gentleman, in a pecaliariy 
K)(l and gentle voice, " why, sir, for a lazj maa ! " 

" Oh I I mean tbere 'a a sort of dreaminess in the air — a. kind 
of sleepineM, if I may say it, about the night, that, to folfca wiio 
love to creep about the world vith folded arms and half-ahut eyes, 
is the very time for 'em. Yoa know, sir, there are auch people," 
said the man, with a laugh. 

" Possibly," replied the yonnger horseman ; who t-ben, with a 
reserved and dignified tuotion, urged his steed, aa though deurous 
to quit himself of his new uoupauion. The strange, however, 
was not a man to be bowed or looked away. A ffecting not to 
perceive the mteation of the youth, he mended his pace, and, 
quite at hia ease, reaumed the conversation, 

"You are well mounted, sir," he said, castiog a learned look 
at his ooropanion's horse. " Strong, yet lightly built : I donbt 
not on pressing service, now, she 'd carry double — I mean," 
added the sttanger, with an odd, familiar glance, "I mean with 
a pilHon." 

" I can't aay," was the cabn, cold ancrwer ; but the strtuiger 
deeded not the rebuff. 

" Oh, yes 1 " he cried ; " I would I might have the nchest 
helreaa for the carrying her on such horse-fleah : did she weigh 
twenty thousand weight, your mare would do it. An heiress, or 
a fair lady who 'd slip her white wrists from a chain that galled 
her." The yonng man looked suddenly in the speaker's face, aa 
though to detect some meaning there revealed ; but, careloas and 
nnabashed, and as though idly ^ving utterance to idle thou^its^ 
the stranger continued. " There are such poor pining things, sir, 
if a true knight knew where to find 'em : titers are distreasad 
ladies, who, I doubt it not, would trust themselves to the book of 
your mara, even thon^, like the flying horse I Ve read o^ she 
took 'em to the mocm. To be sure," said the stranger, with a 
slight chuckle, " the moon, for what I know, would be the fittest 
place for 'eta. That 's a strange nook, sir, isn't it 1 " and the 
man pointed to a small, oddly-fitshioned house, almost buried 
among high and gloomy trees, about a bow-ahot from the road. 
" A queer place, and a queer master, if all be true of him." At 
these woids, the young naii, with a confused look, stooped to pat 
his horse's neck, saying the meuiwhile, "Indeed t — and what is 
known of the master 1 " 

" Why, there are twenty stories about him ; but of eourae 
some of 'eni can't be tnie. However, what 's known for but is, 
he 's rich as the Indies, and, moreover, he 's got a, young wife." 
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"Is that all T" asked thej'oungman, witb o&cted 
' Is it BO rare a matter that a, lioh old man should buy himself % 
yonng lielpmatc 1 " 

" Hnniph ! Helpnurte 'a a pretty word, sir ; a mighty pretty 
word ; but the help that throe «!Qre geta G-om three-and-twenty, 
No, Hir ; money in this markeUog world of oura may buy 
much, but — flighty and frivolooB and butterfly-like as the things 
aometimea are — it can't always buy a woman's heart. However 
Ihia it ran purchase ; it can buy a cage to put the poor thing in ; 
it can buy eyes to watch her ; handa to guard her ; and so, old 
^petou may keep his p«t-!amb safe froni I/mdon woIveh— eafe 
as his ptrchiu«uts in his strong-box:." 

" You aeem, air," aaid the young mau, with ajiimated looks, 
"you seem to know Mr. Snipeton." 

" Why, air," answered the stranger, " I 'm of London training, 
London habits ; have, in my day — indeed who hJi£ nut I— 'wanted 
a. few hundreds ; and is not Suipeton a man of benevulenoe — a 
man of proibund heart and deepest money-che^ I la he not ever 
ready to assist his fellow-creatiirea at anything above sixty per 
tent. ) Oh, you mud know Snipeton," said the stranger, witli a 
familiftr laugh. " Yae, yes ; yon muaC know him." 

" From what circumstance do you gather such belief 1 " asked 
the young man, a little haughtily. 

" Why, you Uve a Loudon life — oh, yea, air, there 's no country, 
bawthom-h»k about you — you have IJondon wants, and such 
tlungs will happen to the richest, the lordliest of us ; at times 
the dice viiS go wrong — the devil wi?2 shuffle the cards — and then, 
our honour — yea, that 'a tlie fiend's name — our honour, willy-nilly 
■ends us to Bome auch good man as Ebenezer Buipeton. Why, 
he 's as well known to the bloods of London as Bridewell 's known 
to the 'prentices," 

" And pray, dr," asked the young man, with acme effort at 
oarrieaaness, " pray, do you know the victim — I mean, the usurer's 
wifel" 

"I can't say that," answered the stranger. "And yet, I've 
■e«n her before alio wore chains ; Been her when she lived with 
the old man, her father. Ha, sir 1 that was a bitter buaineas." 

"Fny, t£ll me," said the young man. "I know not wherefore 
I abould care about it, and yet there is an interest in what yon 
aaf that — I pray, tell me, air." 

" You see, her fiither was a worn-out, broken merchant, His 
wiJe, as I have heotd, went wrong, and from that time his bead 
failed hiTn — he grew wild and reckless^ — losses came thick as hall 
upon him, and then Snipeton came to his assiatance — yea, aasist- 
■nca is what he culled it — and bound him round and round with 
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bills and bouda, and I know not whnt, and made him all liis own. 
WbU, iu good time, old Snipeton looked npoa the girl — it isn't a 
new story though a Bad and wicked one — and stie became the 
usurer's wife, to save her &.th«r from the usarer'a fangs. Kty is 
it that she did so ; for the old man died only a few weeks after 
the wedding that made Ilia child — kind, affectionate thing ! — a. 
slave for life. 'Twould be a pretty worldl, air, wouldn't it, but 
for tricks like these, — and they, somehow, take the bloom off it, 
don't they I lEh, sir 1 Good night, air ; " and then the stranger 
suddenly clapped spurs to his horse.and galloped onward. FoUow- 
ing a bend of the road, he was in a few minutes out of sight ; upon 
which our soUtary traveller, evidently relieved of an irksome 
companion, turned his steed, and slowly retraced his way. He 
again relapsed into thought — again suffered his horae to wander 
at its own will onward. Thus absorbed he had proceeded a short 
distance when his eye fell upon a miserable man, seated on a 
mile-stoue. He was in rags and almost bare-foot, and there was 
the sharp spirit of want in hia features, that told a tale of many 
sufferings. He spoke not — made no gesture of supplication — bot 
looked with idle, glazing eye upon the earth. This object of 
desolation — this poor latterdemahon wretch — suddenly smote our 
traveller into consciousness ; and with a kind compsasionate 
voice, he accosted him , " My poor fellow, you seem in no pL^ht 
for travel." 

" Bad enough, air," smd the man, "bad enough ; yet hardly as 
bad 03 I wish it was." 

" Indeed i A strange wish I Why, I take it, human strength 
ootild scarcely bear a heavier load of wretchedness." 

" I wish it couldn't bear it,'* said the man ; " I 'm tired of it — 
heart-iJred, and could lay down my life as wiiliagly as a pack." 

" Where do yon c-ome from 1 " asked the stranger. 

" Oh, sir ! a long way from here— a long way ; and why I 
came I know not : I was a restless fool, and might have died' 
where I was." 

" And where are your (Hends ? " questioned the traveller. 

"God only knows," said the man, with a heavy groan; "I 

" Poor fellow 1 but hope for better times," said the traveller ; 
and at the same moment, throwing him a crown-piece, the youth 
rods briskly on. 

And thus unknown to one another did St. Giles and St James 
again meet. Again was St. Giles an outcast, hiding from the 
law ; for he hod escaped from his far-off place of bondage, and 
yearning for England, for the lovely land in which he had no 
rightfiil footstep, in whose abounihng wealth he had not the 
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interest of a, farthing ; he had dared death and peril in many 
shapes, and hunger and all variety of misery, to stajid once more 
i^MMi Ilia native soil. He knew that. If discovered, tha hangman 
■would clium him as lawful prey ; he knew that lie must hide and 
sUnk through. Life in the mere hope of holding life's poor mockery ; 
and yet, he had slipped bis chains, had suffered the misery of a 
thonisand deaths, that he might once ag^n behold an English sky, 
once again tread English earth ! Poor wretch ! how soon did 
hard reality disenchant him. How few the days he had passed 
in England, yet how many the terrors that had eucompafised him ! 
The land that in his dreams of bondage had seemed to him a 
Paradise ; the very men who in his hopeful visions had promised 
gentleness and protection ; all was changed. The earth, lovely 
and froitfnl to happy eyes, to him seemed coraed ; and ail men, 
to his thought, looked at him with denoimctiig looks. With a 
crushed heart, and ia the very reeklesBness of despair, he would 
again have welcomed the chains be bad broken. Again and 
agtuntoo, could he have stretched himself upon the eartli as upon 
a bed, and rendered up his tirwl and hopeless spirit to his God. 
And then fierce thoughts of vengeance on the world's injustice 
would possess him ; then he would deem himself as one sent upon 
the earth, missioned for mischief ; a mere wretch of prey, to live 
by wrong and violence. And thus, with the demon rising in his 
breast, was he brooding, when St. James accosted him. But when 
the young man, the child of fortune, soothed the poor outcast 
with gentle words and timely relief, the sullen, desperate wretch 
became oo the instant penitent and softened ; and his touched 
heart felt there was goodness still in man, and beauty in the 
world. The thoughts of life came back to him in healthful 
etrwigth ; for hia jaded spirit had drank at the fountain of hope. 
In the fervour of his gratitude, lie felt not that, in a diiy or two at 
most, the Sim might see the misery of the past hour again uprai 
him. It was enough that he had the means of present comfort ; 
that he could quench the Sre of hunger ; that he could rest his 
trnrel-wom body. With this glad assurance he oust about his 
thonghts for a place of refiige. He knew not the road ; knew 
not what olTered as he advanced ; but he remembered that he had 
paaB«d a house a little more than a mile back, and retracing his 
Steps, he would there seek refuge for the night. Though his 
heart was lightened, he walked with difficulty, and the evening 
dosed in rapidly about his path. It was a calm and beautifiil 
night, and the clear moon rose like a spirit in heaven. Suddenly 
St. Giles was startled by the sound of horses' feet ; in an =--•--' 
the animal, bearing a rider whose outline was but for a 
Timble, at its fullest speed passed him ; a minute, and the sound 
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of hoofe died in the diatftnop. lliere wna Bomething strange in 
such haste ; Bomething that fall npon St. GUee with a Benae of 
evil done. For a time he paused, neking counsel of himself ; and 
then his sinking TittdB, his worn fuid wearied body, claimed his 
inBtant eiertioo, and again he pressed onward. In half-sn-houi* 
he airived at the wished-for house. Lights shone in the windows i 
there was dancing, and the voice of Tillage harmony waa loud 
witiun. Wherefore, then, did St. Giles pause at the very 
threshold! Wherefore, then, did his knees feel weak, and his 
very heart aiok numbed and dead, aa he saw the cheerful light, 
and heard human voices clamouring their happiness 1 Wherefore 
should he not join the merry-makers J Alas I was there not 
convict written in his haggaid cheeks — felon branded on hia 
brow ( Would he not, with & howl of triumph, be sot upon by 
hia fe1low-toen, aad, like a wild beast escaped from a cage, be 
carried back to jail ? His brain swam with the thought, and he 
almost fell to the earth. '■"WTiy,what 's the matter, mate)" na^ 
a countryman, noting St. Giles's hesitation. " Why don't thee 
step in } Tliere be plenty of room, if thee have the cash, thoa^ 
it bo crowded a plenty," 

" Thank 'ee ; I was a going in," said St. Giles ; and with 
sudden resolution he entered the house. Happily tor him, he 
thought, the place waa thronged. A village-ball waa held np- 
etair?, and tbe house throbbed and rocked beneath the vigorous 
feet of the dancers. The resources of the ne^hbourhoad, how- 
ever, had supplied one fiddle^ and the musician, the village tailor, 
touched by PhcebuH, generously acoommodated his inatrumeat to 
the distant keys and many variations of the singers. Shortly 
after St. Giles entered, the ears of the company were engaged by 
the patriotic strains of the barber of the hamlet, who, with vigour 
and taste happily mingled, celebrated in good strong, homely 
verse the magnanimity, courage, and glory of the British Lion ; 
an animal that has, in its day, had aa many fine things written of 
it aa au opera-singer. And as the barber sang, fifty throats 
joined in chorus, declaratory of the might of the aforesaid &dtiah 
Lion, and evidently claiming a sort of partnership in its greatneaa. 
For the time, the British Lion was to them a very inijmate 
relation ; aod they celebrated ita glories aa though they had a 
family interest in them. And St. Giles himself— to his passing 
aetonislmient — piped the praises of the British lion ! The out- 
cast vagabond, with fear pulling at his heart, had slid among the 
company, trembling ut every man's eye, as it fell upon him ; but 
soon he had quafled soma lUa, he had eaten invigorating bread 
and cheese, and his heart, suffused and warm, had cast away 
coward thought, and in the fulness of ila gratitude. 
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Eorpriaa of its lmp[HaeBB, bad chirped aloud to the honour of tbe 
British Lion ; albeit the said lAaa, as a very prominent actor in 
the arms of England — as tlie t^ical defender of our hearths and 
btnaea, our dearest morula, and sometiraes our deurer property — 
might very justifiably have reqaired the returned convict for its 
diiuier. In very truth, St. Gilea waa the lawful prey of the 
de&wided, cheated Britiflh Lion ; and yet St. Giles, in the i^o- 
nutce of his happiness, sang to the prusea of the Lion as thoogh 
the royal beast had been to liim his beat friend. But then 
St. Gilea eaug as a patriot, though in his heart and soul he might 
feel no better than a felon. Wicked, hypocritic St. Gilea ! In ail 
history, did ever roan, in higher places, too, do the like ) 

It waa weU ibr St. Giles that he had fortified himaelf with a 
cup of ale, with a few mouthfula of food, ere the maiden who 
alt^ided to the wants of the viaitora, asked him for the requiting 
coin. Otherwise St. Giles had felt somewhat abashed to display 
hifl wealth ; the fuiruture of his pocket, and his outside chattela 
in no way harmonising together. The crown-piece -would have 
CMLfoAcd St, Giles ; as to eyes sharpened by money— and what a 
irttetatone it is even to dullest vision I — he felt that he in no way 
looked like a man to be honestly poBSeased of so much wealth. 
Either he would have thonght the lawful metal of the coin 
might ba questioned ; or that difiicully overcome, his rightfiil 
claim to it dispnted. And then, bad he out with the truth, who, 
he thought, in the narrowueBs of hia heart, would believe him. '/ 
What ! anybody give a beggar a crown-piece ! Then, at once, 
believe the moon coagulated cream, or any other household sab- 
etttuice. But, happily, we say, for St. Giles, his heart was suddenly 
wanned ; and, therefore, with a careless, iiappy air, never sus- 
pecUng the suspicions of othets, he hod his crown-piece in the 
hand of the attendant nymph, or if you will, liacclumte ; and 
die, witb all the trustingness and ^mpUcity of her sex, never 
looked at St, Giles and then at his money as though, it Is some- 
timns done, comparing the lace of flush sud the face of met^ to 
loark if they be worthy of each other ; but instantly gave the 
eluDge, with a blythe "thanli'ee" for the patronage. Pre- 
sumpluons is man J St. Giles, -who, five minutes before, felt 
himself wretched, terrified at the thought of smging iu the tap- 
room of the Lamb and Star, waa now made so bold by his happi- 
ness, that, his eyes meeting the bright orbs of Bechy, full and 
swtminiiig ae they were with satisfaction, and her little plump 
anatomy swaying to and iro, in kindly sympathy with the daucBTfl 
nj^etnirs — St. Giles, we sa^, in the hardihood of his sodden 
oou&dence, hiughed and chucked Becky under the chin. And 
Becky, looking not more than decently ferocious, bounced lightly 



1 




110 ST, GILES AND ST. JAJIE8. 

round, oritd " Well, I 'm aure ! '' and then, tia if notlkuig had • 
happeDed, attended tbe call of anoCber customer. 

Aud cotllii St. Giles ao soon forget tliat he waa a, retomod 
conrict, as with slifiht provocation to chuck the maidan of the 
Lamb and Star under the chia 1 But such is the heart of num ! 

When the clamour of the Taom was at its highest, a joung 
man sparkiahlj drest suddenLj looked in, aud waa aa Buddenlj 
greeted hy the merry- makers, A loud cheer for " Master Willis" 
shook the roof-tree. The new-comer waa a man of about five- 
and twenty ; oftali and well-knit frame, with large, fresh-coloured 
features, and a proflision of black hair ; the very man to kill 
Tillage hearts by dozens. He seemed in the highest spirita ) 
indewJ, almost unnaturally gay. There waa something in his 
laboured vivacity that might have awakened the attantion of a 
less merry audience ; a hollo-wness in his loud, roaring laugh, 
that hardly seemed of mirth. But Master Willis waa among 
feiends, ailmirere ; he vae the favourite of the men, the admired 
of the women i besides, he rarely failed, on occasions such as the 
present, to play the patron. Hence, after a few moments, in 
which his hand was grasped by at least twenty humble acqnmnt- 
onces, he gave an order that "ale was to be served all round." 
This largess was greeted witli new acclamation. When it had 
subsided, Master WUlis, with a significajit killing look, bade ull 
his fiiends be hapjT together ; but that for hiniselt) why he must 
join the girls, and have a dance up-stairs. This gallantry waa 
met with another buret of applause, in the midst of which Master 
Willis, all smiles and happiness, disappeared. 

" And who is that gentleman ] " St Giles ventured to ask of 
the barber, at the time his nearest neighbour. 

" Who is he ! Weil, where did you come from I Not knnw 
him ) Where was you bom ? " cried the barber. 

" I 'm— I 'm a stranger hereabouts," answered St. Giles, a Uttia 
veied with himself for his untimely curiosity. 

" So I should think, uot to know Master Willis, A stranger I 
Why I aiiould take you for a Frenchman, or an outlandish, 
toreigner of some sort, never to have heard of him. The brat 
hand at bowls and single-stick — the best hunter — the best shot — 
the best everything. Well, you do look like a foreigner," said 
Ibe barber, glancing at St. Giles in a way that made him 
heart- sick. 

"I'm a true Engliahmai," said St. Giles, "though IVe been 
some years out of the country." 

" Ha I serving your king, and all that I " said the barber. St. 
Giles nodded, "'Well, like a good many of tlie sort, you don't 
a to have made your fortlu by it. But then, I suppose, you 've 
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got a lot of glorj 1 Now, within a doKen or two, laui ytm telJ uh 
how mitay FreDchmen you've kiUedl" St. Gilea winced fi'om 
the araall grey eyes of the hnrher, who, as though couacious of the 
confuaion he created, pursued hie queriea with growing self- 
Batiafaction. " You citat tell ub how many, eh I A preciona 
lot I should think, by the look of you. Well, if all over you 
don't smell of gunpowdar ! " and the barber affectedly held hia 
notptrila, to give, as he conceiTei!, point to hia wit, St. Gilea 
felt hia patience last departing ; he therefore opened his hands, 
and fixing his eye upon the barber, again leisurely doubted hia 
fisL The look, the gesture, was instantly understood by the wag, 
for immediately dropping hia tone of banter, he becsune most 
courteously communicative. " But you was asking about Master 
"Willis 1 To be sure — aa a stranger, it 'a natural you shouldn't 
know. Well, bis uncle's the richest farmer a hundred miles 
about. Hie land's as lat as butter, and Master Bob — we call 
him Bob here — will have every inch of it. He 'a a wild fellow, 
to bo sure. Doesn't mind, when the temper's on him, knooking 
down a man like a bullock ; hut bless you ! no harm in him — 
not a. bit of harm. My service to you," and quaffing the ale — 
MaBt«r Willis's liberal gift— the barber moved away. 

The time wore on, and St. Giles, exhausted by latigue, made 
drowsy with hia entertainment, dared to think of bed. Tea, he 
had the hardihood to promise himself that night at leaat, the 
elielter of a roof. "My good gii'i," said he, in a confidential 
whisper to Becky, " can I sleep anywhere here to-night-^my- 
where, you know ?" 

" WTiy, you see," answered Becky, her eyea instinctively wan- 
dering from i-ag to rag, aa worn by St. Giles, " why, you aee, the 
Diifsna is very partic'lar." And then Becky, despite of her, 
looked dubiously at the toes of St Giles, indecorously sliovring 
their destitution to the world. Having, quite unconsciously, 
wunted the said toes, and assured herseli' there were ten of them, 
all in flagrant want of shoe-leather, Backy repeated, with even 
more emphaas — "Very partic'lar." 

" I dare say — she 'a right, in course," answered St. GUea ; " but 
I don't want nothing for nothing — I can pay for it." 

" Oh, to be sure," said Becky quickly, " it isn't money ; oh no, 
that 's nothing — but it 's the chiu'acter of the house we stand 
upon. Missus says that houses are like Christiana, and catclies 
had characters ail the same as you catch the amall-pox or any- 
thing of the sort from them as have 'em. That 's wtrnt she eays, 
and I dare say it 's all true," 

St. Gilea made no answer ; but a deep, heart-drawn sigh broke 
Becky was turning away, when, touched by tho sound, 
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she auddenly looked in. St. Giles's (ace — it was on tKe instaul so 
biluikly wrutched — bo old, so hopeless in its look — the fisrced 
Bmile that liad played abont it luid so quiukly vaidalied, that, 
unknown to bcrseli^ with a feeling of conipasHioti nud sympaUijr, 
the iKwr girl caught St. Giles's hand, and with altered Ttoce said 
— ■" I don't think missus has seen you, and as we 're so busy to- 
uight, she mayn't wont to look at you ; so be quiet a, little while, 
and I dare say I can get you some nice straw in the barn." 

"Tbank'ee," said St Giles — "Do, God bless you;" and he 
presseil the j^l's hand, and her simple, kindly heart was melted 
by the poor fellow's wretohedneiBs, and with twinkling eyes and a 
Bmile on her coarse, broad, honest face, she left the room. In a 
iew micutes the door was opened, and Becky with upraised finger 
stood without. St. Giles immediately obeyed the signal, and in 
brief time found himaaif on hie way to bed, i)receded by Becky 
with a lanthom ; for the moon hod gone down, and the night waa 
jBtchy dark. " I 've brought the light," add ehe, " for fear oi 
the dog. He killed one man, or as good as killed Tiim ^ Air he 
nerer got over it ; but he wont bite nobody when he sees 'em 
with me." And the conduct of the dog speedily bore out the 
chamctur glren liim ; for though with grinning teeth, and a low, 
snulfling howl, he walked round and round St. Giles, Becky — 
even oe Una dominated the lion — held Dragon in completest 
sabjection. Although she colled him a brute, a beast, a nasty 
creature, and twenty other names of the like prettineaa, Dragon 
with a patient wagging of the tail bore them all, his very patience 
— what a lesBon for human philosophy !— turning invective into 
compliment. " Here it is," said Becky, opening the barn-door. 
"Here 'a straw as sweet as any clover ; and there isn't many rat», 
for they was hunted only a month ago. Ton 're not afeard oi 
rats ? Bless you, they 're more afeaid of ChriBtians than Christians 
should be a&ard of them ; and so I tells missuB ; bat for aU that 
she will squeal at 'em. Well, people can't help what they call 
'tipathiea. As for me, I minds rats no more than rabbits. Ther^ 
now, np in that corner ; asd if there isn't a sack and all to cover 
you ! Why, you cooldn't sleep better if you was a lord. And 
see here. Here 'a a bottle with some beer, and some bread and 
cheese, when you wake in the morning. I 'm always hungiy 
when I wake in the morning, I am ; no matter what time I goes 
to bed ; but that comes, as I iiay, of having a clear consdence, and 
doing no harm to nobody. There, good night — poor soul ! God 
be with you ! " And with this simple, earnest wish — this little 
wish that like the circle of the universe holds within it aJl 
things — did the kind, the gentle drudge of a way-side pot-house 
send the convict to his bed. No king was ever shown to tapestried 
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chamber with troer wiahes far his resl^ tliaa went with St. Giles 
to hia straw. " God be with JoUj" eaid the girl ; and the words 
of gentleness, the bappj, hoptiiul tone tliat breathed in them, fell 
like hiJin upon the felon's heart ; and in a few momenta he was 
Btuik in Che deep happiness of sleep ; be was fitr uway iu that 
neatnl region of life, whei'e emperors put off their crowns — 
where the arrogance of earth is calm and harmless — where pride 
B9A ostentation have not their blatant trurapata blown before 
them — where the purple of Dives is cast aside 011 the same heap 
vrith the rags of Ltucajnis— where the equality to all, that death 
ahaJl eTerlafltiaglj bring, is once a day rehearsed by all men — 
where life is simple breathing, and the slave loses the master. 

For many nights had St. Giles slept in the open Gelds. Bagged, 
And worn, and hunger-stricken, he had nevertheless slept ; and 
only when the daylight come felt for a time his sinews cramped 
and stiffened with the dews of oight. Still with the sky above 
lum, no more sheltered than his neighbour ox or sheep, he had 
slept ; he had, despite of fortune, cheated misery with forgets 
fnlness. Nature for a time had blessed him as she had blessed 
the happiest mac. Yet sleep bad come to him slowly, reluctantly ) 
bodily want and suffering would for a time refuse the sweet 
oUivion. But here in a bom — with freeh, delicious, odorous 
straw ; with roof and walla to bold out wind and nun— St, Giles 
ciimpoaed blmoelf to sleep oa abnost to eternal rest, Ha was 
luij^iy, profoundly happy that he was lodged, comiortably, as 
any beast. 

For an hour — yea, an hour at least — had St. Giles enjoyed the 
bappinesB of rest, when he WEia loudly, roughly awakened. 
"Hallo! you vagabond — get up, and answer for a murder," 
bawled a voice ; and St. Giles, leaping to his feet, saw the bam 
half-filled with people, armed with sticks and weapons as for 
some suddtu fray. 
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"Wkat's the matter now!" cried St. Giles, pale and aghast; 
for instantly he believed IdmseLf detected ; instantly saw the gaol, 
the gallows, and the hangman, " What 's the matter 1" he cried, 
Ixembling from head to foot. 

" What 's the matter 1 " roared the barber, " only a little bit of 
murder, that's all — and that's no thing to chaps like you." 

Terrible as waa the cluirge, nevei-tliclesB St. Giles felt himself 
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somewhat rHtiered : he ■was not, he found, apprehended as the 
esoaped convict ; thut wua yet uuknown; and, oddly enough, with 
the aocnsation of bloodshed on him, he felt comparatively tranquil. 

"Murder, ia it," heaaid, "well, who "h mni'dered ) And whoever 
he IB, why ia it to be me who 'a killed him — tell me that 1 " 

" Did you ever hear 1 " sw<l the barber. " A chap, with raga 
on bim, not fit to scare birds in a hean-field, and yet talks like 
one of ua ! I should like to know where auch as you get crown 
pieces 1" 

" Never mind — never mind," said the host of the Lftmb and 
Star, " that 's jusHce's work — not outb." 

" Jnstice's work ! " exclaimed the hoatesa, now prosdng fore- 
most of the crowd — " and whut will jaatjce do for ua 1 When 
justice has hanged the ragamuffin, will justice ^ve bock the chor 
raoter of the houae 1 "Who 'U come to the Lamb and Star, when 
it 'a known to harbour cut-throats 1 But it 'a tiiut huasy, Becky ; 
it 'a she that hid the murderer here ; it's she, I'll be sworn it, 
knows all about the murder, for there isn't auch a devil for break- 
ing in the whole county." Such was the emphatic declaration of 
the hoateaa, who, by a kind of logic — not altogether uncommon to 
the Her — aaw in Becky, the reckleas destroyer of pottery, the con- 
sequent accomplice in human destruction. The reasoning, it must 
be confessed, was of the moat violent, the most tyrannic kind ; on 
which account, it was eomewh at more attractive to Mrs. Blink ; 
guileless, ingenuous soul! who, in her innocency, ratad her hand- 
maiden for bestowing a homicide in the ham of the Lamb and Star ; 
when, had the matron known aught of the moral machinery nfli fr^ 
ebe ought instantly to have doubled Becky'a wages for such inesti^ 
mable service. Mrs. Blink ought to have known that to a publia* 
houae a murderer was iar more profitable, to both tap and parlonr, 
than a pretty barmaid. She ought to have looked upon the Lgiiab 
and Star as a made hostelry, &om the instant it should bo known 
that St. Giles, with the mark of Cain fresh upon liim, changed hia 
first blood-begotten dollar there ; that afterwards he sought the 
Kweets of sleep in the Lamb ajid Star's bam. Silly Mrs. Blink ! 
Why, the very straw pressed by St. Giles was precious as though 
laid npon by Midas ; to be split and worked into bonnets it was 
worth^what brain shall say how much a truss 1 But Mrs. Blink 
thought not after this fashion. She looked upon St. Giles as 
though he had brought so much blood upon the house — so many 
inefiiioeable atains of shame and ignominy, Foolish woman 1 ahe 
ought rather to have made him her humblest curtsey ; ought 
rather to liave set her face with her sunniest soiiie, for having 
given the Lamb and Star the prefureace of hia infitmy. Benighted 
creature ! she knew not the worth of a raiir Jer to a bar. 
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"And pray who is murdered t " again aaked St, Gilaa, with an 
effirintery that again called up all tlie viituous aatonishment of 
the host, and hostess. " If I 've killed any biidy, can't you let me 
know wiio it is ? " 

"Yes, yes," cried the landlord, "you're jnst the fellow to 
braxeii it ont j but it won't do this time ;" and he then looked 
knowingly at hia wife, who was aliout to eKpreaa herself on the 
certaizity of Bt. Gilea'a fate, when ehe beheld Becky peeping 
MudouHly from the crowd, most BhamefuHy interested, as Mrs. 
Blink conceived, in the priaoner'a coadition. " Why, you wicked 
hussy I if yoji oughtn't to he hanged with him," cried the hostess; 
■whCTeupnn Becky unmediately took to her heels, and wna imme- 
diately followed by her mistress, whoee ioud indignation at length 
died a muttering death in the distance. Mrs. Blink being gone, 
IS dead ailence for a moment t and then the landlord, with 
kpuzxladloob, jerking his head towarda St. GiJea, briefly asked 
wmael of one and all " What shall we do with him 1 " 
' Thia query produced another pause. Every man seemed to feel 
n Ulcnigh the question was specially put to lifmaulf , and therefore 
t^d hie beat to pi*epare to answer it. Tes ; almost every Tnan 
flontched hia head, and suddenly tried to look acute, sharp. 
" What 's to be done wi 'un 1 " asked two or three musingly ; and 
a kwked in each other's (aces, as though they looked at a dead 
. At length, wisdom descended upon the brain of the barber. 
tm t«U you what well do with him," said the email oracle of 
*le Idunb and Star, and suddenly all looked satistied, as though 
M myatery was at length discovered, — " I '11 tell you what we'll 
Eb with him : we 'U leave him where he is." Everybody nodded 
t to the happy thought. "He'll be just as safe here as 
I the cage, and that 's a mile away. We've only got to tie 
~ a hand mid foot, and three or four of us to sit up and watch 
1, and I warrant he doesn't shp through our fingers — I warrant 
3, we'll^ve a good account of him to justice." 
le bKrber whs rewarded with a murmur of applause ; and such 
robation he received all tranqiiillj, like a man accustomed to 
I of moral incense. For St. Qiloa, he had again cast 
If hopelessly upon the straw ; again lay, seemingly indifferent 
Id tU around him. In the desp^, the wretchednetu of hia con- 
ir death waa, he thought, tohimalike. On ail hands 
B a hnnted, persecuted wretch ; life v/bs to him a miserable 
le ; a leprosy of soul that made him alone in a breathing 
There might he compauionBhip in the grave. And so 
b. Giles lay dumb and motionless as a corpse, the 
I 'iRbilehis captors took counsel for his security. " Hush ! " said 
) barber, motioning silence, and then having stood a few 
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mnmenta, liHUmiog, with upraiaeil finger, he cried — " it 'a my 
helief the rogue 'a aateep ; in that ease, we needn't tie him ; 
we Ve only to watch outaide : the night 'a warm, the dc^ 'h looBe, 
and witli a mug or ao of ale, I 'm good to watch with anj half- 
dozen of you." The truth is, the barber had heen Tiated by a 
aecoud thought that suggeated to b'T" the probability of roDgh 
usage at the hands of the prisoner, should there be an attempt 
to put him in bonda, and he therefore, with a pardonable r^ard 
for hia own features, propoaed to waive the ceremony of tying the 
culprit. " He'll have his ahare of rope in time," said the barber, 
much satiafied with the amalhieas of the jeet. And thereupon, he 
beckoned hia companions from the bam; and had already imagined 
the balminesB of the coming ale — for the landlord liad promiaed 
flowing mugs — when juHticu, professioua] justice, arrived in the 
shape of a awom constable. " Where 'e this murdering chsq* 1 " 
aaked the functionary. 

" All right, Master "nppa," said the barter, " all anug ; we 're 
got him." 

" There 'a nothing right, notbing amig, withoiut the cii&," said 
the constable, diaplajing the irona with much official pridtj. — 
" He 'b in the bam, there, eh. Master Blink 1 " Then I ohirge 
you all in the king's name — and this is his staff— to help me." 
The landlord, touched by the magic of the adjuration, stepped 
forward with the lantern ; the constable followeil, and was sulkily . 
followed by two or three of the party. The barber, however, and 
one or two of bis kidney, budged not a foot. " Isn't it always 
BO ) " he exclaimed, " if ever a man pnts himself out of the way, 
and ventures hia precious life and limbs, taking up all aorte of 
varmint — if ever he does it, why it 's safe for Master Constable to 
come down, and take away all the honour and glory. I should 
like to know what 'a the nae of a man feeling savage against 
rogues, if another man 's to have the credit of it 1 Now you '11 
see how it will be, it 'a the wTiy of the worid, oh yea ! you 'II 
aee. They '11 take this chap, and try him, and hang him, perhaps 
put him in chaine and all, ojkX we shall never be so muuli ad 
thanked for it. No, we shall never be named iu the matter, 
Weil, ailer this, folka may marder who they like for tue. And 
ian't it precious late, too ! and will my wife believe I 've been 
nowhere but here ] " cried tho barber ; and a audden cloud 
darkened hia face, and he ran off like a late schoolboy to hia task. 
Poor St. Giles I he knew it not ; but, if vei^eance were sweet to 
think upon, there waa somebody at home who would rerenge tie 
wrongs of the vagrant upon the barber. Somebody, who, at deep 
midnight, would scare sleep from his pillow, even whilst Uih 
feloniously accused anored among the straw. And after tiiia 




ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES 



117 



' fnahion maj diodj a wretch UJcs sweet comfui't ; — if, indeod, 
revenge be sweet ; uad there axe vtry respectuble folks to whom, 
in truth, it hus very saccharine qualitieii, fur they seem to eajor 
it as children enjoy sngnr-cane ; — sweet comfort that, whatever 
wrong OT contumely may be cast npon liim in the light of day 
there may be aomchody, as it would seem especially appoiuted- 
tc chastise the evU-Juer ; and that, too, " In the dead waste tuid 
middle of the night i" to drive aleep from hia eyeballa ; to make 
lum feel a coward, a nobody, a nincompoop, in hla own holland. 

neassut is it for the Boui^thinking man who aeea a blustering 
Rnthority — whether gi^apiug a beadJe'a staff or holding the scales 
of jiutioe-'sometimea to know that there ia a louder authority at 
home] & greater vehemence of reprootj that may make the bully 
of the day the sleepless culprit of the night. Waa there not 
Whitlow, beadle of the piirish of St. Scmgga I What a, mau- 
waa Whitlow I How would he, like lui avenging ogre, 
* ^pie-women ! How would he foot little boys, guilty of 
p^4opB and marbles ! How would he puff at a beggar — puff 
fike the picture of the north-wind in the spelling-book I What 
• hi^, heavy, piuple face he bud, as though all the blood of his 
Jtoij waa stagnant in hia cheeks ! And then, when he spoke, 
llroiild he not growl and suutfie like a dog ? How the parish 
.Vould have hated him, but that the parish heard there was a 
' Mn. Whitlow ; a amaU fragile woman, with a face sharp as a 
penknife, and lips that cut her words like BcisBore ! And what a 
fariom wretch was Whitlow, with liis head brought once a night 
o the pillow ! Poor creature i helpless, confused ; a huge imbe- 
"' r, a, stranded whale ! Mrs. Whitlow talked and talked ; and 
1 apple-woman but in Whitlow's sufferings was 
iveuged ; not a beggar, that thinking of the beadle at mid- 

1 his compaBsion, have for^ven the beadla Of 

a day. And in this punishment we acknowledge a grand, a 
Mtiful rolribution, A Judge JeSerys in hia wig is an abom- 
kUe tyrant i yet may his victtroa sometimes smile to think what 
JBdgd Jefferys suffers in his nigbt-cnp ] 

' And now leave we for awhile St. Giles in the official custody of 
Sim*, who, proud of his handcuff ns a chamberlain of hia waud, 
~ i not the leaat opportunity to pass without resorting to 
than. To him, handentfs were the grace of life, the only aecuiity 
«f oar aociiU condition. Man, without the knowledge of haiid- 
I taib, would to Tipps have been a naked wretch, indeed ; a poor 
I iMlbuian, needing the first glimmer of civilisation. Had philo- 
•ophy talked to Tipjis of the golden chun of necesmty, to the 
e of Ti]>ps the chain would have beeu made of handcuffe. 
Hence, the constable hod thought it his prime duty to handcuff 
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St. Qiles ; and then, he suffered himBelf to be persuaded to leave 
the murderer in hia straw ; the landlord baudaomelj promhdng 
tha loan of a cart to remove the prisoner in the morning. 

Some two miles distant from the Lamh and Star, where the 
rood tnmed with a, sharp angle, there was a deep hollow ; thia 
place had been known, it may be, to the Druids, aa the Devil's 
Elbow. Throughout the world, man haa ungrajnonaly given 
sundry ugly apota of the earth's fiice — its warta and pock-mBrka — 
to the fiend ; a,nd the liberal dwellers of Kent had, aa we say, made 
over an abrupt break-neck comer of earth to the Devil for hia 
Elbow. It wiiB at this spot that, whilst St. CUlea waa swaUowing 
ale at the Xamb and Star, his supposed victim, the handsome, 
generous St. James was discovered pi-ostrat*^ stunned, and 
wounded. Kumoiir had, of course, taken hia life ; making with 
eaaiest despatch St. Giles a murderer ; for being an outcast and a 
beggar, how fadle was the ti-ansformation ! But St. James was 
not dead ; albeit a deep wound, as &om some mortal instrumcait^ 
sonie dull weapon, aa the law has it, on Lis temple, looked more 
than large enough for life to escape from. Happily for St. James, 
there were meu in Kent who lived not a life of reverence for the 
law ; otherwise, it is more than probable that, undiscovered until 
the morning, the Devil's Elbow might have been haunted by 
another ghost. But it was to be otherwise. It was provided by 
fate that there should be half-a-dozen smugglers, boiinil on an 
unhallowed mission to the cDB.Bt ; who, fii^ observing St. Jamea'e 
horse, maaterless and quietly grazing at the road's side, made 
closer search and thenoe diacovered young St. James, as they at 
first believed, killed, and iying half-way down thehoUow. "Here's 
been rough work," cried one of the men ; "see, the old, wjdced 
story — blood flowing, and pockets iuHide out. He 's a fine lad ; 
too fine for such a death." " All 's one for that," s^d a secwid ; 
" we can't bring him to life by staring at him ; we 've queer work 
enoiigh of our own on hand — every one for his own bnstneas. 
Come along." ''He's alive!" exclaimed a third, with an oathj 
and as he spoke, St. James drew a long, deep sigh. "All the 
better for him," cried the second, " then he can take care of him- 
self." " Why, Jack Biison, you 'd never be such a hard-hearted 
ohap as to leave anything with life in it, in this fakhion 1 " was 
the remonstrance of tlie first discoverer of St. James ; whereupon 
Mr. Biison, with a worldliuess of prudence, sometimes worth 
uncounted gold to the possessor, remarked that humanity waa 
very well— but that everybody was made for everybody's self — 
and that while they were palavering there over nobody knew vho, 
they might lose the running of the tubs. Humanity, as Mr. Klsos 1 
a very well ; but then there was a breeches pocket virtail I 
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in smuggled Scheidam. " Well, if I was to leave a fellow-cretur 
in this plight, I should never have the impudenee to tope to have 
a lut of lack again," snid the more compoitaiDQaite cootrabajidist, 
whose nice superatition come in aid of his beDevoIenco ; " and so 
I B&y, matea, let ua carry him to thut house yonder, make 'era 
take him in, and then go with light hearts 4Uid clean consciences 
Upon our buaneBa." "Yes ; if we wn't all taken up for robbers 
and murderers for our pains : but, Ben Magsby, you always was 
a obstinate grampus." And Bun Magsby carried out his humane 
purpose ; for St. James was immediately home to the house afore- 
said. Loud mid long waa the kaooking at the door, ere it was 
opoied. At length, a little sharp-faced old woman appeared, and, 
wi-Ui wonderful aereuity, begged to know what was the matter. 
" Why, here 'a a gentleman," said Magaby, " who 's been altogether 
rcibbed and well-nigh murdered." 

" Bobbed and murdered ! " said, the matron, calmly as though 
■be spoke of a pie over-baked, or a joint over-ronat-ed, — '' robbed 
and murdered ! What '» that to ua ? The public-house is the 
place for such things. Go to the Lamb and Star." But the woman 
qwke to heedless ears ; for Ben Magaby and his mates — ere the 
woman had ceased her counsel — had borne the wounded man 
acroBs the tlireahold, and unceremoniously entering the tirat 
diacoventble apartment, had laid him on a couch. 

" Tliere," said Ben, returning with hia companions to the door, 
"there, we 've done our duty aa Chriatiana, mind you do yours." 
And with thia admonition, the smugglers vanished. 

It was then that the little old woman showed aigua of emotion. 
Murder and robbery at the public-house she could have contem- 
l^ted with becoming composure ; but to be under the same roof 
with the horror was not to be quietly endured so long as ahe had 
lungs ; and ao thinking, ahe stood in the hall, and vehemently 
screamed. Like boatswain'a whistle did that feminine summons 
[Herce every comer of the utonsion : the cupboard mouse paused 
over stolen uhetse — the hearth-cricket suddenly was dumb — the 
deathwutch in the wall ceased its amorous tick-tick — so sudden, 
aliarp, and all-pervading waa that old woman's scream. " Why, 
Dorothy I is that you ) " exclaimed a matronly gentlewoman, 
hdatening down staira, and followed by a young lady of apparently 
some three or four and twenty. " Is it possible ) Why, wiiat 'a 
the matter ! " 

"Nothing at all, ma'am — nothing," swd Dorothy, suddenly 
relapsing into her customary apa.thy ; for, aooth to say, she was a 
•ort of vegetable woman ; a drowsy, dreamy peraon, whose per- 
fermanm of such a scream w^^ considered by its hearers aa a 
most wondrous manifsatation of power. Nobody, to have looked 
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at Dorothy Vale, would have thought that Tithin her dwelt such 
B Bcrettm in potte ; but, Bometimea, great is the mystery of little 
old women. " Nothing at all, ma'am — that is, don't be frightened 
— that is, they aay, ma'am, murder and rohheiy." 

" Heavena ! Where — where 1 " exclaimed the young lady. 

"It ian't your dear husbund, ma'am — oh no, it isn't master, 
BO don't be frightened," said the tranquil Dorothy. " But, 
if you please, ma'am, it 'a in that room — I mean the body. 

The young lady, for a moment, shrank hack in terror ; and 
then, aa though reproving heraelf for the weaknese, she rapidly 
piwaed into the room, followed by her elder coropiuiioa. At the 
same instant, the wounded man had half-risen from thecouch,&nd 
■viaa looking wanderingly around him — ." Clarissa J Can it be 1 " 
he cried, and again swooning, fell back. luatanlly, the girl was 
on her kneea at his aide ; unconsciouB of the reproving, the 
astonished looks of the matron. 

" Ha 'b dying — oh, Mrs. 'Wilton, he la dying ! Murdered — I 
know it all — I see it all — and for me — wretch that I am — for 
me," and her form writhed with anguiHh, and she burst into an 
agony of tears. 

" Oh, no— the hart is not mortal ; he assured, I am surgeon 
enough to know that ; he assured of it, Mi's. Snipeton ;" thoa 
spoke MtB. "Wilton, in words of coldest comfort, and with a 
manner strangely frozen. " Dorothy, stay you with your mia- 
tress, whilst I send for aaaiatance, and seek what remedies I can 
myself. I will return instantly : meanwhile, I aay, remaiu with 
your miatreas." 

And St. James, unconacioua of the hospitality, was the guest 
of Mr. Ebenezer Snipet^on ; whoae chmwrter, the reader may 
remember, waa aomewhat abruptly discussed by the atranger 
horseman in the past chapter. It waa here, at Doveanest, that 
the thrifty money-aeUer kept his young wife close ; iar away, and 
safe, as he thought, from the bold compliments, the reckless 
gallantry of the rich young men who, in their frequent time of 
need, paid visits to the friend who, the security certain as the 
hour, never failed to assist them. Mr. Snipeton waa not, in ths 
ordinary matters of life, a man who underrated his own adTsn- 
tages, moral and phyncol. Sooth to aay, he was, at times, not 
unapt to set what detraction might have thought an interested 
value en\ them. And yet, what a touchstone for true humility in 
man is woman ; Ebenezer Snipeton, in all worldly dealings, held 
himself a match for any of the money-coining sons of Adam. Ge 
could fence with a guinea— and aura we are guinea-fencing is a 
delicate ail, is an exercise iemandm^ b. &»« \jMuii, *. 
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KAilier aleigbt, than the mere twistiug of steel foila ;~~he couliJ 
teaee, nay, with even the amaileat curreDt coin of the realm, and 
— ^w matter who stood a^;ain3t him — come off conqueror. " Gold," 
UfB Shelley, " is the old man'a aword." And moat wickedly at 
times, will boiiry-lmanletl men, with blood as cold and thin as 
vaXer in their celns, hack ami slosh with it I They know — the 
grim, palsied warriors !— how the weapon will cut heart-atrings ; 
Ihey know what wounds it will inflict ; but then, the wouuda 
bleed inwardly : there ia no outward and visible hurt to call for 
",e victim may die, and show, us goaapa 
have it, a very handsome corpse, whilst homicidal avarice, witli 
10 drop ot outward gore upon Iii^ hands — no damning apots seen 
by the world's naked eye — mixes in the world, a very respectable 
uld gentleman ; a man who has a file of receipts to show for 
evgrytbiog ; a man who never did awe a shilling ; and above all, 
n who takes all the good he gets as notMng more than a 
proper payment for his exceeding rcBpectability, He is a pattern 
loan ; and tor aucL men heaven rains manna ; only in these days 
tlte shower cornea down in gold. 

Ebenezer Snipeton, we say, hod a high, and therefore market- 
able opinion of himself; for the latger the man's aelf-eateem the 
loror is he of putting it off in the world's mart. The small 
^Mler in conceit may wait &om the opening to the closing of the 
market, and not a soul shall carry away his little pennyworth ; 
V the large holder is ci^rtaiu of a <^uick demand for all his 
Mock. Men are taken by its exteat, and close with him imme- 
diately, t^ reader, you wanted to buy one single egg, would yuu 
irchase that one egg of the poor, rascal dealer, who hod only 
te t^g to seU 1 Answer us, truly. Behold the modest tradea- 
UL fie stands shrinkiugly, with one leg drawn up, and his ten 
igera interlaced lackadaisically, the while his soul, in its more 
an maiden bashfuineas, would retreat, get away, escape luiyhow 
>m its consciousness. And so he stands, all but hopeless behind 
■ one sgg. He feels a blush crawl over his face — for there are 
Ijlndiea that do crawl — as you paaa by him, for pass him you do. 
It is true you want but one egg ; nevertheless, to bring only 
' D market shows a misery, a meiuiacss in the man, that 
_ lerous heat of your heart 's-blood, you most manfully 
detpise. And, therefore, you straddle on to the tradesman who 
Kinds behind u little mountain of eggs; and timidly asking for one 
tt is 80 very poor, so wretched a bit of huokatering, you are 
ttuoed to be seim at it — you take the first agg offered you, and 
mblj Inyuig down your halfpenny farthing, vanish straight 
y 1 Aa it is with eggs, ao, in the wov\d-iaB.TVe^,» 'A "wiOo. ^ 
The man with a email, awy^e wsaKftA Na 





112 ST. ClLd AXD ST IA?«E5. 

■bxmned, & ^f > miserable M!<-w ; but the brai^ vl 
dealer, tlie man of a tbonasiid pretcndon^ 
Now, K>eiie)%r waa one of jonr mercbants cS ten tfcooeand 
— and thoD^ to otLen tbey bad proved addled, they bail 
theleai been gold to him. And jet, did Ebenezer'e wife — Ub 
ripe, red-lipped aponse of two-and-tireiitT — somehow tooch her 
bnnfaand with a Etrange, a pdnftil bmuilitT. He bad iix^ iron 
wintere — and eveij one of them plain aa an iron-bar — in lua boe. 
Time bad used his visage aa Bobinson Crusoe need bis wooden 
calendar, notching evay day in it And what was woise, thon^ 
lime had kept an honest accoiint — and what, indenl, mi honest, 
•o tenihlj honest as Time 1 — neveitbele^ he had so miLrked the 
ConnteDance — (it is a shabby, ah&meful trick "Hme baa with some 
turn) — that e^'ery mark to the thonghtlraa eye connt«d well-^ugh 
double. And Smpeton knew this. He knew, too, thai upon his 
nose — half-way, like sentinel on the middle of a bridge — tbere 
was a wait very much bigger than a pea, with bristles, sticking 
like black pins in it. Now, this wart Ebeaezer in bis bachelur 
days had thought of like a philosopher ; that ie, be bail never 
tbuught about it. Nay, hia honeymoon had almost waned into 
the cold, real moon that was evex aftertoblinkupou his marriage 
life, ere Ebenezer thought of hia wrinkled, pouch-like cbeeka ; of 
bis more terrible wart. And then did every bristle bum in it, m 
Ui'Jiigh it was turned to red hot wire : then was be plagued, tor- 
meuUid by the thought of the wart, as by some avenging imp^ 
He iccnied to have become all wort : to be one uumghtly 
dXcreMiSDce. The pauper world envied the bappineaa of Ebeuezer 
Snip(!ton : with such wealth, with such a wife, oh, wbat a blessed 
man I But the world knew not the torments of the wart ! And 
wherefore was Ebenezer thus suddenly mortjned 1 We Itave 
■aid, be bad taken a wife as young, and fresh, and beautiful as 
spring. And therefore, after a short season, was Ebenez^ in 
misery. He looked at his wife's beauty, ajid then he thonght of 
his withered face — that felon wart ! In her veiy lovelineoa — 
like a satyr drinking at a crystal founl^-hesaw his own deformity. 
Was it pDHsible she could love him 1 The aelf-put question — and 
ho could not but ask it,— with her, alone, in bed, at board— that 
tormenting question still would whisper, snake-voiced in his ear, 
could she love him ) And his heart — hie heart that hei-etofore 
had been cold and blooded like a fish — would shrink and tremble^ 
Uid dare not luiawer. True it was, she was obedient | loo 
obedient She did his bidding promptly, humbly, as though be 
had bought her for his slave. And so, in truth, he luid ; and 
tliere had been a grave man of the church, grave witnesses, too, 
to bind the bttrgiiiu. Verily, he had bought her ; and on her 
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Bmoll vhite finger — it wbb plam to all who eaw her — she w 
the manacle of her purchaser. 

And Eheneaer, as his doubt grew stronger — as the memory of 
lis outside ngUnesa become to hitii a. doily spectre — resolved to 
hide this homan ware, this pretty chattel of flesh and hluod, &T 
nway in rustic scenes, Aad therefore bought he a, secluded 
hunsB, half-buried amid gloomy trees— cypress and dead ms 
jev — and this house, in the imp-like playfiilness of his soul, he 
railed Doreanffit. That it should be so very near the Devil's 
EDbow was of no matter to Ebeiiezer ; nay, there wits something 
qu^nt, Olid, fantastic in the contrast ; a grim humour that a little 
ttokledhim. 

And thus, reader, have we at an important moment— if this 
•mall toy of a history may be allowed to have important momenta 
— thus have we paused to aketcll the owner of Doveanest ; to 
digreas on hia bachelor confidence, and his married modesty ; to 
tpeak of luB love, and of the demon ngliness — the wrinkles and 
the erer-buming wart — that perplexed it. All this delay, ve 
Itnow, is a gross misdemeBnour committed on the reader of 
romance ; who, when two lovere meet in misery anil peril, has 
r11 his heart and understanding for them aloni> ; and cares not 
Hiat the writer — their honoured parent, be It remembered — 
should walk out upon the foolscap, and without ever so muoh as 
asking permission, begin balancing some peacock's feather ou Ma 
noie ; talking the while of the deep Argus' eye — purple and 
green and gold, glowing at the end of it ; i^ indeed, it be an 
Argna' eye. For ourselves, we doubt the truth of the trant- 
finmation. We see iii the at«ry nothing but a wicked parable, 
reflecting most ungraciously on the meekness and modesty of the 
lut~made sex ; the atraitened rib. Juno, we are told, when she 
had killed ArguB, took the poor feillow's eyes and fixed them for 
BTer and for ever on her peacock's tail. Now, wlmt is moat 
nnseemingly ahaiiowed forth in this 1 Why, a rouat mean, 
poHllanlmouB inmiuation that when a woman weura a moat 
beABtifal gown, ahe desires that the eyes of all the world may 
haag upon it. This we take to lie the meaning of— but we aw 
btlanimig the feather again : and tiere is poor St. James bleeding 
oa the conch whilst — atony-hearted theorists that we are ! — we 
■IS talking of peauocks, 

Utb. Snipeton — (such was the name which, among the other 
imttgB Ebenezer, tjie money-merchant, had oonimitted upon the 
jwaig and beautiful creature who knelt at the ^de of St. Jamea) 
— Mrs. Snipeton — no ; it will not do. We will not meddle with 
Hie ugly gift of her huaband : we will rather owe an obligation 
to her godfuthers and godmothers- 
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ClariBsa still knelt at tlie aida of St. James ; and tvvu Mrs. 
Dorothy Vale marvelled nt the wbiteiiese of her miatreaa's cheeks 
— at the big tears that rolled &om her upraised eyea — whilst ber 
lips moved as though in paad-onate prayer, " God bless me 1 " 
said Mrs. Tale, "I don't think the young nan's dead, but — oh, 
tbe goodness ! what a pretty couch hia wound will make I Hit ! 
people have no thought, or they 'd have taken him iato the 
kitchen. He 'U be worae thou five pound to that couch if & 
groat. Yoa can get out anything but blood," said Mia. Tale. 
"If it had been wine, I ahouldn't have minded it." 

" He 'a dying ! He 'a murdered — hia blood is on my head ! " 
uried Olanaaa, aa Mrs. Wilton returned to the room. 

" Be tranquil - pray be cajin," said Mrs. Wilton in a tone of 
aomething lite command that, but for the misery of tho moment, 
could not have escaped Claiiasa ; for Mrs. Wilton was only house- 
keeper at Dovesneat. " He will be well — quite well. I have 
despatched Nicholas for the anrgeon ; though I think I have 
skill eufiicient to save the fee." And this ahe said in so hopeful 
& tone, that Ckrisaa languidly smiled nt the enconragement. 
" You will leave the gentleman with me and Dorothy. We will 
ait up with him." 

" No," said Clarissa, with a calm determination, eeating herself 
new the wounded man, " No.'' 

" Mrs. Snipeton 1 " cried the housekeeper in a tone of mixed 
remooatrance and reproach. 

*' My husband bemg absent, it is my duty — j-es, my duty "■ — 
repeated Clarissa, "to attend to the hospitality of his house." 

" Hospitality," repeated Mrs. Wilton j and her cold, yet auxious 
fffe glanced at Clarissa, wbo, slightly frowning, repelled the look. 
"Aa you will, Mi's. Snipeton — as you will, Mjs. Snipeton," and 
the housekeeper gave an emphasis to the aonjugal name that 
made its bearer wince oa at a sndduu pain. " There ia no danger 
now, T am sure," she conliuund ; washing the wound, whilst the 
sufferer every moment breathed more freely. At length, con- 
sciousness returned. He knew the &ce that looked with such 
earnest pity on him. 

" Clarissa — Clarissa I " cried St. James. 

" Be silent — you mnat be silent," said Mrs. Wilton, with some- 
what more than the authority of a uunse — "You muat not speak 
— indeed, you muat not — you are hurt, greatly hurt,— and fop 
your own sake — for more than your own sake" — and the lips of 
the speaker trembleil and grew pale — " yea, for more than yaur 
own sake, you must be silent." 

"AUivill bo well, eir," said Clarissn ; "trust me, you are in 
careful hands. The doctor will be here, and—" 
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"Nay, I need none, (air lady," anawered St. James ; " for I 
KB already in carefiil limida. Indeed, I know it — feel it," 

" Oh, you mnat be HJlent — indeed you must," urged Mrs. 
WQtun impeTSitively ; and then Eibo tidded in b voice of 
uid with It most troubled look, — " otliurwise you know not the 
danger, the misery that may be&l you, Mrs. Snipeton," and 
>guu she tnmed with anxious face towards Clarissa, " J>Drotby 
ml I can watch." 

Clarissa made no answer ; but gravely bowed her head. Mrs. 
Viitoo, suppressing a sigh, spoke no farther ; but busied herself 
with her patient's wound, whilst Clariasu and St. James mutely 
iolerchanged looks that went to the heart of the saddened, the 
tinheeded housekeeper. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



1^ hull clock had struck five. The beauty of a spring nioni- 
iog was upon the earth. The sun shone into the «ck man'a 
room ; green leaves rustled at his window ; and a robin, perched 
on the topmost branch of a tall holly, sang a song of thankJnl 
^Bdnees to the world. Clarissa, who had watched all night, 
i>Blk«d in the garden. How fresh and full of hope was all around 
her 1 how the very heart of the earii seemed to beat with the 
new life of spring I And she, who was made to sympathise with 
tU that WHS beautifiil — she, who was formed to dwell on this 
earth aa in a solemn place, seeing in even its meanest things 
adornments of a holy temple ; vessels soered to the service of 
glorifying nature ; why to her, in that hour, all around waabut a 
pMnted scone ; an unreal thing that with its mockery pained her 
ve&iied heart ; yeaiiiiiig us it did for what lay beyond. Who 
godLI have tbonght— who had seen that beautilial orEature — that 
•he walked with death 1 And yet, with no eyes, no ears, for the 
lovely sights and sounds about h«r, she walked and talked with 
the great Comforter. Her look waa solemn, too ; as though 
aiugfat irom her companion. Her eye was full and clear ; and 
now gleaming strangely as with the light of another world. 
And now she would press her forehead with her small tliiu hand, 
as ihongh to soothe its misery ; and now she would look clouded 
■od perplexed ; and now, so sweet a smile of patieuco would 
brwdc into her face, that it was to wrong her nobleness to pity 
W. And still — as we liave said — she talked with death. 

Bt. Jamea lay in a deep Bleep. For a few luomDuta he had 
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been left alone — his'iloor unclosed. With soft, but BuUdeu step, 
a man entered the apartment. It was Ebenezer Soipeton. He 
had slept half-waj- on his journey from London ; and rising sariy 
had ridden hard that he might surprise hia aohtary wife with a 
husband's amilea at breakfast. The morning was ao beautil'ul 
that its spLrit had entered even the heart of Ebenezer ; and ho, 
he had ridden, for him, very gaily along. Yes j he was touched 
by the seaaon. He felt — or thought he felt — that there waa 
something under the blue sky, something almost as good ajs ready 
gold. He looked with a favourable eye upon the primroses that 
lighted up the hedge-sides, and thought them really pretty : 
thought that, when all was eaiA, there might really be some use 
In flowers. Once, too, he checked his horse into a alow walk, 
that he might listen to a lark that sang above him, and with its 
gushing melody made the sweet air throb. He smiled too, grimly 
smiled, at the cunning of two magpies that, aliglited &'om a tall 
elm, walked in the road, talking — though with unslit tongues — 
of Uieir family's affairs ; of wliere best to provide worms for 
their little ones ; of their plumage, sprouting daily j of the time 
when they would dy alone ; ajid of other matters, perhaps, too 
fazuiliar to the reader, if he be parental. And £bene7.er thought 
nothing was so heantilul as the country j as, in truth, other men 
like Ebenezer might have thought at four or five in the morning ; 
but then as 'Change hours approach, the romance fades with the 
early mist ; and at 10, a.m., tha Arcadian somehow Huds himself 
the scrivener. Thus, too, the early ri«ng man of law — suburban 
lodged — may before hreakfiifit feel hia heart leap with the lambkins 
in the mead ; hut, breakfast swallowed, he journeys with uimbated 
zeai, inexorable to the parchment. 

And Ebenezer, as he rode, determined henceforth to look on 
everything with smiling eyes. Tea ; he had before always stared 
at the wrong side of tha tapes-try. He would henceforth amand 
such unprofitable foolishness. He had aU to make man happy ; 
wealth, a lovely wiie, and no gout. To be sure, there were a few 
things of foi-mer times that — well, he would hope there was time 
enough to think of them. Of them, when the time came, he 
would repent ; and that, too, most vehemently. And bo Ebenezer 
(brgot his wrinkled face ; almost forgot the wart upon hia noae. 
And aariasa loved him i Of course. It was not her nature to 
be impetuous : no, she was mild and nun-like ; he had chosen 
her for those rare qualities, bnt she loved him as a meek and 
modest gentlewoman ought to love her hushand. This aweet 
conviction brought Ebenezer to his court-yard door. It was 
open. Well, there was nothing strange in that. Nicholas, of 
course, was upj and yet — where was he J Ebenezer's heart 
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fleaioed to feill t'atUomB ; to drop in hia body, like a. plummel. In 
a. moment, the eartb waa diaeuahanted. There, before tbe eyes 
of Ebenezer, stood Ebeaezer withered, with tbe bristled wart 
_^ than ever upon his nose ; is hia sudden despoJr, he now 
his b)u1 gifts mngnitied. And thei'e was something, too, about 
the house that looked anspiciDus. Tlie windows seemed to leer 
nt him. The old house-dog crawled towards him, with, no wag 
in his tail. The Bparrowa chirped mockingly. The house now 
liMked ae though it held a corpse — and now, aa though deaortcd, 
held his breath and listened. He heard nothing — 
nothing. And now, far, far away, irom a thick, night-dark wood, 
tlie cuckoo shouted. £benezer passed into the coui't-yard, and 
Uttered his silent house. In a few moments he stood beside the 
conch of the sleeping St. James. 

A terrible liarkuess fell upou the old man's face ss he gazed 
at the patient, A tumult, an agony of heart was raging within 
him, (uid he shook like a reed. Still he was silent ; silent and 
stroggling to master the fury that possessed him. He breathed 
tieavily ; and then seated himself in a chair, and still with the 
OT6S of a ghost looked on the sleeper. Devilish thoughts passed 
urough the old man^ brain : murder whispered in his ear, and 
Rtill he fiercely smiled and listened. With his live fingers he 
eonid do it — strangle the disturber ia his sleep. And the old 
mu looked at his hands and chuckled. And now there is a quick 
atep in the passage ; and now, Clarissa enters the apartment. 
" Dear mt ] husband," at length ahe uttered, 
Suddenly standing atatue-like, the old man with pointing figure, 
tad fierce accusing face, asked '* Who is this t " 

&« Clarissa could answer, hasty feet were heard in the hall, 
■ad lira, Wilton entered the room, followed by a thick-set man, 
irith a red, round, oily face, and his hair matted with stale 
powder. He was dressed in a very brown black coat, that 
tearcely looked made for him ; with buckskin breeches, and high 
riding boots. TJnder one arm he carried a thick-thonged wilip ; 
■nd JQ bis right hand, prominently held forth, as challenging ijie 
eyw of all men, a rusty beaver. " Couldn't como before — very 
mny, but it always is so ; thoae paupers — I 'm sure of it, it's 
like 'em — they always do it on purpose. It 'a a part of the wicked 
obstiiiocy of the poor, and I don't know, sir, whether you 've 
obaerved it j but tbe poor are always obstinate — it 's in 'em from 
lite beginning. I 've not brought so many into the world — the 
more my ill-luck — without knowing their wickedness from the 
first." Thus spoke, in high, brassy voice, Mr. Peter Crossbone — 
nnoonsciously flattered by the poor as Doctor CrosBbone — pariah 
doctor 1 who, when sought fur at his house by Nicholas, was four 
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milea away, Hummtmed to asamt tlie introduction of aoiither 
pauper baby into this OTer-atookeJ, and therefore paupeiiBed 
planet. Wbat Mercury, Venua, and other respectable planets 
muflt think of this our reckleas, diareputaUe mother earth — tbU 
wnrkhouae planet, the shame and reproach of all better Sfstenui — 
it is not for a boq of earth to aaj. But, anrely, if Mercuiy, Venu% 
and others know anything of our goings on, they must now and 
then look down upon ua with iiieffi,ble acorn : at least, they ottg^t 
And yet, they do not ; but with aU our aina and all our foolish' 
ne«a, still beam upon us, with eyes of love and tenderness, 

The voice of Croeabone imoiediatelx awakened the patient, 
Crossbone liad, however, in his time sent bo many patients to 
sleep, that he loight fturly be permitted occasionally to disturb Ik 
slumberer. St James, obnerving Snipeton, rose up hastily, and 
with his blood buraitig in his face, waa about, to speak. 

"You must be quiet, sir. Mrs. Wilton haa told me oU that a 
mere woman can know of your case, and — I am sorry to say it to 
you, sir," — and here Crossbone shook his head, and heaved a 
Iftborioua mgh — " I 'm sorry to- say it, you must be very quiet" 

"But, Mr. Snipeton," cried St. James, "permit me even now 
to explain — " 

" The doctor says, no," answered Snipeton, and his lip mried, 
"you must be quiet. There will be time for us to talk, whan 
your wounds are healed. For the present, we will leave you with 
your surgeon." And Snipeton, looking nommand at hia wife, 
quitted the room, followed by his obedient, trembling helpmate. 

" Phwegh ! " cried Crossbone, possessing himself of his patient's 
wrist, " a race-horse pulse ; a mile a minute. Fever, very lugh. 
Let me look at your tongue, sir : don't laugh, sir — pray dmt't.' 
laugh" — for St. James waa already tittering at the solemnity of' 
Crossbone — " a doctor is the laet man to be laughed at." 

" That 's tme indeed : I never before felt the force of tliat 
truth," said St James. 

" Your tongue, sir, if you please ) " St. James, mastering biB 
mirth, displayed that organ. 

" Ila ! Humph I Tongue like a chalk-pit. This, sir," and here 
Crosebone instinctively thrust both his hands into his pookets, 
" this will be a long bout, sir — a very long bout." 

" I thinic not — I feel not," said St, James, smiling. " TIb 
nothing — a mere nothing." 

" Ha, sir ! " cried Crossbone. " Tis plcftsant — droll, eome- 
timet — to hear what people coll nothing ; and in a few dsji, 
they're gone, sir; entirely gone. But I'll not alarm you — I 
have had worse cases — ncvertiieless, air, a man with a hole in hia 
skull, such a hole as that " — and here Crossbone tightly closed 
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GjeliidB, and gave a ahaip, short ahuke af the head — " but I '11 
'Pot alarm you. Still, sir, if you Ve any little affairs to make 
straight — there's a. jewel of a lawyer only five miles off, the 
pwttieet hand at a will — " 

" I '11 not trouble him this bout, doctor," said St. James, who 
as clearly into CroBsbone, aa though, like Momud' man, he 
wore a pane of the best plate-glass in hia bosota. " I have every 
ftjth in you." 

" Sir, the confidence ia flattering ; and I think between us, we 
may cheat the worms. Nevertheleaa, it 'a an ugly blow^ — ^the 
(ng^th of an inch more to the right or left, mid — " 

" I know what you would say," cried St. James. " Blows are 
.generally dealt after that ^ahion ; there 'a great good luck in 
^sa. The faoulty are often, mueh indebted to the eighth of an 
.bch, more or leas." 

You must not talk, sir : indeed, you muat not, delighted as 

atberwiae I should be to hear you. — Yea i now I see the whole of 

mischief: now I am thoroughly poaseased of the matter," 

Croaabone looked with an mr of conaiderable satisfaction at 

the wound. " Twil! be a tedious, but a beautifiil case. Pray, 

should you know the ruffian who has nearly deprived the 

"World of what I am sure will be — mth a blessing on my poor 

-and here Crosiaboue softly closed hk hands and 

Wwed — "one of its noblest ornamental Shonldyoa know the 

irwtohl" 

I don't know — perhaps — I can't say," answered St. Jame^ 
■Ueleasly. 

" When you see him, no doubt 1 And I am delighted to inform 

Ton the yillain is secured. With the blessing of justice he '11 be 

unged ; which will be a great consolation to all the nejghbour- 

bood. Yes ; I heard it all, as I came along. The rufBau, with 

blood upon his hands, was taken at the Lamb and Star — 

1 with a purse of gold in his pocket. His executioa will be 

iuiIicUj for the whole country ;" and Crossbone spoke afi of a 

ling jubilee. 

Taken, is he?" cried 8t. Jamea, with a vexed took. "I'm 
for it. Come, doctor, I must leavethia to-day. My hurt is 
>( a trifle ; but I can feel, can appreciate your professional 

I must make towards London this very morning." 
" Huraph I Well, air, we 'U talk atout it ; we '11 see what 'a to 
done ;" stud Crossbone, with sudden melancholy at the resolute 
[tncT of his head-strong patient. " Nevertheless, you mnat let 
dress your woimd, and then take a. little potion that I 'U make 
fiiryou, and then — weahailaee." Hereupon, St. Jamea placidly 
himself to the hands of Croasbone, who very leisurely 
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drPHt the wound, agiiin and again declaring' that the pAtient was 
□□Ij on this ade of tho grave by the dgbtli uf an indi. Thera 
never had been a ekuU bo curiooaly broken. At length, CroB»- 
bdiie took Ids leave of the auSerer, with the benevolent assurance 
that he would make up some!thiDg nice for him ; of which the 
patient eilently detemuned not to swallow a drop. 

" Well, doctor ) " asked BnipetoQ, with a savage leer, aa Croaa- 
boae passed into the hall, — "" bow ia hia lordsliip now 1 " 

" Lordship ! " eael aimed Croaabone, now looking wcndermeiit, 
and now smirking — " ia he really a lord 1 Bless me t " 

" How ia lie, man 1 " cried Snipeton, fiercely. 

" Hash ! Mr. Snipeton — littsh, we can't t<jk here ; for 1 've a 
great responsibility— I feel it, a great respMisibility — hush, my 
dear sir — huab I " and Orosabone trod silently as though he walked 
on felt, and liiling his finger with an air of profesaional command, 
he led Snipeton into on ai^oining apartment, where eat Cluriesa, 
pale and motionless. Here Snipeton expected an answer to his 
i^uestian ; but Croasbone, raiaing his eyes and his closed hands — 
a favouiite gesture with him when deeply moved — only eaid, 
" and he is a lord ! " 

" Well, lorda die, don't they ! " asked Snipeton, with a sneer. 

"Why" — Crosabone unconscioiialy hesitated — "yes. And, 
between ourselves, Mr, Suipeton, — I can speak confidently on the 
matter, having the gentleman in my hands, he is" — OrosebooB 
gave a knell-like emphaaa to every syllable — " he is in very great 
danger." 

" Indeed 1 " cried okl Snipeton, and a smile lighted up hia 
withered iiice, and he looked intently at his wife, oa her hand 
onconscioaBly graep<^ her chmi-. " Lidead 1 " rex>eated the ok! 
man veiy blithely. 

" ITour pardon, for a minute, my good sir," said tlie apotheeaiy. 
"I'll just scud this to my a,H3istant — yoor man Mcholas must 
mount and gallop — for there's a life, a very dear life to the 
country no doubt, depending on it." And Crossbone proceeded 
to write hia sentence in his best bad Latin. 

Clariasu felt that her huflbaud's eye was upon bar j yet sat she 
statue-Uke, with a terrible calmness in her pale &ce. The ohl 
man, bis heart stung by scorpion jealousy, gazed on her with 
savage satisfactiou. And eh« knew this ; and still was calm, 
tranquil aa stone. She felt the hate that fed upon her misery, 
yet stirauk not Jrom its tooth, 

** Mrs, Wilton," said Croasbone, as the boutekeeper timidly 
entered tlie room, " you '11 give this to Nicholas — tell him to gallop 
with it to my assistant, Mr. Sims ; and, above all, let him take 
care of tlie mediuiue, for there 's life and death — a lord's life imd 
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dentil ill it," said the doctor, unconacioua of tlie probable Lnith te 
ottered. 

" And hia lordship," said old Smpeton, gently rubbing his banda, 
" big lordsliip is in very great danger 1 " 

" The fiict ia, Mr. Snipeton, tkeie are men — I blusli to aay it, 
who belong to our gloriima profeseion — tliere are men who alwaj-s 
magnify a, cnae that they may magnify their own small abilities, 
their neit-to-nothing talent, in the treatment of it. I need not 
say that Peter Croaabone ih not Bnch a, man. But this, eir, I will 
say ; that every week of my life I do auch things here in the 
country — hedge-aide practice, air, nothing more ; hedge-side 
practice ; — eiich things that if tiny one of 'em was done in London, 
that one would lift me into my carriage, and give me a cane with 
ten poundii' worth of virgin gold upon it But, sir, no rnm can 
cultivate a reputation among paupers. It 's no matter what cure 
yoTi make ; they 're thought things of course ( paupers are known 
to stand anytiiing. Why there waa a caae of hip-joint I had — 
there never waa so sweet a case. If that hip-joint had been a 
lord's, as I say, I ought to have stepped from it into my carriage. 
But it was a eow-boy'a, sir ; a wretched cow-hoy's ; a Jad very 
eviUy-diapoBed — very ; he '11 be hanged, I 've no doubt, — and, air, 
isn't it a dreadfiil thing to consider, that a man's genius — a caae 
like that — abould go to the gallowa, and never be heard of t 1 
pot it to you, air, ian"t it dreadfiil I " 

Stdpeton grunted something that Crosabone took aa an affirma- 
tive ; and, thus encouraged, proceeded, " Ha, sir ! how diffeirent 
isLiwdon practice among people who really are people ! What 'a 
that, air, to the — yea, I must aay it — to the disgrace of being a 
paridi doctor ? Now, sir, the man — the man-midwife, air, in a 
proper walk of society, feels that be is nobly employed. He 'a 
brining dukea and lords into the world ; he 's what I call culti- 
Tating the Uhes, that, as they say, neither toil nor spin : that 'a a 
plrasMre — that 'a an honour — that 'e a delight. But what does a 
pai^ah man-midwife do, air I Wiy, he brings paupers upon the 
earth : he does nothing hut cultivate weeds, air — weeds ; and if 
he is a tuan of any feeling, sir, he can't but feel it as a thing 
beneath him. Mr. Snipeton, I "m abnost ashamed of myself to 
declare, that within these eigbt-and-forty hours I 've brought three 
more weeda into the world." 

" Humph !" said Snipeton. 

" And, as a man who wishes well to hia ooimtry, yon may guesa 
my fbelings. How difiereut, now, with the man who practiaea 
ftmong people who, as I say, are people ! A beautiful high-life 
baby ia bom. The prnctitiouer may at once be proud of it. In 
ita first little squeal he hears the voice, ba I may say, of the 
k4 
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House of Lords. In its liUl« liead be sues, if I nukj be aUowed to 
use the expression, the ovaria of acts of p&rhameat ; for he 'a a 
bom law-m&ker, Ahont its little, kidding, red leg, he aJready 
beholds tlie most noble Order of the Garter. Now, air, this ia 
something to moke a man proud of hia handiwark : but, wr, what 
is the reflection of the parish doctor t He never works for Mb 
country. No ; when he looks upon a baby — if he 'a any feelinga 
worthy of a man — he must feel that he 'a brought so much o&l 
into the world. He looks upon a head which ia to have nothing 
put into it ; nothing, perhaps, but sedition and rebellion, and all 
that infamy. He sees little fingers that are bom — yes, air, bom — 
to set wires for hares ; and the lact is, if^ as I eay, the man has 
feelings, he feela that he 's an abettor of poaching, and all sorts of 
wickedness ; — of wickedness that at last — and it 'b very right it 
ahould be so — at last takes the creature to the gallows. Now, sir, 
ian't it a ib-endful thing for a man — for a professional man, for a 
nian who has had a deal of money apent upou iiis education—isn't 
it a dreadful thing for him to know that he may be only a sort of 
purveyor to the gallows 1 I feel the wrong, air ; feel it, acutely, 
here ;" and Crossbone tapped his left side with his fore-finger, 
" I know that I 'm an abettor to a crying evil, going about aa I 
do, bringing weeds into the world : but I can't help it, it 's my 
business r nevertheless I feel it. Something ought to be done to 
put a stop to it : I'mnotpolitiitian enough to say what ; bntunlen 
something 's done, all I know is this, the weeds will certainly over- 
grow the lilies." 

" And jour patient, his gallant and amiable lordship," said 
Smpeton, still eyeing his wife, " is in danger 1 " 

" Great danger," answered Crossbone. " Neverthelesa, with ■ 
blessing— understand mo, Mr. Snipetou, with a bleeaing, for how- 
ever wondrous my cure, I hope I have not the presumption to take 
it all to myself — no, I trust, without offence be it said, to some 
practitioners I could name, that I have some religion — therefore, 
with a blesdng, hia lordship may be set upon his legs. But it will 
be a long job, a very long job; and be mustn't be removed. Just 
now, he 'e in a slight delirium ; talked about travelling towards 
London this very day. 'Twauld be death, air ; certlun death." 
And Crossbone blew his nose. 

" Indeed I Certain death 1" repeated Suipeton, smiling grimly ; 
sod still watching the face of his wife. " I fear — I mean I hope 
— Mr, Crossbone, that your anxiety for so good, so handsome a 
young man — a nobleman too — may, vrithout any real cause, 
iucrenaa your fears, For, as you say, we ought to be aDiious for 
the lilies." 

"I'd have given the worth of— of — I don't know what — could 
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T have been here before. Two or three hours earlier might have 
made all the difference ; for his lordship haa great nervous irrita- 
biUty ; is moat wonderfully and (leUca.te!y strung. But I was 
away, as I say, producing the weeds, sir. Tea, I \e ridden V m 
a^i&med to own how many miles ainoe ten o'olock hiat night ; and 
what 's my reward, air 1 Wlia,t, R.a parish doctor and midwife, is 
my consolation ) Why this, air ; that I Ve helped to hring misery 
and want, and I dont know how mimy other sorts of vices into the 
world, when I might — for without vanity I will say it — when I 
might have heen employed for the future honour ajid glory of my 
country. Ha, Mr. Snipeton, happy ia the professional man who 
labours among the lihea ! Sweet is his satisfaction I Now, sir, 
when I ride home early in the morning — for the parish people, oa 
I Bay, always make a point of knocking a man up at the most un- 
seasonable hour ; they do it on purpose, ur, to show the power they 
have over yon— now, sir, when I 'm riding home, what 's my feel- 
ings I "Why, sir, as a, lover of my country, there 'a something in 
my breast that wont let me feel happy and comfortable. There 's 
something that continually reproaches me with having helped to 
add to the incmnbmnce of the nation : as I say, that distresses me 
with the thought that IVe been cultivating weeds, air, nothing but 
weeds. Now a job like the present I look upon as a reward for 
my past misfortunes. It is a beautiful case t" 

" Because bo fuU of danger 1 " said Snipeton, still looking at his 
p^e and ^ent wife. 

" It is imposaihle that a, blow could have been struck mote 
fevourably for a skilful surgeoa The sixteenth part of on indi, 
tor, more or less on one side or the other, and that young man 
most have heen n very haudsome corpse." 

Snipeton made no answer ; but with clenched teeth, and Bup- 
preeeed breath, EtUl glared at his wife. Passion shook him, yet 
he controlled it ; his eyes still upon the pale face that every 
moment grew whiter. Another instant, and Clarissa fell hock in 
h<r chair, speechless, motionless. Her husband moved not, but 
groaned despairingly. 

" Fainted ! " cried Oosshone. " Call Mrs. Wilton," and at the 
same moment the housekeeper appeared. With anguish in her 
look she luiBteneii to her mistress, "Nothing, nothing at all," 
stud the apothecary ; and then, with a smirk towards Snipeton, 
" nothing, my dear air, but what *a to lie eipeeted." 

" She 'a worse, sir — much worse, I fear, than you soppose," 
said Mrs. Wilton, and she trembled. 

" I think, ma'am," replied Crosaboue with true pill-hoi dignity, 
" T think I ought to know how ill a lady ia, and how ill she ought 
to be. Have you no salts — no water, in the house 1 " 
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" I shall be better — in a mocneiit, better," sud Clanaaa feebly; 
iind then grasping the ami of Mrs. Wilton, she added, " help me 
to my room." She then roBo with an effort, and BUppmied by the 
housekeeper, qoitted the apaitmcnt. And stiU her husband fol- 
lowed ber with eyes glarLng like a. wild beast's. Then, Icwkiii^ 
up, he caught the relaxed, the simperiug face of the apothecary. 

" In the name of the fiends," eried Snipetou, fiercely, " where- 
fore, with that monkey face, do you griu at me ! " 

" My door sir," said Croaabcae, ami ling still more laborionsly, 
" my dear sir, you 're a happy man ! " 

" Happy I" cried Snipeton, in a hoarse voice, and with a look ol 
deepest misery — " Happy 1 " 

" Of course. You ought to be. What more deHghtful than 
the hope of — eh ) — a growing comfort to your declining yean — 
a staff, aa tlie saying is, to your old age 1 " 

The mysljc meaning of tbe apothecary flashed upon the hus- 
band ; the old man eliook, aa though ague-stricken, und coyering 
hia &0S with Mb hands, he fell heavily as lead into a chur. 

Mr. Croasbona was ailent in hia astoniahment, He looked wou- 
deringly about him. Was his practice to be bo greatly enlarged 
in one day 1 Could it be poaalble that Snipeton, a man who worn 
like oak, could be ill 1 Snipeton, to be sure, was not, to CtnM- 
bone'a thought, a lily patient ; but then, how very far was ke 
above the weieds I The apothecary vaa about to feel Bnipeton's 
pulae ; had the professional fingers on the wriat, when iha old 
man snatched his arm away, and that with a vigour thai, well 
nigh carried Crosabone off his legs. The apothecary was aboot to 
pay some equivocal compliment to the old gentleman's strength, 
when Nicholas, flustered, with a startling piece of news, ran in 
with the medidne duly compounded by Mr. Sims. 

" They was bringing the murderer to the house, that the goi' 
tleman " — for Nicholas knew not the sufferer was a lord — 
"might 'dentiiy the bloodspLUer aforo he died," 

And Nicholas vepaated truly what he had heard. Bumour had 
travelled — and she rarely goes so fast as when drawn by lies — 'to 
the Lamb and Star. And there — not stopping to alight — she 
hallooed into the gaping ears of the landlady tbe terrible intelli- 
gence that tbe young gentleman almost murdered laat night, lay 
at Doveaneat ; that hia wound waa mortal ; that be was dying 
fast; that he had already made hia will, Dorothy Vale and 
Ebenejier Snipeton having duly witnessed it, Thia news, sooner 
than smoke, filled every comer of the honse. Great was tbe stir 
throughout the Lamb and Star. Tippa, the constable, on the 
Instant, wore a more soli>uin look of authority ; on the inataut. 
juoned St. Giles to prepare for hia removal, at the same tuut 
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OUlUouEly f lellng the handcuff to learn if they still renmiuud 
to theif truat. The barber left a pedlar lialf-Ehaved to 
accompany Ihe party ; and tn a few minutea the horse waa put to 
tliB cart ; and St. Giles, who spoke not a ayllable, wna seated iu 
it betweeu Tippa and tlia landlord, Mr. Blink having donned hia 
Sunday ci>at and waJsteoat, tliat te might pay proper respect to 
the solenmitj ; whilst the barber, graaping a cudgel, guarded the 
culprit from behind. " Stop t shall I take the blunderbusg, for 
fear I " aaked the landlord of Tipps, and eyeing St. Gilea. " No," 
uawered the conatable, toniling confidently and looking affec- 
^Dnat«ly at the manacle, " no ; tliem dear cuffs never deceived 
'et." Crack went the whip — away started the horaa ; sjid 
Tipps, the landlord, and the bajber, looked about them freshly, 
hiippUy ; amiliug gaily in the morning sim — gaily as though they 
were carrying a sheep to market — ay, a eheep with a golden 

And the landlady watched the whirling wheels, and with heart- 
warm wish {poor soul !) wished that the Vretch might be hanged, 
yea, fifty feet high. And Becky, the maid, in her deep pity, 
braving the tongue of her mistress, stood sobbing in the road, and 
then, as suddenly inspired, plucked off one of her old shoes, 
and flung ti after St. Giles, with kindly Huperstition as she said 
for luck. " For she know'd it, and could swear it ; the poor 
eretur'a hards was as innocent of blood as onybabby's." Foolish 
Becky ! Bj such preaumptuous pity — a pity, as Mrs. Blink 
thought, fly Jig in the face of all respectabdity, did you fearfully 
risk the pUce of moid-of-all-work at a hcdgo-side hotel ; a place 
vorth a ceruiu forty sliillings a year, be^des the complunentary 
half'penee. 

Betum we to Nicholas. Ere Snipeton and Crossboue were well 
po rocM ed of the news, the cart drove up before the window. " And 
tllere is the murderer ! " cried Croasbone, " Bless me I there 'a 
no need at Ul to try that man — there 'h every letter of Cain ail 
*wor the villain's (ace. A child at the hom-book might spell it. 
And now they 're going to bring Itim in. Ela ! my fine fellow," 
added the apothecary, as St. Giles alighted ; " thei'e 'a a eart you 
WD&'t get ii ito su quickly, I can tell you. What a bold looking 
viUaiu ! With so much blood upon him, too I A lord's bloodj 
and to look lo brazenly I What do you think, Mr. Snipeton 1 " 

Now, Snij leton. waa not a man of overflowing charity, yet, oddly 
■nougli, he looked at St. Giles with placid eyes. The old man, 
to the scant a1 of Croasbone, merely said, " Poor fellow I He looks 
in Bad plight. Poor fellow 1 " 

In a few moments, Tippa, the oriQst*ble, was shown 
^e«eaoe uf the master of Doveeneat. " He was very sorry to 
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Uiaku a hubbub tii his honour's house, but aa the gentleuinn was 
dyiug, there was no time to be lost afore he swore to the murderer. 
Siuu, from the Lamb and Star, hod gone off to the justice to tell 
hill) all about it, luid in a jiff^ Mr. Wattles would be there." 

" I think," observed Crosabone, " I think I had better see how 
my ilistinguished patient is." ~With this, the apothecary, making 
himself up for the-important task, softly quitted the room. 

" .And you 'ra aura you have the right man ? " asked Snipaton 
of the eonetable. 

" Never made a blunder in all my life, sdr," anawered Tippa, 
with a mild pride. 

" Mr. Justice Wattles," cried Nicholas, big with the words, and 
shoning in the magistrate. 

" Mr. Snipeton," said Wattle^B, " this busiaeaa is — " 

But the Justice was suddenly stopped by the doctor. Croasbone 
rushed in, slightly pale and lauch agitated, exclaiming, " The 
patient 's gone ! " 

" Not dead ! " cried Snipeton, ejrnltiugly, and rubbing liifl lionda. 

" Dead ! no ! Bnt he 'a gone — left the house — vanished ;— come 
and Bee ! " Crossbone, followed by all, rushed to the room in 
which, some minutes before, lay the murdered St. James. 

He wna gone ! All were aatonisbed. 80 great was the snrprtae, 
not a word was spokeu ; until Dorothy Vale, who hail crept into 
the room, with her cold, calm voice, addressed the apothecary. 
Pointing to the stains in the couch, she said, " If yon please, air 
can you give me nothing to take out that blood 1 " 
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"Amd now," thinka the reader, "St, Giles is free. There ia 
Qo charge against him ; he ia not the murderer men, in hie 
wretchedness, took him for. St, Jam^ with his injuries Dpon 
him, has withdrawn, himself ; and once again the world lies wide 
before St. Giles." Not so. There still remains, to hia coufuaioa, 
a liwd accuser. St, Giles ia destitute. In the teeming, luxurioUB 
county of Kent, amidst Qod'a promises of plenty to man, he is a 
guilty interloper. He may not grasp a handiiil of the soil, he 
cannot purchase one blade of wheat 1 he ia a pauper and a vagrant ; 
A fonl presence in the world's garden, and must therefore be 
punished for his intrusion. Every rag he oarriea is an accuaiug 
tongue : he is destitute and wandering ; he has strayed into the 
paradise of the well-to-do, and must la sharply reproved for hia 
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whereabout. And therefore St, Giles will be committed for a 
Geaeoii to the county gaol, as a; rogue and vagabond. The roguerj 
ia not proved upon bim, but it bas been shown thatwhilat decent 
people have gooBe-beda and weather-proof chambera, be, at the 
best, haa straw and a bam. It la, too, mode a miBdemeanor 
agidiiet mother earth ta sleep up«a her naked breast, with only 
the heavens above the sleeper ; and as St, Giles had often so 
oflended — he could not deny the iniquity — he was, we Bay, com- 
mitted to gaol by Justice Wattles., as rogue and vagabond. Now, 
to punish a man for having nothing, ia surely a sport invented by 
Beelzebub for the pleasure of the ilch ; yes, to whip a rascal for 
his rags is to. pay flattering homage to cloth of gold. Nothing 
was proved against St. Giles but want ; which, being high treason 
against the m^ee)^ of property, that large oS'enee might be 
reasonably supposed to contain Hvery other. 

" Something, I 've no doubt, -will be brought against him," 
said Justice Wattles ; " in the mean time, be stands committed 
as a rogue and vagabond." And Tippi, the censtiible, led away 
Ms prisoner, preceded by the host of the Lamb and Star ; whilst 
the dispiidted barber veiy dolorously expressed his disappoint- 
luent, "that he left bis busintss and-ail,andonly for a ragamuffin 
u wasn't worth salt ! Tf he luulu't thought him a murderer, 
lie'd never have troubled liis head with such rubbish." " No, 
and you'd never have had my cart," aaid the landlord to Tippa. 
"I thought the fellow would turn out somebody; and he's 
nothing but a ^agrom. Come up ! " cried the Lamb and Star ; 
and shiuply whipping his horse to ease hia own bad temper, he 
drove off, the barber vainly hallooing for a seat in the vehicle. 
Whereupon, Constable Tipps, casting a savagely inquiring look 
ut St. Qilcs'g handcuSs, with, an oath bade hia piisoner move on, 
aijd then railed ut his own particular planet, that had troublod 
him with such vnrmiut. 

NeveFtlieless, lUtiiough St. Giles's bands were white, murder 
had done its worst. As yet Hune, save the homicide, ali'eady 
hhutc'l with the knowledge, knew i^ the deed. How lovellly the 
81U1 shone ; bow beautiful all things looked and beamed in 
light : the lark song, like a freed spirit, in the dome of heaven : 
and yet, beneath it, lay a terrible witaesa of the guilt of man 
mute aod bloody evidence of another Coin ! St. Giles, huwe 
was oti his way to the county gaol, ere the deed was discovered. 
Not willing to give on account af himself, he was committed to 
imprisonmeut and hard labour in punishment of his destitution. 
That he was not in addition whipped for his poverty, testified 
strongly to the injudicious clemeucy of Justice Wattles. Such 
mercy went far to encourage rags aud tatters. 
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Leave we for a while the desolate home of Dovesnest. Ijvavo 
we that miserable old man, Snipetou, wrilhing at his hearth ; 
now striving to aeek Ibr hope, for confideace, in the meek and 
wi'etched face of liia wiii), aud now storting at her look as at 
a dagger's point. 

A few hoiire had passed, and again the Lamb and Star was a 
scene of tumult. And this time, tliere wa« no doubt of the 
Vtrocity. It was now impossible that the worthy folks, asseiubled 
in the hosteltj, ooiiid he tricked into useleaa sympathy. There was 
DOW no doubt that a. man was killed ; and if St. GUea had escaped 
the vhui'ge of former homicide, why such escape only the more 
strongly proved his guilt of the new wickedueaa, " He '11 be 
hanged, after all ! " cried tba landlord, with the air of a man 
furctaetiug an enjoyment. " The villain I he was bom for the 
gibbet," said the barber ; " if I wouldn't walk over glass bottles 
to Bee him hanged, I 'm not a Cliristian," WhUst the barber and 
ethers were thus vehemently declaiming their Christiamty, there 
arrived at the Lamb and Star a most important person. Up to 
that hour, he had been a rustie of average inaignifieance ; but lie 
suddenly foond himself a creature of considerable interest — a 
man, heartily welcomed, as a boon and a treasura. This happy 
man was one Pyefinoh^ and was known to the surroundiiig 
country as a mole-catcher of tolerable parts. It was he who hud 
discovered the body of the mnrderedman: and had he discovered 
some great blessing to the human family, it is very questioiuiible 
whether he would have been so heartily welcomed by many of ito 
membei'B. It had, however, been his good fori^une — for we must 
still ctdl it so — to Ught upon the body of Farmer Willis, bloody 
and Klark in his own meadow ; and again and again was he 
pressed to rehearse the tale, whilst mugs of ale rewarded tlie 
story-teller. Instantly wae Pyeflnch fastened upon by Hrs. Blink, 
and it was hard to deny such a woman anylliing. After short 
preparation, did the mole-cat<;hea' — stimulated by jnalt and Hops 
— begin his terrible history. 

" Why, you see, it was in this manner," said i^efiuoh. " I was 
a goin' along by Cow Meadow, "bout four in the mornin' wi' my 
Aog Thistle, just to look arter the snares. Cruel sight of varmint 
there be along that meadow to be sure. Well, I waa a thinking 
of notlung — or what I was a thinking on, fur I scoms a lie, is 
nothin' to nobody. Well, goin' along in this manner. Thistle 
nmning afore me, and ahind me, and a boUi aides o' me — " 

" Never mind. Thistle," cried the landlady, " come to the 
murder, Tom." 

" Ax your pardon, misBua, 1 shall have to tell aU this story at 
' 'see; I know what them chaps, the lawyers be, to bother a poor 
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man who 'a no Bcholtird ; so I 've made my niiud up, nevtr to tell 
the story ; but after one wiiy ; then I 'lu coiJcaare uot to be euught 
off my legs aoliow." And Pyefinch drank, doubtless, to his own 
tAgSuAty. 

" Very right, Tom," cried the landlord; and fhen lie turned 
■with knit eyebrows to his wife. " Be quiet, will yon ? liko Eill 
women ; want the kernel without cracking the nut. Be quiet." 
Ami Blink gare a conjugul growl, " Go on, Totu." 

"As Iwss a saying," continued the mole-catdier, "Tbietle 
was a r nniimg afore me, mid ohiud me, and a both sides o' me — ' 
and barking na though he wished he could talk ; juat to say, how 
cwnfortable he felt, now that the spring was come — for depend 
U|Kin H, dumb creturs have their notions of spring jttet aa well 
u we — well, whei* was It" 

" Thistle was baiting," prompted the landlady, fidgettiog and 
outing about impatient looks. 

" To be sure he was. "Weil, all on a sudden he held hia tongue ; 
he WSB then a good way on afore me, down in the pitch o' the 
field. I thought nothing o' that ; when on a sudden he give cry 
agin, but quite & different bark to t' other. That didn't stagger 
una, tteith^ ; for I thought he 'd lit on a liedgehog ; and uf all 
vonninl o' tlie earth. Thistle hat<:a a hedgehog ; ha I worse than 
^Moa, that he do. "Weli, arter a while. Thistle runs up to jne. 
Ton should ha' seen that dog," cried the mole-catcher, rising bolt 
from hie Beat, " hia face was a» foil o' sense as any Christian's ; 
bis eyes I if they didn't bum in 'a head like any blacksmith's 
seals ; and his jaw was dvopt as if he couldn't shut it, it were i 
etiff wi' wnndei^-and all Lis haira upon his back right away dov 
lo the end o' hia tail stood up like hedge-stakes — and he looked 
at me, as much as to say — ' what do you think 1' " 

" Bless us, and save ua ! " cried the landlady, wondering at the 
diMrimination of the dog. 

" I didn't make him no answer," said tlie mole-catcher, " 
walks on arter him, he looking behind him now and then, and 
fliakitig hia head sometiuLea terrible, until I come to the pitch o' 
llie field ; and there — oh, Lord 1 " Here Pjefinch seized the 
mug, and, emptying it, was newly strengthened. " There, I saw 
Mwiter Willia in hia beat clothea — and you know he wuh always 
partiolar like in them matters— there I saw him, as at first I 
thought, fast asleep, looking so hlesaed happy, you cau't th 
Bowaumever, Tliistle puts hia noee to the grass, and seta up ^oh 
a howl, awl then I eeca a pool of blood, and then I run away ee 
liut aa lega 'ud carry me, right away to the farm.- "Well, they 'd 
nWRT looked for Master Willis, They 'd thought ho "d stayed at 
Cvit^rbui? all night ; and there he was, poor soul ! killed like » 
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sheop in hia own field. Terrltle, isn't it ) and PyeEncti preaentod 
the empty mug to the landlady, wtio, the tiJe being told, set the 
vessel down ngain. 

" It 'a the smugglers oa has done it," cried Becky, " They 
him a gnidge since autumn, when he found their tutn among 
com ; it 'b the amngglers, as I 'ni a ainuer." 

"The smuggiera ! — pooraouls 1" — eoid Mrs. Blink, who, thoi 
a licensed dealer in spirits, Iiad, strangely enough, a large 
pathy for coutraband traders ; " they wouldn't hurt a hmib. 
that Tillain that slept in the bam ; and I only hope that 
Uiss Trollop, knew nothing of the business." 

" Me I " eichumed Becky, " me know anything ! " Had it been I 
any other than her miatreaa, Becky would have been too happy 
to vindicate the strength and volulality of her tongue. The 
woman rose strongly within Ler, and tempted her to epen.k : but 
she thought of her forty shillings per annum ; and so the woman 
railed not, but cried. 

" And how does Master Bobort tjike it V cried the landlord. 

" Why, wonderful, conaiiieriug," said the mole-catcher. " A 
little dashed at first, in course." 

" And he tliitt waa so merry, too, at the dance ! Well, it is a 
world to live in," moralised the barber. " He stood ale all round, 
and little thought that he 'd no uncle. He danced with every gal 
above stairs, and never dreamed o' what waa going on in Cow 
Meadow. He 'U have the rfd man's land o' courae T Poor soul ! 
He '11 feel it if anybody do," 

" Wakes and fki-ea won't be no worse for Miister Bobert," said 
the landlord. "That is, suppoaiug this matter don't steaiiy hlni. 
But, to be sure, what a noble soul it b ! Wdl, if we could cry 
till the sea run over, it wouldn't bring back the old man ; and 
here 's long life and good forlan to his heir. And a rare night ~ 
shall have of it — that is, when the mourning 's over and " 
proper; yea ; a rare night we rtiall have at tile Lamb and 

" I wondHr who he '11 marry 1 " cried the landlady. 

" Nobwly," averred M>. Blink ; " he 'b too free a spirit 
noble A cretur. Besides, he knows too much of life. She 
he a sharp thing — yes, she vivsi get up very early for 
who 'd get Bob Willis." 

Of course, auspicion fdlowed St. Giles to the gaol ; but althoii^ 
his poverty, his houseless condition, and, more, his refiisal to give 
imy account of himself, fixed him in tlic miuda of miuiy as the 
murderer, there waa no point, no circumstance (and many were 
the examinations of the vagrant,) that could connect liini ^vith the 
deed. It was an espeoiul annoyance to aeveral worthy pei>plo that 
nothing, bb they said, could he brought home to St. Giles. He 
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BBMneJ, above all creatures, the very creature whom bucE an 
atrocity would fit i and yet the failure of nil evidence was as 
complete as to certaja folks it whb diittresaiiig. However, there 
VBs one comfort. Bt, Giles was fast in prison as a rogue and 
vngabond ; and, in good time, sulKcient &ctB might rise up against 
bim. He had heen set down to be hajiged ; and in the cheerfiil 
Mth of those who had judged him, it was impossihle he should 
escape a doom so peculiarly fitted to him. Hence, St. Giles 
remained in gaol, like a. fine haunch in a larder, to be some day 
I feasted on. 

I A week had passed, and still justice was baffled. Tlie murdered 
I man slept in his grave, and still his murderer walked the free 
I Earth. Justice Wattles had a double motive for the restless zeal 
' nhlch. animated him in hia aearcb for Che culprit ; there was his 
character as a magistrate \ and, more ; there visa hia feeling of 
kinship towards the victim, Farm er Willis being hia brother-in- 
law. Hence, Justice Wattles, ind«fatigable in his purpose, called 
at Dovesnest. A most unwelcome visitor was hia worship to 
Ebenezer Snipeton, then preparing to depart from his hermitage 
for the dis of London ; and at the very m.oment the magistratii 
WHS announced, rehearsing a iarewell speech to Clarissa j a speech 
that, untjl her husband's return, should be to her as a charm, 
ui amulet, to preserve her from the temptations of evil spuita 
Snipeton had compeUed himself to believe the story of hia wife, 
avouched, too, as it was by Mrs. Wilton. He had tyrannised over 
hia heart that it should give credence to what he fain would hope 1 
And ao, he would leave Lome, a happy husband, convinced, asaured 
pRst all suspicion, of the unbroken faith, the enduring loyalty of 
Ilia devoted wife. It was Ijetter so to feed himself, than yield to 
the despair that would destroy him. Better to be duped by ialse- 
hood, than crushed by truth. It was aucident — mei-e accident — 
that had brought St. James to his house ; and that, too, in auch a 
pUgbt, it was impossible that Clarissa could deny him hospitable 
naage. And wiUi this thought, a, load was lifted from Uie old 
man's heart, and he would— yea, he would be happy. Snipeton 
ma wandering in this Paradise of Fools, whun the name of Juslice 
"Wattles called him home. 

" Good morning, Mr. Snipeton — a dreadful matter tliiSj aii*— a 
dreadfiil calamity to fall upon a respectable liunily — a startling 
I tisd, air, for my poor brather, — so punctual and so excellent a 
an," were the first wortla of the Justice. 

" Very terrible," answered Snipeton. " I have ah'cady hetird 
all the porticului's," and he pulled on his glove. 

" Not aU, sir— I 'm afrdd not all," said Wattles. " That yoimg 
a who waa brought to your house — " 
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"■Weill" 

" He 'a B, yonng nobleman, ti> be enre ; but stiU it 'a odd, Mr, 
Snipetcpn ; I say, it 'a odd," and the Justice leered at Ebenezer. 

" Speak oat, man ; " cried Snipetna : ajid ths JuBtice pulled 
himBelf up at the abruptuesa of the noiuinaiLd. " Wbat of him 1" 

" Why, the truth is, Mr. Snipeton, that young nobleman has 
been seen lurking about here very luueh of late. That 'a odd. 
Do you know what business brings him to these parts 1 " 

" How flhouid I know t " eielaimed Snipeton, looking fiereely 
at the Justice, as at one who would read the secreta of his aouL 

"To be sure; perhaps notj" said Wattles, "and yet you see 
h 's odd ; he was brought here wounded, the very night my poor 
fcrotter — the moat respectable man in Kent — what a sort of stain 
it is Tipon the Eunily ! — the very night he met his fete. Yoa 
didn't know, then, that the young nobleman used to hang about 
these quartera 1 " 

" Justice Wattles," replied Snipeton, " if aa a magiati'ate you 
would examine me, I must attend your summous. My house is 
not u court." 

" CertMiUy not— certainly not," answered the Justice, suddenly 
taking up his dignity. " I ask your pardon ; of course, this mattof 
will be sifted elsewhere — thoroughly sifted. Only beUeving the 
young nobleman to bs your Mend — " 

" He 'a no fiiend of mine," said Snipef«n, sullenly. 

" Well, a fiiend of Mra. Snipetou's — oil, my dear air ! don 't look 
at me in that way — I meant no offence, none whatever j I moanlt 
an acquaintance — a visitor of Mrs. Snipetou's, nothing more. Bn'^ 
of course, the law can reach him — of course, he can be made to 
dplain everything — lord as he is. Still, being a fl-iend of youra — 
I mean of your wife'a — I intended to ahow liim some consideration, 
Neverthelesa, as you say your house is not a court, why good 
morning, Mr. Snipeton — good momitig." And saying this, Justice 
Wattles, with all the dignity he could corapoM, quitted the msater 
of Dovesneat. Poor Snipeton I but now he was blowing bubble* 
of hope, ao brightly tinted ; but now they were iioating about 
him in a sunny aky, and now they were broken, viiniahed I 

Aa Juatice Wattles, with a flushed countenance, orosaed the 
threshold of Dovesneat, he was encountered by Nicholas, the sole 
aerviug^man of Snipeton. " Bless me ] your worship," cried 
NieholaB, " here 'a luck in meeting you — here 'a a something as I 
was flrat going to show master, and then to bring to you," and 
withthis, the man presented to the magistrate an old bhiok leather 
pooket^-book. 

" God save us 
"where did this c 



ST, GILES ANB ST. JAMKR. 

" I found it in ft hedge — -juat as it is — I haven't looked at : 
in ft hedge hy Piakton's Comer," said the man. 

WattleB, with great emotion, opened the hook — turned deadly 
pdle — suddenly closed it again, and with a faint, forced eraile at 
liiH white lips, Haic!— " Oh, it 'b nothing — nothing at all. But you 
niay aa well leave it with me, Nicholas : if it 's inquired for, I 
shall have it ready. You know it 'e in good hnnds, Niohohw ; and 
take this for your honesty ; and until I call upon you, say nothing 
ftt all about it — nothing at alL" With this, the Justice imi 
sciottsly made a low bow to the gerving-man, and walked a 
etepa rapidly on. Suddenly he paused, and calhng the mni 
him, gave him a guinea. " For your honesty, Nicholas — though 
the thing isn't worth a groat — rtOl for your honesty j and as I '■ 
told you, till you hear from me, you need say nothing of tl 
matter." Nicholas, well pleased to sell his silence on snc!h tenae, 
pocketed, the guinea, and with a knowing nod at the Justice, went 
hia way. Wattles walked hurriedly on, turning down a lane thai 
ddrted die Devil's Elbow. The old man trembled from head t 
foot ; hia eyes wandered, and his lips moved with unspoken wi ads. 
Now he ran, and now staggered and tottered down the lane ; and 
at length paused midway and looked cautiously about him. ** 
then drew forth the pocket-book, and with deepest miaeiy in 
&ce, proceeded to search it. It contained nothing uive a large 
gold ring, set with a cornelian. As he held it to the light, the 
old man. sighed ; then tears fast and thick fell ttosn hia eyea, ai 
he sank down upon a bank, and, hiding hia face in his bands, 
groaned most piteously. " God pardon him I " at length he cried 
— " but Eobert 'a done it ; Hobert 's killed the old man ; 
Eobert'a ring— my Bible oath to it — his ring ; and the Lord haa 
brought it to witness against him. I was sure he had done it ; 
BO, no, not sure, — but I feared it, and — merciful heaven I — to 
butcher his own fleah and blood — to kill his own uncle!" 
Again the old man wept and sobbed, and wrung hia hands in the 
»ary impotence of sorrow. " Ajid what am I to do ? Am I to 
hmg him I Heaven shield us ! Ha'.ig a Willis I — 'Twould be 
horiible. And theu the disgrace to the family— the oldest in 
Kent ! Wliat shall I do— what shaJl I do 1 " again and again 
cried the Justice. " The murderer must not escape ; but then, to 
hang him I — the respectabihty of the family — the respectability 
of the fiunUy ! " And thus was the old man peiplexed. Hia 
torror of the deed was great j he wept enmest, truthful tears 
over the fate of his brother-in-law, a worthy, honest soul, whose 
greatest wKiknesa had been, indeed, undue indulgence of his 
wrrtohtsl aMiUHfin. All the horror, the ingratitude of his crime 
would present itself to the mind of the Justine, who would for 
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the moment determine to denounce the homicide : und then Mb 
pride Viae touched ; he thought of the shame, the htsting ignomin}', 
aa he deemed it, that would chug to the (tiuitly, and thus held in 
doubt, suspense— he would in his weakness weep and pray of 
heaven to be supported ami directed. " Bohert 'a a monster that 
pollutes the earth," he would cry — "hemust,heahftU behjinged." 
And then the stem Jastice would claep his hands, and moan, 
and mutter — " But the diagra^a to the family — the diagraca to 
the family ! " And thus, unreaolved, days passed, and Justice 
Wattles BBJd no word of die pocket-book of the murdered man — 
breathed no syllable of the dAmning evidence, supplied by the 
ring, agiiiiat his nephew ; who, it appeared, had been wrought to 
the commission of the act, by the refusal of the old man to supply 
the means of his profuse expense, ca^t away as it was upon the 
idle and the profligate throughout the country. The old man 
had returned ftom Canterbury iw, as his assassin thought, with 
a large sum of money in Iiis possession. The murderer, ready 
dressed for the villnge festivHl, had awaited his victim ; had 
accomplished the act ; and then, with hottest speed, made for the 
Lamb and Star, to join in the revelry of the merry-makers. More 
of this, however, as we proceed in oui- history. 

And now old Snipeton must say ferewell to hla young wife. 
How beautiful she looked ! What an air of truth and purity waa 
around her ! How her mute meekness rebuked her husband's 
doubts ! She wanly BmUed, and the old man reproached himself 
that for a moment he could soiipect that angel Bweetness. He 
had taken new resolution trom her trustful gentleness. That 
amile of innocence had determined bun. He would quit trade : 
retire from London. He had enough, more than enough, of 
worldly means ; and he would no longer eeparate himself &om 
Buoh a wife ; but — his present Tentures realised — he would retire 
to Doveanesit, and there pass away a, life, dedicating every moment, 
every feeling to the better treasure that there enriched him. 
Henceforth he would destroy, annihilate, every rising thought 
that should do her honour injury ; he would be a confiding, happy 
huaband. Nothing should peril the great feheity in store fat him. 
With this thought, this fooling of the heart, lie kissed his wife ; 
and though uhe met hia touch with lips of ice, he could not, would 
not, feel their coldness ; but serenely left his home, and for many 
a mile upon the road strove to possess himself with the great 
asBurance that he was still an honoured, happy husband. Oh, it 
was a "in, a great wickedness done to heaven's brightest truth to 
doubt it. 

Poor old man ! Wretched hnckater I Tricked and betrayed in 
the bargain he had purchased ; bought with so much money from 
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the priest. Willingly befooled by liope, be coiJil not aee the 
desperate calmnaaa, tlie firm, cold resolution tbat poaaeBBed his 
young wife at the time of parting. At tliat moment, ta ehe 
believed, she looked upon ber husband for tbe lost time : in tbat 
moment, it was ber comfort tbat sbe bade &rewell to liim who 
made her life a daily misery — a dmiy be. Sbe bad taken ooimsel 
with hereel^ and, come what might, would end the loathsome 
hypocrisy, that, like a foul disease, co:isumed her. He quitted 
her. She wept ; and then a ray of comfort brightened her &ce : 
and sbe moved with lightened step, a thing of new-found liberty. 
She aonght to be alone ; and yet — it was ^ery strange — that old 
bouae-keeper, Mrs. Wilton, would still find an excuse to follow 
her ; atilJ, with questioning face, would look upon ber. The 
woman could not know her resolution 1 Impossible. Yet still, 
like a spy, the hireling of her husband, sbe would watch ber. 
And then, at times, the woman gazed so mournfully at her ; 
answered her with such strange emotion in her voice, with such 
familiar tendemesa, she knew not how to rebuke ber. 

" And my master returns in a week ! " said Mrs. Wilton ; " a 
kmg time for one who loves a wife so dearly," 

"Loves me!" answered Clarissa with a shudder, which ahe 
strove not to disguise. " Yes [ there it is — he loves me." 

"A great happiness, if wisely thought of," said the house- 
keeper, with cold calm looks. " A great happiness." 

"No doubt, if wisely thought of," rejoined Clarissa; then, with 
a sigh, sbe added ; " How bard the taak of wisdom ! But we will 
uot talk of tbia now, Mrs. Wilton ; I have another matter to apeak 
of; I am kept Eucb a prisoner here"— and Clarissa smiled, and 
tried to talk gaily — " tbat for once I am determined to play 
truant Wonld you believe it ! I have scarcely seen Canterbnry, 
I have a mighty wish to visit the Cathedral; I bear it is so 
beantifiil — so awfiil." 

" I would you had spoken of this to Mr. Snipeton," said the 
hooaekeeper gravely. 

" And wherefore ) To have my wiah refused ? To be sentenced 
a prisoner to the house ; or, at moat, to the limits of the garden 1 
No ; I know his anxiety, his tenderness, his love for me, aa yon 
would say — therefore, if I would go at all, I must go unknown to 
my lord and owner." 

" Lord and husband," you would say, observed Mrs. Wilton, 
looking full at Clarissa. 

" Owner is sometimes a better word ; at least, 1 feel it so. And 
therefore, as I am determined on my pilgrimage — " 

" Yerj well, it must be made," sjud Mrs. WiltoR " Wlienever 
jTon will, I will be ready to accoiopauy yon." 



" oil no ( I will not take jou from the house : it is lieeeaasey 
that yon should remain. Dorothy is so dull and slow, I should 
not feel Imppy to leave her elone. Let Nicholas order a, chaiee, 
and he — yes, he can attend me. Now, no words, good Mrs, Wiltt 
for once I must have my way^ — for once you muat not hoM 

" And when, Mrs. Snipetonj" added the housekeeper, "wLaB 
you got" 1 

" Oh, to-morrow," answered Clarissa, with forced vivacity. 

Mrs. Wilton looked at the girl with piercing eyes ; then d 
gravely asked — " And when return ) " 

" Oh, the next day," and the blood flushed in ClarisBa's 
the words ftll from her. 

" No, no, no : that day would never come ; your bormng fl 
your looks, tell me it would not." 

"Mrs. Wilton!" cried Clarissa, who vainly strove to 1 
oommandnig, dignified i to play the niiatreas to the presumptuous 
menial " Mrs. Wilton, by what right do you thus question my 
word?" 

" By the right of love ; yea, hy the love I bear you, lady," 
answered the housekeeper. " I know your heart ; can see the 
wound within it. I know the grief tbat daily wears you ; but, 
with the knowledge of a deeper wound — of grief more terrible — a 
grief made of remorse and 6bam.e — I implore you, leave not your 



that tortures me — the degradation of everything that makes life 
good and lloly, — wherefore should 1 not break the chain that body 
and soul enslavea me ] Tell me this," exclaimed Clarissa ; and 
her fitce grew deathly pale ; and her whole foiiu rose and dilated 
with the passion that, fury-like, posaeased her, 

" I have told yon," said Mrs. Wilton, — " for the more terrible 
grief that follows." 

" Can it be sharper, more oonauming, than that I now endure 1" 
asked Clarissa, smUing bitterly, ' 

" Yes — yea ! " was the answer, solemnly uttered. 

" How know you this 1 " asked the yoang wife ; and she looked 
with new and curious interest at the woman faBt nhanging before 
her. Changing. Her face always so calm, so self-possessed, so 
etatue-like, relaxed and beamed with a sweet yet mournful look. 
It seemed as though to that time she had only played a part — 
that now, the true woman would reveal heraetf. ~ 
surprised, subdued, by the new aspect of her housekeeper. 

" You ask me, how I knew Hiin. It is a brief tale : . ' 
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tell you, I knew a moid sold like yourself— sold is the word — in 
lawful wedlock. The man who purchuaed her was gciod and 
honourable ; one of the men whom, the world accouiita as its beat 
ddzens ; plain, worthy, and dispsEaionate ; a person most respect- 
able. He would not, in his daily bargains, ImTe wronged Ida 
nel^boiir of a doit. An upright, a raoat punctual hihti . And 
jet he took a wife without a heart. He loved the toUow thing 
that, like a gpeakiag image, vowed in the face of God to do that 
she knew she never could fidfil, to love and honour liim ; and 
be, that just, good man, smiled with great hax>pineaa upon the 
jiretty perjurer ; and took her to Ms bosom as the treasure of tlie 
world. True, at timea he had his doubts — -Mh ead misgivinga, 
He would look in his wife's face — would meat her cold, obedient 
eyea — and sometimes wonder wbea a heart would grow within 
bar. He hnd married her^ believing in such growth ; it vaa his 
■wisdom — his knowledge of mankind and the world — to be assured 
o(it. And BO they lived for three long years together ; the chain 
of wedlock growing heavier with every heavy day, She became 
a mother. Even that new woman's life — that sudden knowledge 
that opens in the heart an nnima^ned fount of love — failed to 
harmonise her soul with him who was her child's Hither. Still 
they jarred j or, at best, were sileat towards each other. I will 
bniry to the close. She left him ; worse, she left her child. That 
■iver link, that precioiiB bond that should have held her even 
to scorn, nnkindnesa, miBery,— with sacrilegious act she broke. 
Sb.6 left her husband for one who should have been her husband. 
Ton do not listen to me ! " 

"Yes — yea — yes," cried Clarissa — " every word ; each syllable. 
Go on." 

" For a few months she lived a mockery of happiness. A year 
or two passed, and then her lover Left her, and she stood alone in 
the world, clothed with her harlot shame. It was then, indeed, 
ibe felt the mother : then, what should have been her joys were 
turned to agonies ; and conscience, djuly conscience, mada her 
look within a glass to see a monster there. Oh, she has told me, 
agtun and again, has told me ! The look, the voice of childhood — 
with all its aweetneaa, all its muaio — was to her as an accnging 
angel that frowned, and told her of hor fall." 

" And she never saw her child ) " asked Clarissa, 

" For yea]"B she knew not where to seek it. At length, accident 
discovered to her the place of its abode. And then the babe — 
the motherleBs innocence — had become almost a woman." 

" And then the mother sought her I " 

" No. Her husband still lived ; she did not dare attempt it. 
Her child ! How kniiw she that that child had not been taught 
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to think Ler mother in tbe grave I And more ; the mother h&d 
foregone her noblest claim at that poor little one's beat oeed — 
and could the wanton, come buck again to urge it 1 Therefore, 
unknown, she watched her ; and, like a thief^ stole glances of the 
precioua creature of her blood— her only comfort, and her worst 
reprouch. The girl became a vife ; her father died, and then — " 

" And then t " repeated Clariaaa, aa the woman paused in the 
futness of her emotion. 

" And then the mother dared not reveal heraetf Ab servant, 
she entered her daughter's houae, that, all unknown, she might feed 
her daily life with looking at her," The woman paused ; and, 
■with clasped hands, looked with imploring anguish in the face of 
Clarissa. That look told ail t Clarissa, with a screaw, leapt to 
her feet, and hong at her mother's neck. 

" Be wame<l — be warned," cried the woman, and like a dead 
thing, she Bank in s. chair. 



CHAPTER XV. 

To the astooiahmeDt, Uie rage, and indignation of tbe nagbboup- 
hood, Eobert WiCia had been apprehended, charged with the 
murder of hia uncle. After such audacity on the part of the law, 
no man held himself safe. The whole country rang with the 
charge ; the whole country more or less sympsthised with tbe 
innocent victim of the tyranny of justice. It was impossible to 
assodate the jovial, warm-hearted, meny-maker with any wrong ; 
HO wholly had he won the hearte of all by hia many feats of rustic 
skill, hia many qualities of good fellowship. Tbe men admired him 
for his athletic daiing ; aud tbe women for his noble figure, hia 
ruddy face, black whiskers, and very white teeth. To be sure, be had 
bad his fol lies j now and then h« had played the bully, and the small 
voice of detraction added, tbe lilack-leg : he had moreover broken 
a heart or eo ; but he had never wanted money to pay a treat ; 
and young men would be young men, was the charitable creed of 
the treated. NevertbeleBS, it was impos^ble for justice to chee 
her ears to mmoura that, first muttered, grew louder and louder. 
WUlis had been seen hurrying from Cow Meadow at the time that 
— according to evidence — the murder must have been eommittetl, 
He had moreover paid many debts of late ; had been seen witk 
much money in his hands ; and there was a strange, forced galet-f 
In his manner that showed him reatleHs, ill at ease. In fin^ 
although Justice Wattles — tbe prisoner's relative, and the p03- 
Beseor of the dead man's pocket-book — loudly protested against 
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the indignity offered to his kinsmftii ; although he elociuently put 
it to his hrotlier ma^atrates, whether it waa in the circle of pro- 
bability for one bo reapectahly Iwm and bred, to shed the blood 
of his own relation,-*^Robert Willia waa eommitted, charged with 
the wilftil murder of Arthur Willis. And then Justice Wattles 
suil it was beat it should be so : it waa the ahorteat, clearest way, 
to stop the moutha of slanderers, and to show to the world the 
innocence, and, above all, the respectability of his kinsman. Tet 
were there people who wondered at the change ho suddenly worked 
in the Justice. His fac^ before so round and red, became shrunk 
md yellow i and then he would strive to look so happy — would 
langh at every other word he spoke ; would prophesy with such 
enjoymeul the triumph of hia brave, his much-wronged relative. 

Aid so the vagabond St. Giles and the gay and generous Eohert 
Willis were brought together. In the very good old times of our 
history, there was deeper and better homage paid to the well^-do 
who, somehow, had done ill and was imprisoned therefore, than in 
these our stenier days, when the flueceasors of Blueakina and 
Sheppards, no longer hold their levees in gaol lobbies, aud fine 
iatUes may not prattle with felons. However lovely and interest- 
ing may be the doomed man to the female heart, his dsoinatians 
are to be contemplated only through the filmy medium of 
tbe newspapers, and not, as in those very good and much- 
lamented old times, hob and nob with the housebreaker and 
murderer. Hence, Eobert WiUis lived in happier days. Hence, 
by the grace of money and station, had he many little indulgencies 
which softened the rigour of captivity. Wine and brandy came 
to him like good genii through the prison bars, and by theirma^c 
gave to stone walls a comfortable, jolly aspect ; again placed the 
prisoner in a tavern ; again snrrounded him with the beat of 
fellows ; hearts of gold ! 

It waa yet early morning, and Willis, flushed with drink, 
walked the court-yard with St. Giles ; for whom, at their first 
meeting, he had ehown a strange interest. How ch.inged was he 
from the merry-maker who, but for a few moments, waa before 
tho reader at the Lamb and Stair i He seemed to have grown 
Uggef — -hurUer. Hia face waa full-blooded ; his eyebrows shagged 
Kid ragged ; hia eyes flashed to and fro, dwelling upon no object ; 
And then he would laugh loudly, hollowly. He walked the court' 
yknj, talking to St. Giles ; and now and then slapping him on the 
■honlder, to the wonder of other more respectable prisoners, who 
much marvelled that a gentleman like master Robert Willis could 
take up with such a vagabond. And so they walked : and by degrees 
Willis laughed less, and spoke in a lower tone ; and it was plain 
a the agitation of his comrade — -that he spoke of something 
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strange and terrible. At leogth St. Giles Btoppeil short, sad 
cried, " I will bear no more — not a word more, I tell you. God 
tbt^ve you 1 " 

" Wliy, what 'a the matter, foo! — butter-heart ? " cried Willii, 
" I thought you a man, and you 're a cur. Ha ! ha ! nil 'a one 
for that i " and again Willis laughed, and pointed scornfully at 
St. Giles, as — with face agijaat— he walked to the farther end 
of the couit. "WlUis was about to foUow him, when he waa 
accosted by one of the turnkeys. 

" Master Willis, here 's Mx. Montecuta Crawley, the lawyer, 
come to talk to you about jiiur diifenoe. He 's in a great 
hurry ; so, if you pleaae, you must make haste : he 'b so much 
to do, he can't stay for nobody." And the turnkey only 
spoke the truth of the abaorbing buslneaa of Mr. Montecute 
Crawley ( to whose silver tongue the world owed the liberty 
of many a ruffian. Happy was the evil-doer whose means 
might purchase the good offices of Mr, Montecute Crawley I 
There was no man at the bar who could so completely extract the 
ttaia of blood from a mnrderei'. Had he defended Sawny Bean, 
dipped a hundred times in infanticide, be would have presented 
liint to the court as a shepherd with the bloom and fragrance o[ 
Arcady upon him. Worthy man 1 What a eonHtitutioii had 
Mr. Montecute Crawley, to stand the wear and tear of his own 
feelings, racked, agonised, as they always were for his innocent^ 
his much-persecuted client, the homicide or highwayman at the 
bar I Happily, his emotion was always so very natural, aJid so 
very intense, that again and again it touched the bosoms of the 
jury, who could not — simple creatures 1 — but believe so eloquent, so 
earnest a gentleman, when he not only vouched for the isnocence 
of the unfortunate accused, but wept a shower of teara in testi- 
mony thereof. Tears, in fact, were Mr. Montecute Crawley's 
great weapons : but he had too true a notion of their value to use 
them save on extraordinary occasions, With all his tenderness, 
he had great powers of self-reatraint ; and, therefore, never dropt 
a tear upon any brief that brought liim less than five hundred 
guineas. He bad beard of *' the luxury of woe," and wiis deter- 
mined that with him at least the luxury should bear its proper 
price. Sis coarse and stony-hearted brethren at the bar had, in 
the envy and brutality of their souls, nicknamed Mr. Montwute 
Urawley, the watering-pot. But he— good, wlver-tongued man — 
heeded not the miserable jest. He talked and wept, and wept 
and talked, as though be felt assured that all the world believed 
bis words and teara, and that the augels knew them to be only 

mnterfeit. 

And Itobert Willis waa no~w to interest the sympathies of Mr, 
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Crawley, wbo bad been paid the AiU wcopiiig jirice— tbe fee being, 
as a, junioi' counsel said, up to wator-muik, The prtEooer and bla 
counsel were private together ; and, aa the aeeuaed went through 
luB Himpls tale, it was deligMiul to perceive the iutelligeuce that 
beamed in Mr, Moutecute Crawley's eye, aa tiiough he spied a 
Suw, ao wider than a apider'a thread, in the indictment ; and then 
for a moment he woald place hia ample brow-— writ and overwrit 
with so nuuiy acta of FaHIament — in hia anow-pure hand, medi- 
tating a. legal escape. " That 'b enongh," said Mr. Crawley, 
abruptly stopping the prisoner : " I 've made up my mind ; yes, I 
sec it at once ; an alibi, of course ; on alihi. You were at the 
iince at the Lamb and Star ; you Ve witnessea — yea, I know — 
Mr. Swag, your attorney, has told me all, and " 

" And you think I aholl get over it !" asked Willis, looking up 
with unabashed lace at liis defender. Mr. Montecute Crawley 
slightly nodded hie head ; whereupon the prisoner, with grossest 
familiarity, offered his hand. Mr. Crawley knew what was due to 
tbe dignity of his profession j he, therefore, looked frozenly at (he 
prisoner, rebuking him by that look into a proper sense of his 
in&my, and at the same time Dasei'ting bis own forensic couae- 
quence. " Meant no offence, sir," said the reprobate, " but aa I 
thought we met as friends, and as Master Wattles has promised to 
couie down well if you get me off, why I thought we might as 
wull shake hands on the bargain." 

" it is not necessaiy," said Mr. Crawley, with a new stock of 
dignity. " And now I think you have told me uU I I hope so, 
bv<»use I can give no further time to see you ; and therefore I 
hope, for your sake, I now know all J Ton understand me 1 " 

Innooent murderer ^~ unsophisticated assassin I He did not 
understand his beet defender. Deceived by what he thought a 
cordiality of voice, a look of interest, in Mr. Montecut* Crawley — 
and suddenly feeling that it would doubtless be for hia own 
especial beueht if he laid bare his heart — tliat black, bud thing — 
before bo able, so excellent a gentleman, Eobert Willis thought 
tiurt he owed him every confidenoe, and would, therefore, without 
fonhd' ceremony, discharge tha debt. " Why, no, sir," he 
taid, with the air of a man prepared to be praised for his ingenu- 
less, — "no, sir, I hav'n't told you all. You see, unde — I 
it sOiy it — had been a good sort of a fellow to me in his time : 
but somehow, he got plaguy cranky of late ; wouldn't coma down 
with the money nohow. And I put it to you, sir, who know 
whnt life is, — what '.s a young fellow like me to do without money I 
Well, the long and the short of it is this, — I shot the 
iLud that 'a the truth." 

virtue could have peeped into that prison, could 



it money? ^^H 

old chap, ^^H 

at thAt J^H 
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moment have belield the fiiee of Mr. Monteoute Crawley, would 
fihe not liBVB embraced — have wept over her champion — even as 
he had often wept on her acconnt 1 Ue etarted irom the cunfessed 
homicide, as though Cain himself had risen from heHide liim , 
" Scoundrel I monster ! villain ! " he exclaimed with passion, 
that must have been gennine, it was so violent. 

" £les9 nia 1 " cried the priaojier. " I hope yon 're not offended. 
You wanted to know all, sir," 

" Not that — not that, miscreant ! " and Mr. Montecute Crawley 
paced up and down in the very greatest diHtresa. " Monster, — I 
leave you to your fate : I '11 not stain my hands with such a lii'ieE 
No — never — never.' ' 

" You 'U not do that, fur, I 'm sure," said the murderer. " Too 
much of a gentleman for that. 'Specially when the Justice has 
coine down so hftudaoraely. ind I know him ; that 'a not all hell 
dOj if you get me olf." 

" Gat you off ! " cried Mr. Montecute Crawley with a diagnet 
that did the very highest and deepest honour to hia heart. — 
" What ! let loose a wild beast — a man-tiger into the world. 
Monsteiv-miacreant— miscreant I " With all Mr. Crawley's envi- 
able command of abuse, he lacked vituperation wherewith to 
express the intensity of his loathing ) and he therefore quitted the 
murdarer with a look of inexpressible scorn ; Robert Willis having, 
in his imagination, the very clearest view of the gaJlowa, with 
himself in. the cart, wending to his inevitable destination. He 
was given up by that miracle of an orator, Mr. Montecute Crawley, 
and there was nothing left hJTn but the hangman. 

Ingenuous Bobert Willis — unsophisticated homicide ! little 
linew that simple murderer the magnanimity of the lawyer, who 
would forget the imprudence o f the blood-shedder in pity for the 
erring fellow-creatnre^ Besides, Mr. Montecute Crawley, in his great 
respect for tbe intellectual cravings of the public, could not consent 
to deprive a crowded court of his expected speech ; an oration that, 
HB he knew, would impart very considerable enjoyment to hia 
fUiditors, and, possibly achieve a lasting glory for himself. There- 
fore, possessed of the knowledge of the prisoner's crime, it would 
be the businesa, the pride of Mr. Crawley to nrray him in a garb of 
innocence : though, everlastingly stained with blood, it would bs 
tbe fame of the orator to purify the nfiBassin,retuminghimbacktO 
the world enow-white and sweetened. And, with this detei'mimt- 
tioo, when tbe day of trial canie, Mr. Montecute Crawley entered 
the court, amidst the flattering admiration of all assembled. What 
a solemn man he looked I What a chamjuon of truth — what sn 
earnest orator in the cause of innocence — with every line in lib 
&ce a swelling lie I ' 
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Aatl the day of trial' came. 8t. James set upon the beiieh 

in cloBB neighbourliood to the Judge. The court was crowded. 

lAdies h&d dressed tbemselvEs as for a, gala ; and when the 

yrisouBr — hfthited with acrupuloua ueatneBH — appeiu^ at the 

bar, there was a murnmr feota the fair that at once acquitted so 

handsome, ao fiuely-made a tnon, of such a naughty crime. It 

Iras impoBfflhIe that with such a face — Buoh very fine eyes — Bueh 

wavy, silken hair, and above alt with such a Belf-assorisg smfle 

-it was impoeaible that such a creatiLre could be stauied with 

I old man's blood. And then the gentlewomen looked from 

&e prisoner to the prisonor'a oounaei, and beheld in hifl aweet 

gravity, his beautaM composure, an assurance that he, that 

■eloquent and sympathetic pleader, wa« possessed as with the con- 

ofhia own soul, of the goiliaessneaa of that oppreaaed, 

fliat haudaonie young man ; and would therefore plead with the 

Toiee and sublime fervour of a superior spirit for the accused at 

Ike bar; Men of every degree thronged the eoort. The gentry — 

Ml — the ruatiea of the ronntiT ; all preposaeaaed for the 

iprisoner. And many were the greettngs and shakings of the 

'Und exiianged with the prisoner's hinsman. Justice Wattles, 

vho tried to look hopeful, and fa) speak of the trial us nothing 

noTC than a- oeremony, necessary to Etop the mouth of slanderous 

wioiedness. And so, restless and inwardly sick ai heart and 

trembling, the Justice looked smilingly about the court : bnt 

never looked at the prisoner at the bar. The prisoner gaKetl 

tearchingly at the jury, and hia eyes brightened when he saw 

tlutt Simon Blink, landlord of the Lamb and Star, Iras' foreman 

of the twelve. 

The trial' began. One witness swore that on the evening of the 

torderheheordagun fired; and immediately he saw the prisoner 

>«t the bar rush from the direction of Cow Meadow. The ball 

'iad been extracted from the murdered man, and found to fit a 

gun, the prisoner's property, subsequently discovered in the farra- 

i. Every face in the court — even the face of Mr. Montecntfl 

rjey — fell, darkened nt the direct, atraightfurward evidence of 

wtness. He was then handed over to be dealt with by the 

coiinseL What awful meaning poaseasod his features, 

fhta he rose to turn inside out the -witness t What lightning in 

e — what a weight of scorn at his lip — what thunder in hia 

terrifying and confounding the simple man who had apoken 

riinple truth. Poor fellow ! in a few minutes he knew not what 

had spoken : his senses were distraught, lost : be would 

joely to himself answer for his own consciousness, so much was 

bewildered, flung about, made nothing of by that tremendous 

Mr. Moutecute Crawley. 
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" Answer lae, sir," tlinoder^d tlie inJignaQt counsel j " were 
yon never in gaol for feloDj ! Answer, sir." 

The man paused for a moment. He hud never bean in gsol for 
felony — Mr. Crawley knew that wall enough — nevertheleaa the 
question was put with such veh-ement confidenee, that, houest man 
as he was, the witness was for a. time unable to answer. At 
length he ventured to reply that he never had been eo imprisoned : 
which reply he again, and again repeated, warned by the counBel— 
as by the trumpet of judgment — (hat he was upon his oath. 

"And you've never been caught poaching — come, I shall get 
aometlung out of you 1 Speak up, sir ! Upon youi- oath — hav»_ 
yon never been caught setting wires for hares ? " roared 
Crawley. 

" Never, air," stammered the witness. " Never oa,ught ii 
life." 

" Ha ! you 've been lucky, th^n, my fine lellow," said tbe counaeL 
"You haven't been caught, that 'b what you mean, eh?" And 
at tliifl humorous distinction, Mr. Montecnte Crawley laughed— 
the prisoner, ont of gratitude to his champion, laughed — all men 
in the court laughed, and the pretty lailiea giggled. Assuredly 
there a no plaoe. in- which the very smallest joke goes ho far as in 
a court of justice. There,-a lirthing's worthof wit ifl.oflen taken 
as though it ware an ingot. And, accepted after aucb value, Mr. 
Monteoute Crawley was* tremendous wit. " I believe, sir," — he 
continued, — ''oome, sir, leave off twiddling your thumbs and look 
at me— I believe you 've been mixed up a little in smuggling I 
Come, you don't think there *s much barm in that t You knov 
how to run a tub or two, I suppose I " i. 

" No, I don't," answered the witness with-new confidence, 

"Bless me!" cried Mr, Crawley, "you're a very innocent' 
gentleman — very innocent, indeed." And then \dth much indig- 
nation at the unspotted character of the witness, he thundered, 
" Get dewn, sir I " Now, this seeming uncharitableness was, tt 
may he hoped,very repul^veto thekindlynatui'oof Mr.Ci'awley; 
but what he did, he did for the benefit of his client. To serve hia 
client it w.as — be held the obligation' as his Ibrenaic creed — it wu 
his duty to paint every witness against him the blackest block, 
that the suifering, iltused man at the bariuigbt stand 
candid relief to the moral darkness fi^wning against hiui. 
Mr. Crawley I In his heart of Jiearts, it was to him i 
sorrow that — for the interest of hia client — he wa 
oompelled to wear his gown, the solemn robe of the 
truth, as the privileged garment, holding safe the cowai'd and tlie 
bully. He was a gentleman — a most perfect gentleman — with an 
almost elfeminate sense of honour when — his gown vaa off. But 
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vheu he robed himself he knew that there might be dirty work to 
do, and if it must be done, why he did it aa though he ioved it. 

AH the witnesses for the proaecutioi;, save oae, had beau 
Giamined; iind the prisoner looked about him with blither lookfi: 
aud there was tax interchange of triumphant glance* between 
liiinself and valued old cronies in court that pkdnly s^ud, " AH 'a 
right ;" when St, Giles was called. Then the prisoner bit hia 
lip, and impaitientlj struck his fist upon the spikes in the front o£ 
the bar, aod then with a liard anule — as at Ms folly, his absence 
of mind — wri^t Ma handkerchief about his bleeding hand. It 
waa nothing — a mere moment of ubeurd forgetfulness. How coold 
he be bo ridiculous ! 

St. Giles was sworn. There was somethiDg strange. and loleinii 
in that miserable face ; marked and lined aa it was. with a sad 
Mstoiy. The man had been well-fed, well-lodged, though in a 
gaol. Imiwisoned as a rogue and -vagabond, he had nerertheless 
tasted of comforts that, until the crime of poverty and destitution 
WHS put upon him, he had not for many a, season, known ; n.nd 
yet he looked harassed, weary, and wasted. Poor wretch I He 
had long wrestled with liimself. He felt that he was cursed with 
knowledge of a secret forced upon bun. It was another of tJie 
numy nneamed wrongs that blighted liim. He hated himself that 
he had been brought' to stand in that comt on accuser of that 
man at the bar. He had fought against the feeling that had 
urged him to tell all ; and then in the dead of uight a Toice would 
cry in his ear, "Murrler — murder! remember, it is murder! base, 
bad, moet unnatural murder 1 " — end to, aa he thought, to lift a 
load from his heart, he demanded to be talien to the keeper of the 
gaol ; ssd then — aolenudy admomshed by the pria<«i chaplain — 
be narrated the terrible story that, in his hour of mad defiance 
Bobert Willis had told his fellow-prisouer. That confesraon mode, 
Bt Giles felt himself a wretch— a traitia to the man who had put 
the secret on him : he wonkl have given worlds to recall the story 
told ; it was impos^ble. He bad told all. And in open court, 
he would be summoned to meet, eye to eye, tha prisoner : would 
be made to rehearse a tale that aliould make that man, smiling so 
full of health and strength at the boi', a clod of earth. It wiu 
these thoughts that had cut themselves in the face of St. Giles : 
it wns these thoughts that, like poison, struck a coldness at his 
heart ; njade him tremble, and look a most forlorn and guilty 
wretch, when called upon to tell his story. 

He told all he knew. The prisoner at the bar bad confessed to 
him that, slung by the unwillingness of hia uncle to feed his 

tuis, he had killed the old man : at such an hour — with such 
instnuutint. More ; he bad robbed him : and hud hidden the 
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dead man'H pocket-book aomewhere nenr PLnckton's Comer. Tlie 
priaoner bad dropt a ring — it h^ always been too laj^ for bim 
—48 be feared, upon the spot wbere the old niaa fell. 

An d then St. Qiles was crosB-exantined : anatomised, torn to 
pieoea by the counsel for tbe prisoner. A very few minutes, uid 
BO potent waa tbe bomti, the indignation of Mr. Crawley, that St, 
Giles stood before the court the vileet of the vile of men ; a, biunan 
reptile, a moral blotch : a shame npon tbe race of Adam, The 
whole court looked upon him with wondering eyes — a monster o( 
wickedness. And 8t. Giles felt tbe ignominy : it pierced him 
like a. sword ; yet with cobn, unaltered looks be met the hatred of 
all around him 

And with the testimony of St. Giles dosed tbe eridauce for tbe 
prosecution. Twenty witnesses for the prisoner proved that it 
was impossible he could have been near Cow Meadow at the time 
of the murder ; no : he was at a merry-nutking' at tbe Lamb and 
Star. Again, every inch of Pinckton'a Comer had been searched, 
and there was no pocket-book ; another proof — if eucb indeed 
were needed — of the diabolic malice of St. Giles, who, it was plain, 
to cloak his own infamy with some small credit, hoped to destroy 
tbe prisoner. Mr. Mouteeute Crawley had been eiceedingly moved 
by tJus tremendous evidence tf the iniquity of man. Whilat croas- 
examining St. Giles, the counsel, touching'upon what he termed 
the apocryphal pocket-book, had wept ; yes, had suffered large 
round tears to "course down hia innocent nose," to tbe lively 
concern of the court j and, more especially, to tbe emotion <rf 
many ladies, wbo wept in sympathy with that sweet man, that 
BofWiearted barrister. 

The judge summed up the evidence ; and the jury, after the 
pause of perhaps two minutes — their verdict was already smiling 
in their faces — through their ready foreman, Simon Blink, 
acquitted the prisoner. Robert Wdlia was — Not Guilty ! Wluit 
a riiout rose from the court I It was in vain that the judge looked 
angrily around bim : there was another huzza ; another, and 
auothex. Friends and neighboars shook each other by the hand ; 
and all blessed tbe admirable Mr. Crawley, tbe excellent judge, 
the upright and most mnidy jury. The hubbub suddenly censed j 
and wherefore t Men were touched into respectful silence ; and 
why ) Oh, the scene waa most impressive : for Mr. JusticA 
Wattles — an old and most respectable magietiate — entered the 
dock ; and there, in the face of tbe world, embraced his inDooent 
kinsman — folded to hia heart the pure, the spotless, the acquitted. 
And then Eobert Willis left the gaol ; and the multitude without 
■houtcd their sympathy and gratitude. 

St. Giles remained within tlie prison, Hia term of captivity 
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traa ended : vet, compassionating bis miaeiy, the governor would 
permit him to remain until nigbt-foU, when be might depart 
ODBeen. Bid he ahuw himself in open day — such wss the belief 
of the people of the gaol — the mob would tear him pieeemeaL He 
hod tried to hang an imiocent man : would hare xbed the blood 
«f the noblest creature in the county ; and burning alive was a 
ilte too good ibr him. And thus St. Giles was spumed and 
execrated. Shut up with felons, he was shunned by them aa 
lometbing moostrous ; a demon, for whom they had no words 
Bare those of cursing and contempt. St. Giles, with a crushed 
heart, walked the court-yard. A few paces were tacitly allowed 
him by his fellow-prisoners ; and he walked, in misery, apart 
from all. It waa a beautiful aumjuer'a evening, and he panaed, 
and «ith glassy, vacant eye, surveyed a Ewarm ot insects dancing 
and whirling in that brief, bright world of theirs, a sunbeam in a 
gaol. "A gentleman wants to speak to yon," said one of the 
tumkejB, looking contemptuously at the witness for the crown 
" Come this way." St. Giles obeyed the order, and entering the 
body of the prison, foimd there his former benefactor, young 
St. James. 

"You are the man who gave evidence against the parson tried 
t«)-d«y for murder 1 " said St. James. 

" Tea, air ; and I spoke the truth ; the very words the man 
Kiid to ma, 1 — " 

" It is no matter. I did not send for yon on that bad business. 
Yon and I have met befure 1 How is it that I find you in this 
place?" 

"I hod no place to lay my head in, not a penny, only what 
jour lionour'a goodness gave me, to buy a crumb ; and so for that 
reason, after I 'd been hauled up, as they said, for killing a man 
that waa afterwards found alive, they sent me here. But bless 
joa, kind gentleman I for your goodness to me, I hav'n't been 
without doing wrong in my time, sir, I know that : but tha world, 
air, hasn't dealt kindly with me, nohow ; it hasn't, indeed, sir." 

" Where do you come from 1 " aakBt! St. Jnmea. 

" I come, air, from" — and St. Giles stammered — " I come from 
abroad." 

" And you arc wUling to earn honest breed 1 Is it so ? " s^d 
Ilia lordship. 

" Oh, air I " cried St. Giles, " if I might only have the chance ! 
Bat it 's a hard case to put a man to — a hard case tKi deny a 
ndsemble cretur honest bread, and then if he don't starve without 
a word like a rat in a hole, to Bend liiiu here to gaoL I say it, 
air ; I 've hail my eins— God pardon 'em— but I 've been roughly 
treated, sir j roughly treated." 
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** I bope to think so," sai'f St. James. " I may be wrong ; but 
what I have atea of you lo-daj indnces me to trust you. I vant 
to know nothiiig of your histot; ; nothing of the past. All I 
expect IB an honest fdtnre. If too can promise this, yon shall 
enl«r my serrice, and bo stand upright asala in the world." 

" I do protoiee, air — with all my heart and booI — with all" — 
bnt the poor fellow could speak no more ; tears poured down his 
fiice ; tenn choked his speech. 

"Here is money. Get yoniself decent covering, and make 
yonr way to London. When there, present youwelf at tny honae. 
Send this card to me, and I wiU see what may be done for yon. 
Eemember, I depend upon yonr good resolution, that I may not 
be laughed at for hiring a servant from a gaoL" With these 
words, St. James quitted the prison, leaving St. CHles bewildered, 
lost in happiness. He glanced at the card, saw the name — tbe 
Dame of that noble, grunons boy, who had before pretiervad him 
— and the poor conrfct fell upon his knees, and with a gratefiil, 
bniBting heart prayed for his protector. d 

Let OB now tor a brief space, shift the scene to the Lamb and 
Staf. It was ten at night, and the house wa.t crammed 'with 
reveller^ aJl met to celebrate the triumph of injured innocence ; 
to drink and drink to the attested purity of Robert Willis. What 
fitoriM were told of his spirit, his address, iiia gallantry j how 
often, too, were curses called down upon the head of him who 
would haTe spilt such guiltless blood ; how often did the driukera 
wish they had St. Giles among them, that they might tear him 
to bits — yes, limb him for his infamy ! And ere the night passed 
they had their wish ; for St, Giles entered the I^jnb and Star, 
and called with the confidence of a customer about him. But 
who was to know St. Giles in the neatly-dresaed, trim-looking 
groom — the tall, cleaa-feced looking young fellow — that took his 
jnug of ale from the hands of Becky, and nodded so smilingly at 
her ? Tnie it is, the girl stared ; the blood rushed about her fiice, 
and darting from the room, she rritd to herself " It is — it is 1 the 
Lord preserve us ; " but Eecty looked with womanly eyes, and so 
remembered the ragged outcast in the spruce serving-man. In & 
few moments she returned to the room, and whilst she affected to 
give change to St. Giles, she said in a low, aptated Toice — " I 
know you— they '11 know you, too, soon ; and than they '11 have 
yoiir life ; go away : if you love — if you love yourself go away I 
What a man you are I What brings you here ?" 

■' Just tliis little remembrance," said St. Giles, " for you got 
yourself into trouble for helping me : just this odd little matter ; 
keep it fur my sake, wench,"' and he placed a little silken huswife 
in her trembling liaiid. 
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"liaw!" said Becky, "I didn''t do notliiiig for you that I 
wouldn't ha' done for auy body else ; still I will keep thia anyhow ;" 
and Becky agma bloshiiig, again ran from th« room. At the 
satne moment there was a shout outside the house of " Iklast^r 
WUlis — Master Willis ! " and loud and long were the huzzas that 
followed. The door was flung open, aod Willis, frantiely drunk, 
raahed in, followed by several of his companions who with him 
had celebrated the triumph of the day. Willis threw himself into 
I, cb^r, and called for a. " thousand bowls of punch " — and then 
he would have a song — and then he would have all the Ullage 
girls roused up. and would dance the night through. 

Great waa the respect felt by the landlord of the Lamb and Star 
for Mr, Willis ; nerertheless, the tumult rose to such a height, 
that Blink, with bending back, and in the very softest voice, begged 
of hia honour not to insist upon a dance so late at night. Willis, 
iri^ a deatb-pale face — his hair diaoniered — his eyes stupidly 
rolling — glared and hiccupped, aiid snapped his fingei-sat thenoss 
of the landlord. 

" Now squire, do be advised ; do, indeed : you 11 hurt your 
health, squire, il' you 've any more to night, I know you will," 
Hud Blink. 

" Toil know ! " shouted WiUis — " Mughead ! what do you 
know ? Yes — ha 1 ha I ha ! — you 're a pretty conjuror, you are. 
Ton know I Ha ! you were the foreman of the jury, I believe 1 
A pretty foreman— a precious jury ! And jou found me Not 
Gnilty 1 Pool ! nincompoop— ass ! Here, I want to say some- 
Uung to you. Closer — a little closer." Blink approached still 
nearer to the drunken madman, when the ruffian spat in the land- 
lord's face ; he than roared a laugh, and 8houted^"That foryoul 
I killed the old fellow — I did it — donm me, I did it." And the 
wretchj trying to rise from his chair, fell prostrate to the ground j 
whilst nil in the room shrunk with horror from the aelf-denounced 
homicide. 
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Etkbt guest of the Lamb and Star bore away the confession of 
the agSHBsin ; and full soon scornful, loathing looks beset the path 
of Eobert Willis. The gosaipping villagers would stand sOent, 
eyeing him askaunce, as he passed them. The dullest hind would 
return his nod and good-morrow with a sullen, awkward air. Even 
little diildren cowered from him, huddling about their mothers, aa 
the gay homicide would pat their heads, and give them pennies. 
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It did not aerve, tlist Robert WUlia with a roaiing laugh declarcl 
the whole a jeat — ft drunken frolic just to make folks stare. It 
served not that he would iondl^ and laborioualj chockle " to think 
bow he hod made Blink shake — and how, with just a word 
he had taken everybody in." No ; the confession of the murdt 
hod sunk into the hearts of his hearers ; the tale spread fkr i 
wide, and not even butts of ale — and Willis tried that Letbt 
would drown the memory of it. And ao in. brief time, the mia 
able wretch waa left alone with the Genda. A few, out of pure leva 
of the liquor he beatowed, would still have doubled the Uood- 
guiltiness of their patron ; but even they conld not long con&oot 
the reproaches of their fellows. And ao, with a late and hesitating 
virtue, they wiped their lips of the murderer's malt, and uonaented 
to believe him very bad indeed. Willis, as one by one dropt from 
bim, grew fiercely confident ; battling with brazen brow the tooka 
of all. Unequal fi^t ! The devil is a coward in the end : and 
so, after a ahow of aeomfnl oppodtion, the poor cowed fiend gave 
up tlie contest and Bobert Willis went no man knew whether, 
sad blow waa this to Justice Wattles. That be ahould have spent 
so much money on so hopeless a creature 1 That he shonid ban 
gone to the heavy expense of Mr. Montecute Crawley I That aM 
so vast a price he shoiild have SEived hia kinsman from the gibbet,—! 
when the desperate fool had bung himself in the opinion of all' 
men I It wonld have been better, fiir cheaper, to let tmth take 
its course, — but then there was the respectability of the frjnily ! 
And yet, it was some poor consolation to the puzzled justice, that 
however a Willis might have deserved the gallows, he had eaoaped 
it : opinion vas a hard thing ; but at the hardest it was not 
tightened hemp. Nobody coulJ say that a WilUs was ever hanged. 
Truth, after all, had not beea sacrificed for nothing ; and that was 
Borne comfort. 

In due course, the Kent waggon brought Bt. Giles to London. 
It waa about five o'clock on a bright summer morning when 
St. Giles, with rapturous eyes looked upon the Borough. Yea, he 
had returned to his hard-nursing mother, London. She had taught 
him to pick and steal, aud lie, and when yet a child, to anticipate 
iniquitiBB of men ; and then — foolish, guilty mother ! — she had 
Boourged her youngling for Us naughtUiess ; believing by the 
severity of her chastisement beat to show her eeom of vice, her 
love of goodness. And St. Giles, as the waggon crawled alongi 
lay fiiE length upon the straw, and mused upon the frequent 
haunts of his early days. 

Sweet and balmy sweet such thoughts I Eefreahing to the aoul, 
jaded and fretftd from the figlit of men, to slake its thirst for 
peace and beauty, at the fountain of memory, when childhood 
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eeemed to have plajed with augela j What a luxiuy of the 
heart, to cast off the present hke a I'oul, begrimed gannent, 
and let the soul walk awhile in the Tiiiked JDiiocence of the 
past 1 Here is the scene of a happ;f childhood. It is fiill of 
gruoioQB shapes — a reaurrection of the gentle, heaTitifiil ! We have 
I nil in that field, and thought the lark — a trembling, fluttering 
epeok of song above na — must be very near to God, That field 
is filled with sweetest memories, as with flowers. And there 
is an old — old tree. How often have we climbed it, and, throned 
amid its bonghs, have read a wondrous book ; a something 
beating like a drmu at our heart : a something that confusing us 
with a dim sense of glory, haa fiUed our soul with a strange, fitful 
music, B£ with the sounds of a ^-coming triumph ! Such maj 
ba the memories of a happy jouth ! And what, as St. Giles, with 
his &ce leaning on Ms propped hands, gazed from the waggon, 
what^ seeing the scenes of his childhood — what saw he I Manj 
things big with many thougbta. 

Yea J how well he knew that court ! Sis-and-thirty hours' 
hnnger had raged in his vitals, and with a desperate plunge, he had 
dived into a pocket. It was empty. But the would-be thief had 
been felt, and was hotly pursued. He turned up that court. He 
was very young, then; aiid,likeafool, knewnottheins-and-outsof 
the Borough. He ran up the court ; there waa no outlet ; and the 
young tluef was caught like a stoat in a trap. And now St. Giles 
sees the joy of his pursuer ; and almost feels the blow the good, 
indignant man, dealt as with a flail upon tli« half-naked child. 
Ay, and it was at that post, that Ms foot elipt when he was chased 
by the beadle for stealing two potatoes from a dealer's sack — Yes ; 
sad opposite that very tonse, the beadle laid about Mm with his 
cane ; and there it wHa that the big, raw-boned, painted woman, 
tore liim from the beadle's graap ; and giving bim a penny, told 
him with an oath to run for very life. Such were the memories 
— yea, every taming had such — that thronged upon St. GUes, 
gazing in thought upon hia childhood days, irom the Kent waggon. 

And then happier thoughts possessed our hero. He looked 
agrun and again at the card given him by St- James ; and that 
bit of paper with its few words was a talisman to his eoul ; a 
written spel! that threw a beauty and a brightness about the mean- 
est things of London. Human life moved about him full of hope 
and dignity. He bad — or would have — an interest in the great 
game — how great and how small ! — of men. He would no longer 
be a man-wolf ; a wretched thing to hunt and be hunted. He 
would know the daily sweets of honest bread, and sleep the sleep 
of peace, Wliat a promotion in the scale of life i What unhoped 
felicity, to be permitted to be honest, gentle 1 What a saving 
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mercy, to be allowed to wait upright with those he might be^ to 
look upon as fellow-creaturea I And aa St. Giles thought of this, 
he could hare Mien upon his kneea on London atones, in thank' 
fulness and penitence. Solitude to him had been a softening 
teacher. Meditation had come upon him in the far wilda : and 
the isolated, badged, and toiLing felon for the first time thought 
of the myatery of himself ; for the first time dared to look in upon 
hia heart — a look tha,t some who patta for bold men Bometimea care 
not to take — and he resolved to fight against what seemed his fate. 
He would get back to the world. Despite of the sentence that 
bade him not to hope, he would hope. Though doomed to be a 
life-long human instrument, & drudging carcoae, he would win 
back hia manhood — he would return to life a aelf-respecting being. 
And this possessing will beat, constant aa a pulse, within him. 
And these feelings, though the untutored man could give them no 
harmonious utterance, still sustained and soothed him, and now, 
in London streets, mode moat hopeiHil mudc to bis aoul. 

And St. Giles passed through old familiar places, and would not 
ponder on the miserable memories that thronged them. No ; with 
a strong will, he Icud the rising ghosts of his boyish days, and 
went with growing stoutness on. He was bound for St. JamesV 
Bquare, and the way before him waa a path of pleasure. How 
changed was London-bridge ! To hia boyhood it had been a mB« 
of smoked, grimed atone: and now it seemed a shape of grace and 
beauty. He looked, too, at the thousand ships that, wherever the 
sea roUed, with mute ^gantic power told the strength, the wealth, 
and enterprise of England. He looked, and would not think of the 
convict craft, laden with crimes, and wrong, and blasphemy, that 
had borne him to his doom. IHe passed along, through Lombttld- 
Btreet to the Bank ; andhepaDsedandsmiledaahe thought of the 
time when the place aeemed to him a place of awful splendour ; a 
visible heaven, and they he thought who went for moneys there. 
" angels ascending and descending." And above all, what a glory 
it would be fbr him — a fame mu'pasMiig oU burglarious renown — 
to rob that Bonk of England. And then he saw the Mansion- 
house ; and thought of the severe and solemn Alderman who 
had sentenced him to Bridewell. And then St. Giles passed 
along Cheapaide, and stood before St. Paul's church ; and then for 
the first time feltsomewhat of its tretoendous beauty. It had been 
to him a, mere mountain of stone, with a clock upon it ; and now, 
he fi'lt himself subdued, reSned, as the Cathedral, like some 
strange harmony, sank into his aouL He thought, too, of CSiriat 
and the fishermen and] tent-makers Christ had glorified — for he 
had learned to read of them when a felon in the wildemeaa, — and 
Jiia heart glowed with CTmatian {ervout nt Christ's temple,— that 
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i glory mode and dedicated to the purposes of the Great 
Teneher — moat mighty in hia gentleneaa, most triumphant hy hia 
eodaranoe, most ftdorabla by the charity that lie taught to men, aa 
mortal link to hold them still to God 1 Could expreauon 
have breathed upon the thoughts of St, Giles, thus he n)igl)t have 
deiiTered Hmself, He spoke not : hut stood gating at the church, 
and thinting what it blessing it was upon a laad, wherein temples 
for Bach porpoaea abounded ; where solemn men set themselves 
apart from the sordid ways of life, keeping their minda calm 
and midefiled from the chink and touch of money, to heed of 
nothing but the fainting, bleeding, erring hearts of those who had 
dwelt upon the earth as though the earth had never a grave. Te« ; 
it waa a ble«mng to breathe in such a land. It was a destiny 
demanding a daily prayer of thankfulness, to know that Cliriatiam 
charity was preached from a, thousand mid a thousand pulpits ; to 
feel that the spirits of the Apostlea, their earnest, truthful spirits, 
(ere solemnised by inspiration), still animated bishops, deana, and 
rectors ; and even cast a glory on the worn coata of how many 
thousand curates ! St. Giles, the returned transport, the igno- 
Tant and miming man ; St, Giles, whose innocence of childhood 
had been offered to the Moloch selfishness of society, even 
St. Giles felt all this ; and with swelling heart and the tears in 
his throat, passed down Ludgate-Hill with a fervent devotion, 
thanking his God who had brought him from the land of cannibals 
to the laud of Christians, 

And now is St, Giles aroused hy a stream of people passing 
upward and downward, and as though led by one purpose taming 
mto the Old Bwley. " What 's this crowd about 1 " he asked of 
one, ami ere he was answered, he saw far down at Newgate door 
a scaffold and abeam ; and a mass of human creatures, crowded 
Hke bees, goring upon them, — " What 's this 1 " again asked 
St. Giles, and he felt the sickness of death upon him. 

" What 's this ! " cried a fellow -with a sneering leer, — " Why, 
where do you come from to ask that t Why it 's king George's 
new drop, and this is the first day he 's going to try it. No more 
hanging at Tyburn now ; no more diinks of ale at the Pound, It 'a 
o be the matter of a minute, they say. But it will never 
■it never does ; none of theae new-fangled things. Nothing 
Eke the old horse and cart, taka my word for it. Besides, all 
Loudon could see something of the show when they went to 
Tyborn, while neit to nobody can be 'coramodated in the Old 
^iley. But it serves me right. If I hadn't got so precious 
ilmnk last night, I 'd been up in time to have got a place near the 
giiUowB. Bilenoe ! There goes eight o'clock." 

Aid as theiourwasstrucb by thebell8oEChm\,\aIlC^l■>lIduea— 
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of clinrchea boitL in Christ'e name, who coDqaered veDgeanoe by 
charity — men were led forth to be Btraogled by men, their last 
momenta soothed and made hopeful by Christ's clergymaD. 

There yraa a sudden hush among the crowd ; and St. Gilce 
felt huDself rooted where he stood ; with gaping montli, and eys 
glaring towarda Newgate. The criminals, trussed fof the grar^ 
came ont. " One — two — ttree — four — five — mi — seffen," — cried 
St. Giles in a riaing acream, mimberiog the wretches as each 
passed to his place — " eight — nine — ten — good God 1 how many I " 
— and terror-stricken, he could count no farther. 

And then the last night'a bacchanal neit St. Giles, took np the 
reckoning, counting as he wonid have counted so many logs of 
wood, BO many sacks of coals.— " Eght — nine — ten — eleven — 
twelve — thirteen — fourteen — fifteen. That's all; yes, it was to 
be fifteen : that httle chap *s the last. Fifteen." 

Iteader, panae a moment, Brop not the book with sudden 
iniUgnation at the writer who, to make the ingredients of his stoiy 
"thiek and slab," invents this horror. No ; he but copies frow 
the chronioles of the Old B^ey. Turn to them, incredulous 
reader, and yon will find that on the balmy morning of the twanty- 
third of Jime, in the year of our Offended Lord, one thousand 
seven hundred and eighty-ibur, fifteen human heinga were hanged 
in front of Newgate : death-offerings to the laws and virtues of 
merry England. It was th« first day, too, of the new drop ; and 
the novel engine must be graced with a gallant number. Fame 
has her laurels ; why should not Justice have her ropes ) There 
was, too, a plenaantiy — the devil must joke after some snch 
fashion — in ttying the subataice and capacity of a new gallowa, 
by so much weight of hnman flesh convulsed in the death- 
struggle. And so — great was the l^islative wit ! — there were 
fifteen to be strangled. A great example this to an erring, law^ 
breaking world of — the strength of timber 1 

The Lords of the Privy Council had met, with good king George 
the Third at their head, to coiTcct the vices of the laud. Thera 
was death for the burglar — death for the footpad — death for th» 
aheep-stealer — death, death, death for a hundred different sinners. 
The hangman was the one social phyracian, and was thought to 
cure all peccant ills. Horrible, ghastly quack ! And yet the 
king's majesty beUeved in the hideous mountebank, and every 
week, by the advice of his Lords of the Council — the wise men 
of St. James's, the Magi of the kingdom, the starred and gartered 
philosophera and philanthropists — every week did sacred i^yalt^ 
call in Jack Eetch to cure hia aoulisick children ! Yen, ; tt was 
with the hangman's Unger^, that the father of his people touchiMl 
the People's Evil. And if in sooth the malady was not allayed. 
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1 for no lack of iiatenial tending, sinee we find in tlie Old 

Bailej Eegister — that thing of blood, and bigotry, and ignorance, 

-that, in one little year, in ahnost the first tnelvemonth of the 

iw drop, the hftngmnn was Bent to ninetj-six wretches, who were 

ihlidy cured of their ilia in the front of Newgate ! And the 

ing in Cooncil thought there waa no such remedy for crime as 

e grare ; and therefore, by the counsel of hia privy sagea, failed 

Bot to prescribe death-warranta. To reform man was a tedious 

and nncertmn labour : now hanging was the sure worl: of a 



Oh, that the ghosts of all the martyra of the Old Bailey — and, 

Shough oar profession of faith may moke some moral anti- 

uisjis stare, it is our invincible belief that the Newgate 

lesdar has ita black array of martyrs ; victims to ignorance, 

rFersenwM, prejudice ; creatures doomed by the bigotry of the 

lundl table ; by the old hauntiDg love of blood as the best cure 

: worst of ills : — Oh, that the facea of all of these could look 

im Xewgate walla ! That bat for a moment the men who 

. lAle for the laws of death, as for some sweet household privi- 

lage, might behold the grim mistake ; the awful sacrilegious 

blunder of the post ; and, seeing, make amendment for the 

'tore. 

A few minutes, &nd fifteen huma.n crcntmvs, sanctified with 
immortal souls, were carcases. Th« wisdom of the king and 
lotda ia council was made manifest to the world by fifteen scare- 
ns to guilt, pendent, and swaying to and fro. A few minutes, 
the heart of London, ay of the Old Bailey, beat equably as 
iH&re. The criminals were hanged, cut down, and the mob 
M^iBTBted only to meet — if it ahould again pleaae the wiadom of 
m king in council — for a like show on the next Monday ; Saint 
Usnday being, in the good old hem.pen times, the hangman's 
^wcial saint's day. 

The Bofferers were scarcely dead, when St. Giles staggered like 

t dmnken man from the crowd. He made hia way down Lud- 

gU#4ull, uid sick and reeling, proceeded up Fleet-street. He 

Mw, he felt that the people stared at liim ; and the thought that 

he WBB an escaped felon— that if detected he would as surely 

■ree the bloody scene, as surely as those fifteen coraea scarce 

struggling— seemed to wither him. He stumbled against a 

post ; then, for a moment gathering energy for the effort, he turned 

■p Shoe-lane, and entered a public-Loose. " A mug of water, 

ter ; " he oskcti of the landlord. 

It 'b II liquor we don't sell," said the host, " and I can't afibrd 

lo ghre it &way. Water ! I should thlok a dram of brandy would 

better for your complaint. Why, you look like a Uue-bag. 
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Got no cfttchiug sickneBs I hope 1 Tf ho, be so good aa to gol 
another house. I 've never yet had a day's ilhiesa, and I d( ' 
inteod to have." 

" Nothing hut a httle faint, master. I passed, just now, by 
Old Bailey, and — and it 'a been too much for me." 

" 'Well, yon must have a coddled sort of heart, yon miw 
should have gone myself^ onJy I couldn't leave the bar ; for 
don't hang fifteen every day, and — why, if now yon aint as vrl 
as if you 'd ran irom the gallows yourself" 

" Water, master — water," cried St. Gilea, — 
brftndy, I '11 take that afterwards." 

" Better take it first," aaid the landlord, " but that 'a yoor 
buMness. Well, I shouldn't much like suuli cuBtomers as you," 
he abided, as St. Gilea hastily quaffed the lymph. " Now, do 
take some of the real stuff ; or, with that cold rubbish, you '11 ^ve 
yourself the aygur ; " and the host pressed the brandy. 

" In a minute ; I'll Just eit down a bit," said St. Giles, and 
taking the brandy, he entered a side-room. It was empty. Seat- 
ing himself, with the untasted hquor before him, he again saw the 
vision that had appalled and rooted b'm in the Old Bailey. He 
could swear to it — it was clear to his eye as his own hand. All 
but himseff Lad beheld fifteen felons on the drop, but he had 
eeen sixteen ; and the last, the sixteenth, wa« himself; yes, if in 
a glass he had ever seen himself. True ; it was but a vision — but 
a vision that foreshadowed a horrid truth. He had escaped from 
captivity to be hanged for the crime. All the bright promises of 
the morning had vanished, and, iu the bitterness of his thoughts, 
he already sat in the gloom of Newgate. Thus sunk in misery, 
he was unconscious of the entrance of a visitor, who, in a few 
moments, startled him with a greeting. 

" Been to the Jug, mate 1 A cruel fine day to be hanged 
isn't it 1" asked the new-comer. 

St, Giles looked at the speaker, who suddenly recoiled 

hia glance, ae from the glare of some wild besBt. 

what's the matter?" asked the man. "Do you think yon 11 
know me again, that you atare in that way I Perbapa, you do 
know me 1 " 

" Not at all, friend ; not at all ] though coming suddenly, you 
startled me a httle at first." But instantly, St. Giles recognised 
his old master and tempter, Tom Blast. "Vice had cut slill deeper 
lines in his wicked face ; liraa had crowned him with ita most 
horrid crown, grey hairs upon a guilty head ; time sat heavily 
upon bis back, yet St. Giles knew his early tutor ; knew the 
villain who had snared his boyhood, making him a doomed slave 
for his natural life. Rerce thoughts rose in the heart of St. Giles, 
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la he gazed upon the traitor who haA sold him ; a moment, and 
he could have dipped his hands in tViat old man's blood : another, 
bstant, and he looked upon him with compoasion, with deepest 
pitf. The villain saw the clumge, and took new confidence. 

" It 'b lucky times for you, mate, if jou can tipple hrandy. If 
I Ve had nothing but five-farden beer since Tuesday, may I be 
losoned ! " 

" Toll may have this for me," said St. Giles, and he gave 
Bkst the brandy, which the old knave greedily swiUlowed. 

" Should like to meet with one o' your sort every day," cried 
Blast, smacking his lipa. " Never saw your like afore," 

" Indeed J " aaked St. Giles, who, from the tone and manner of 
Blast, felt himself secure from discovery. " Indeed 1 " 

" No, never, Tou couldn't tell me where I could see you to- 
morrow 1 " asked Blast, 

" Why, where may you he found — where do you live J " ques- 
tioned St. Giles quickly. 

" Oh, I live at Horsleydown ; but I so like the look o' you, 
mate, I 'U meet you here," anawered Blast, " 1 'm agreeable to 
anything." 

' Veiy well," said St. Giles, " say twelve o'clock [ we 'U have 
■neither glass. Stay, you can have ajiother cow ; here 'a sixpence 
for the treat. I must go ; good bye ; " and St. Gdes was hurrying 
ftway, when Blast seized him hy the hand, and whilst our hero 
dirunk and shook at his touch, swore that he was a good fellow, 
■nd a regular king. St, Giles, releasing himself, retreated quickly 
frttiD the house, casting freiiuost looks behind that he might 
&ot be followed by his former friend, whom, it was his hope, 
despite of the engagement of the morrow, never to behold again. 
Nevertheless, St. Giles had yearned to have some further speech 
•ith Blast, Half-a-dozen times the words were at hia lips, and 
then the fear of the chance of detection kept Mm dumb. And 
Bgun he repented that he had not risked the peril, that he 
kight at once have known the &te of his mother. He had heard 
word of her, "Was she dead 1 Bemembering what was her 
he almost hoped so. Yet she was the only creature of hia 
and, if HlUl living, it would be to him some solace — some- 
a link him anew to her — to snatch her old age fttim the 
that defiled it. With these thoughts, St. Giles took hia 

vf np the Strand, and feeling a atrauge pleasure In the daring, 

H soon in Bow-street, He approached the office : the judg- 

Bni,eeat where be was arraigned for bis maiden thefL There at 

edoor, pbying with his watob-chaiu — with almost the same face, 

e same cut clothes, the same flower in his mouth, of fifteen years 
itood Jerry Whistle, officer, and prime thief-taker. A sort 
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of liuniaii blood-hoond, as it seemed eipressly &shioned b;r ntadam 
nature, to watch and seize on evil-doers. He appeared to be sent 
into this world with a peculiar cose for robhere ; scenting diem 
through all their doublings, although they should pat seas between 
him and them. And Jerry performed his functions with such 
extreme good-humour, seized upon a. culprit with such great good- 
nature, that it seemed impossible that deatb should end a cra«- 
mony so cordially began. Jerry WHstia would take a man to 
Newgate as to a tavern ; a place wherein human nature might 
with the fattest and the strongest enjoy itself. 

Ab St. Giles approached Whistle, he thought that worthy officer, 
learned as he was in human countenances, eyed him with a look 
of remembi-auce ; whereupon, with a wise boldneBS, St. Oilea 
stepped up to him, and asked the way to Seven Dials. " Straight 
ahead, my tuhp, aad ask iigain," said Jerry ; and he continued to 
sack his pink and chink his watch chain. 

In H few minutsB, St, Giles was iu Short's Gardens. He looked 
upwards at the third floor ; where his first &iend, Mrs. Aniseed, 
had carried him to her gentle-hearted lord. Bright Jeni. No : 
they were tenants there no longer. The windows, always bright, 
were crusted with dust ; two were broken, and pab^ied with 
paper. And there wm no flower-pot, with its threc-pennTworth 
of nature Irom Covent-gnrden ; no singing-bird. St. Qiles, with n 
mnkingof the heart, passed on. It was plain he had lost a part of 
something that, in his hours of exile, had mode EngUnd so &ii a 
land of promise to him. He turned his steps towards Seren 
Dials. He would look up at the shop of the muffin-maker : of 
course he could not make himself known — at least not yet — to 
that Bweet-and-bitter philanthropist, Capstick : but it wonld be 
something to see how time had dealt with him. A short spacer 
and St, Giles approached the door ; the very threshold te had 
crossed with basket and bell. Capstick had departed ; no mufflu 
graced the window. The shop was tenanted by a snaall under- 
taker ; a tradesman who had to higgle with the poor for his prim 
of laying that eye-sore, poverty, in the arms of the maternal earth 
who, least partial of alt mothers, treats her ofispring all alike. 
" Can he be dead I " tltought St. GUes, for the moment nncoo- 
bcioubIj associating his benefactor with the emblems of mortality; 
as though death had come there and edged the muffin-maker out. 
Ere he could think another thought, St. Giles stood in the attop. 
The master, whistling a jig of the time, was at his work, drinng 
tin tacks into a baby's coffin. The pawnbroker would have an- 
other gown — a blanket, it might be — for those tin taeks ; bat 
that was nothing : why should wealth claim uU the pride of iba 
world, even where pride is said to leave us — at the grave 1 
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" Do yoa know whether Mr. Capartick 'a ahve 1 " asked SL Giles 
of tbe whistling workman. 

"Cwit aaj, I'm sure," answered the undertaker. "I oaly 
know I "re not yet had the Juck of biorying himi" 

" I mean the mTiffin-mnker, who lived here befoi-e jou," said 
8t. Gilea ; " you knew him 1 " 

" 1 'v8 heard of him, hut never seen him — never want. He 
•xaa a tailor as was niiued last here. I flay," — eried the undt-iv 
taker, with an intended joke in hia eye — " I say, you don't want 
anjthing iu my way 1 " 

St. Oilea, making no answer, stept into the Etreet. He then 
pansed. Should he go forward 1 He should have no luck that 
day, and he would seek no further. And while he so determined, 
he moved towards his native nook — the fetid, filthy comer, in 
wMch he first smelt what was callod the air. He walked towards 
Hog T-""" 

Agun and ogRJn did he pass it. Again and again did he 
apjaoaoh St, Giles's Church, and gaze upoc the clock. It waa 
emiy ton ; too early — he was sure of that — to present himself iu 
St. James's-Bqitore. Otherwise he would first go there, and return 
to the I^ne under oover of the night. He theu crossed the way, 
and looked up the Lime. He saw not a face he knew. All he 
bad left were dead ; and new tenants, other wretebee, fighting 
agidiist want, and ^n, and typhus, were preparing uew loam fur 
the churchyard. No : he would not seek nnw. He would coma 
in the eveniiiE — it would be the best time, the very best 

With this leeliug, St. OUes turned away, ami waa proceeding 
ilow^ onward, when he paused at a- shop-window. In a momrai^ 
tie felt a twitch ut his pocket, and turning, he saw a child of some 
tagitt or ten years old, carrying away a silk handkerchief that 
Becky, iu exchange for the huswife, had forced upon him. How 
ndden, and how great was St. Qiles's indignation at the rillaia 
tivief I Never had St. Giles felt so strongly virtuous ! The pigmy 
felon fiew towards Hog Lane ; B.ud in a moment, St. Giles 
Gidkiwed him and stood at the threshold of the house wherein 
tiie thief had taken shelter. St. Giles was about to enter, when 
he wa« suddenly stopt by a man — that man waa Tom Blast. 

"Well, if this isn't luck I " said Blast spreading himself in the 
doto^Wfiy, to secure the retreat of the tluef " Who 'd ha' thought 
we should ha' mat so soon ? " 

"All's one for that," said St. Giles. " I 've been robbed, and 
thjeyanug thief 'shore, and you know it" 

" A ttuef here ! Mind what yau 'ra about, young mau : do 
d what you say, afore you take away the character of a honest 
Kluiiua. We 've nothiu' here but our good name to live upon, auil 
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m> do noad -whti jvo "n abooL' Aad Bbrf sttntd tU> «iA 

mill !■! 1 1 niBiiliMiB liiiiiiiilwilmiBliitlj iiillii 'im rfTIi rilii. 
thit,Mii.uiM»!hjwJj,fa Anakfaan tlieyln';»faB wthueJ: 
"I* it Ekdf B0W, tint joa eooU dunk H^^odriB dik Lm« 
veold pkk a gefldcaaa'a [ncket 1 Blcv jusr bcait ! we "re all 
«> boMMt bere, we are," and Blaat hagfcwl 

"t thM^ JIM toU mte,' mid SL Giki 
Gred atmemiieFe away at HonlaydawiL'* 

"Iior lore jrm I la&a aa are poor Uke as ham^ jtm kntnr, a 
dosoi t(nnt4u>itM8 ; beeidea coontrr cmes nado' hedges and haj- 
■taeka. We can eaailj move aboat : we hav'^t inadi to atofi m. 
Antl now, tobn^iieas. Ymi'vereaUT bst jfnii tiwftMilxi I" 

""nm't that I c&re about it," said St. GUe^ " obIt jna KG 'twas 
given me by somebodv." 

"Givea ! Tabeeiire. Colksdo^Te awaj UuDgB,d(n't thejrt 
AH the world 'a gone mad, I think ; people do so giTC away." 
St, Gilei^H heart fell at the laughing, malignant look with which 
Blaat gazed upcm bim. It waa plalti that he was ouoe s^ain in 
Uiebanda of hk tnaater; again in the power of the deril that had 
finil iwtd him. " HowBomever," continued UlaEt, " if you "ye 
real! J been robbed, and the thief's in thii bouse, shall I go and 
fetch a officer 1 Tondoii^lhink,Bir,doyon"— andUlastgrinned 
and bowed hiii head — " yon don't think, dr, a« how I 'd pert«et 
anjbod; as had broke the laws of m; native land i Ie it tikelj t 
(hi!y say the word. Shall I go for a officer 1 " 

" No ; never mind — it doesn't matter. Still, I "ve a fancy for 
that hondkerchcr, and will give more than it 'a worth for it." 

" Well, that 'a like a nobleman, that ia. Here, Jingo ! " — cried 
Blast, stepping a pace or two into the passage and bawling his 
luutieat — " Jingo, here 'a the gen'Iman as has lost the bandkercher 
you found ; bring it down, my beauty." Obedient to the command, 
a balf-naked child — with the very look and manner of St, Giles's 
JiinueF self— instantly appeared, with the atolen goods in his hand. 
"He's ach a lacky Httle ehap,tIiiB ia," — said Blaat — "nothin'a 
lost hereabout, that he doesn't find it. Gi-ve the fogle to the 
gen'lman ; and who knows I perhnpa, he '11 give you a guinea fiir 
it." The boy obeyed the order, and stood with open hand for the 
reward. St, Giles was about to beetow a shilling, when Tom 
Blast sidled towards him, and in an afiected tone of confidence, 
said, — " Coiddn't think o' letting you do aieh a liiing." 

" And why not I " asked St. Gilea, becoming more and more 
terrified at the bold familiarity of the ruffian. " Why not 1 " 

" 'Tisn't right ; not at all proper ; not at all what 1 caU natral" 
— and here Blnal whispered in St. Giles's ear — "that money 
should pnas utween brotUers." 
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" Brothers ! " cried St. Gilea. 

" Ha, air ! " said Blaat, taking hia former manner, — " you don't 
know what a woman tliat Mrs. St. Gilea was I She was a good 
soul, wasn't she 1 You mast know that her little boj fell in 
trouble about a ponj ; and then he was in Kewgate, being made 
all right for Tyhum, jiat as thia little feller waa bom. And tlien 
they took and tranaport«d yoimg St. Gilea ; and he never seed liis 
mother — never know'd nothin' that she'd got a little baby." 

"And slie'edeod I" cried St. Giles. 

"And, this I will say," aiiswer«d Blast, " comfortably buried. 
Bhe was a good soul — too good for this world. You didn't know 
St Gilea, did you 1 " said Blast with a laugh, 

" Why do you ask 1 " replied the trembling transport. 

" Because if you did, yoti must aee the likeneae. Come here, 
Jingo," ajtd Blast laid one hand upon the urchin's head, and with 
tiia other pointed out his many trsite of reaemblance. " There 'e 
the aame eye for a fogle — the same nose — the eame everything. 
And oh, isst he fond o' ponies, neither ! jist like his poor dear 
brother as ig &r away in Botany Bay. Dou't you see that he's 
the very spit on him 1 " cried Bloat. 

" I cant say — how should I know ) " answered St. Giles, about 
to hurty off ; and then lie felt a straDge interest in the victim, 
and paused and asked — " Who takes care of him, now his mother's 

" He hasn't a Mend in the world but me," said Blast, 
" God help him I " thought St. Giles. 

" And I — though you'd never think it "—continued Elivat, " 1 
love the Lttle varmiat, jist as mnoli as if I waa hia own father." 



CHAPTER XVn. 



With many words did Tom Blast strive to assure St Giles that 
the orphan boy had found a watchful parent in his mother's 
(riend ; and St. Giles was fain to look believingly. He saw his 
own doomed childhood in the miserable, miataiight creature : he 
law the wretch prepared to sell kim, in due season, to Newgate 
ghambles ; and yet the passion, the agony that tugged at the 
tranaport's heart must be subdued : he must mask hia hate with 
a calm look, must utter Itiendly words. " 'Twas kind of you, 
mate, — very kind," said St. Giles, " to take such care of the 
fonng cretur. Well, good day j " and St, Giles coloured and 
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■taBiiiia«d Mbe fdt the e^vof SfaaC-nsBptabm— "we AbU 

Vm Wul at. can twrthad henOf; be vonld taths ban 
gmiMd a votf t7 tk dBoat^ud tbm he took tk hai^ikM 
hadaObitf fiOadthelnltvtolaaMiek. "Wc Ad neet apn," 
MidBlMt; aiidacworf«,aab<i fil nwfcria^«iBa»dtoSt.(5lM 

tA m tit^ mr ■ ft WlMJ him Sfi MHOd froOB the ifiBfi Utto tKc OpCB 

■treet, and ■till th^ (iiUoiwed him; taA ^Ilabk aecBed a devil 
AttmUnwg faun. *We dtall meet a^in," lang n kii on, 
torturing his bnia ; ftnid again he w tike {^natfy horror of the 
monuagi again b^ield thooe fifteoi ecaded wretchea; agaia 
beheld the ahulaw of iiiTn»»iy Bte faifil on, owaed the road ; 
the atreet was thronged ; 'Qie bnbbab of the iaj was at its 
bright ; yet St. CKles saw nothing Imt those pimened toai, and 
the prf9cherofCbmt*s word, ia the Dante of hunurdfol Master, 
uiaidng sinnera to be in a moment stranded by the warrant of a 
(Aristian king. He panaed, and with his hand before his «jt*, 
leaned agaiiwt awall ; and j^ercing words in terrihte distinetneM 
fell upon him,—" I am the reannectioD and the life." He ataited, 
Mid a few paces &om him, ia St. Giles's chnrchjard, he fadidd 
the parish priest. The bolj man woi reading the banal aerrioe 
over paaper clay ; was aascti^ing t^es to aEhea, dust to dost, 
amid the whirl of life — the struggle and the roar of money-clawing 
London. 

The ceremony went on, the solemn sentenced timed with the 
niiuic of eternal hopes, fitfiillj heard through cries of " Chairs to 
mend," and " live mackareL" The awful voice of Death seemed 
scoffed, derided, by the reckless bully, life. The prayer that em- 
balmed poor human dust for the judgment, seemed as measured 
gibberish that eould never have a meaning for those who hniried 
to and &o, as though immortality dwelt in their sinews. And that 
staid and serious-looking man, with upturned eyes and aonoroBi 
voiau, clad in a, robe of white, and holding an opened book, — why, 
what was he ) Surely, he was playing some strange part in a 
jtteve of business in wtdch business men could have no ioteresL 
The ceremony is not concluded, !ind now comes an advcntnrotia 
trader with a dromedary and a monkey on its back, the well- 
taught pug, with dotfed feathered cap, sagaciously soliciting half- 
pence. And there, opposite the churchyard, the prayer of tha 
priest coming brokenly to Ida cars, is a tradesman smiling at hii 
eonnt^r, ringing the coin, and scarcely snuffing the Golgotha ^ 
his door, asking what article he shall next have the happiness a 
■how 1 And thus in London iiighways do Death and Life shoal ' 
oauh other. And Life heeds nut the foul, impertinent war 
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but at the worst thinks Death, when ho very nea 

ia mode bj familinr ity & nastj, vulgar, unhealthy thing ; it ia too 

close a, ndghboiir to beeomo a solemnilj. 

It has been held to be a wiae, deep-thoughted ordinance of the 
Egyptians that at their banqneta waa Hervud a, skeleton, Ibat, in 
ito grim nakedness, it migbl preach "their coming nakedness to all 
the revellers : that it might show their future outline of bone, 
when called to laj* a«de the fleshly garment, laced and interlaced 
BO divine a mystery of narvee that, subtle as light, conveys 
tjie bliss of Iwing. And so waa a ekull made a morajist ; and 
solemn were the mute exhortations falling from its grinning jaws ; 
pntfoond its comic teaching. For, apart from asaociatiuD, tbe 
expression of a bare skull has, to ourselves at least, little in it 
teiious : nay, there has always seemed to us a quaint cheerfiilneaa 
it. The ohcek-bones look stUl puckered with a smile, as though 
oootrtuted when it flung aaide the mask of life, and caught a 
gUmpse of the on-coming glory. 

And theEgyptiansarelaudedfar their dinner skeleton. Indeed, 
at, tbe first Uiought, it seems a notable way of teaching sobriety 
MBd good manners. Yet, could we come at the ti-uth — could we 
iaav the very heart of the banquet, throbbing after an hour or 
•O with hot wine, we should know, past dispute, how grievously 
yUte great Preacher Bone had tailed in his purpose. We should 
hear cf quick-witted Egyptians making unseemly jokes at his 
.^ont uakednew ; we should see one reprobate idolater of leeks 
capping death's-head with an empty bowl, even aa a boj ventures 
'» jc^e upon his sleeping schoolmaster. We should see another — 
* fine young Theban — spirting wine in the cavernous eyeholes of 
Ssftth, bidding him look double for the libation. But of these 
we hear nothing ; we only hear of the wisdom of the where- 
it of the skeleton, and nothing of the afironts that — we would 
.^Imost swear to the fact — its iamiliarity with the hving drew 
^Upoait. 

And therefore — oh, legislators ! — remove city churchyards from 
the diopMioora of citi/ena. Your goodly purpose has altogether 
^^led. By huddling the dead with the liviug, it was doubtless 
■ymi benign intention to place a lesson continually in the eyes of 
iiteading men—to show them how vain and fleeting waa even a cent. 
Jpar cent, profit — to prove that, however thumping the balance on 
iha books. Death, with his dirty, grave-yard fingers, might any 
Jmnute come and wipe it out. The thing has not prospered. How 
isuy backney-coach stands have with the best intention been 
itaUished near churchyards ! Foe bom's and hours the drivers 
ildt and eit, with one eye upon the grave, and another on the 
tPkTsnent. And yet these men, so open to daily meditatiou — so 
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appealed to by tomb-fitone eloquence — those raea are Bcarcely to 
trusted with unweighod bullion. We epeak witliin measure whfl 
we aay that not above a hundred tiroes have wo heard of a hacl 
coachman returning aovereigna which — in a moment of vi 
enthusiaam — had been unguardedly tendered for shillings. No 
we could Bwear it. Not above a hundred times. 

And still St. Giles stood, Uatening to the burial eervice, when 
felt something pulling at bia coat-akirt. He looked round, a 
saw hia half-brother, the precocious Jingo, lauded by Tom Bla 
at hia aide. " I say," cried the urchin, with a wink, and point' 
towards a spot in the churchyard, " that 's where we put the 

" What,— mother I Where t" cried St. Giles. 

Jingo picked up a piece of broken tobacco-pipe from the pai 
ment. " Bet yon a pound," said the boy, " I '11 hit the pla 
Why, jist there ; " and nnerringly he pitched the fragment oa 
distant grave. This done. Jingo nodded in adf-approval. 

Without a word, St. Gilea" entered the churchyard, and 
pcoached the grave ; Jingo running like a dog at bis side. "I 
Bonl ! poor soul ! " cried St. Gilea ; and then, looking earnestly 
down upon the clay, he added, '■' after all, it 'a a l>etter place than 
the Lane — a better place." 

" Bleaa your 'art," said the boy, " that 'a what mother said 
afore she come here. She called me bD her, and said ahe W ' 
a-goin' to be 'appy at tost — aod then there was a man as read 
her two or three timea out ol a book, and would read for all Tc 
Slnst said he 'd get him pumped on for coming to the I^mi __ 

when ahe talked o' being 'apjiy, the man stud she wna a wicked 
cretnr to think o' fdch a thing. And then didn't the old 'oman 
wring her handa, and cali Tom Blast aieh names — and didn't she 
hug me like nothin', and scream out, and ask who 'd take care 

"I'll take care of you," cried St. Giles, and he placed an arm 
about the boy's neck. " Be a good child, and 1 11 take care Oi 
you : I promiae it — here I promise it ; here, where poor 
lies. And you will be a good boy, wont you 1 " asked St. 
affectionately, and teara came into hia eyes. 

"Oh, won't I though I " cried Jingo, phUnly aipecting 
reward for hia ready promiae. 

" I know you will— I 'm sure you will," said St. Gilts, _ 
the boj'a head ; " and now go home, and you and I 'U meet 
afore long. Here 's a ahilling for you ; and mind jou take no 
handkerchera." Jingo seized the money — ducked his head 
and down — and in a moment diaappeared in Hog Lane. " I'" 
him fi-om that devil, — as God 'a in heaven I will," cried St. 



ikedl 



ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES. 17S 

and aa though nerved with a, good purpose, he walked sharply on. 
He had suddenly found in life a new responailiility, and with it 
new determination. With this thoaght he puivnied hU rapid vny 
towards tlie maiuiiDii of St, Jamea. With treiabling hand he 
rtnick the knocker ; again and again, harder and harder. Still 
the door remained closed ; and then, to the fancy of St. Giles, the 
lion'a head looked sneeringly at him, mocking his errand. "There's 
nobody at hoioe," said St. Qiles despondingly, and at the Bamo 
moment the door wafi opened by a £aotboy, a moat bright mulatto 
of about fifteen, There was an esse, a, self-«Bsurance iu the youth, 
that proved him to have been born for the brilliaat livery that 
vionied him. He acemed to have come into the world, like a 
pim>quet, to disport in gaudy covering. And thus, a very 
iwBtliiig, he had been fledged with the St. James's livery ; for 
whOD scarcely fix. years old, he had been presented ns a sort of 
dollfootboy tooneof the Marquess's daughtera: like herpetpug, 
he was such a, curious little wretch — such a. pretty little monster. 
Sb colour was so lai^t^-~his nose bo flat — his eyes ao aharp^ 
and he had this advantage of the pug, his hair wbb bo wo(ily. 
Had he be?n made of the best Nankin chino-^nd not compounded 
of Saxon and negro blood — he had scarcely been more prcdoua. 
Still, human toy as he wna, he bad thi" drawback &om his 
bnmanitj: Balph — such was his name — grew out of the curious ; 
be shot up &om the squab TTidian image into the lanky, loose- 
jcinted youth. Could he have remained all his life under four 
leet, he would have continued a treasure ; but he grew, and 
growing, was lowered from the eminence of hia childhood to the 
flat walk of the aewanta'-hall. It was ao pretty to see him — like 
an elfin dwarf from some Indian mine — tripping with prayer- 
book at hia young lady's heels : but nature, with her old vulgarity, 
would have her way, and aoj Ralph, the son of Cesar Gum, who 
wa« duly married to Kitty Muggs, who in good time duly buried 
her Afiicim lord,— Ealph, we say, waa fast spindling into the 
mere footman. And he had ever had a quick sense of the rights 
of livery. It was a garb that, placing him in near and dear 
oommnnication with the noble, by consequence elevated him to a 
hdght, not measurable by any moral barometer, above common 
people. He looked from under his gdld-laccd hat, OS thim a ladder, 
down upon the vulgar. His mother, the widowed Gum, would in 
lier mild, maternal way remonstratfl with her beloved child, on 
his unchriatiau pride ; and when in turn rebuked, as she never 
^led to be, with exorbitant interest, ahe would comfort herself 
by dedaring, " that it was just ao with his blessed father, who 
waa gone to a better place. He, too, had such a spirit." little 
^n^t St. Giles, as be atood coutronted with that voung mulatto 
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— at the time witb oU liie thoughts haJf-buried in ft pottle, fvoi 
whish he fished up strawberry after Btrawbeny, canveying the 
fruit with a judicial sniAck to Lis mouth, — little thought St. Giles 
that he stood before the otdy child of the Begro Cesar who, in 
CoTeut Garden watch-house, had borne witness aguiiBt him. -^,1 
jet St. Giles hud ventured no syllable of inquiry, when yiHiii» 
Ealph, in bin own masterly manner, began the di jogne. ' ■ 

"I say, if it isn't an uncivil thing to put to a gentleman, — howl 
mneh. might you have give the Miirquesa for this house J Yoa.l 
couldn't tell us, nohow, could yon 1 " and msMter Balph sucked a 
atrawbeny between his white, paternal teeth. 

" What do you mean, mate 1 " asked St. Giles, with a h 

Balph returned an astonished look at the iamiliority, and than 
spat a strawberry-stalk on St. Giles's fooL He then oontinaed 
" Why, in course you 've bought the hoase, or else you 'd navel 
have made euch a huilabaloa 'with the knocker. As I said afore^ 
how much nii]^t you have give for it ? " 

" I ask your piuxlon, I 'm eure," said St. Giles, " I thou^t at 
last everybody waa out." 

" Everybody but me — for kitchen-maids go for nothing — is. But 
what did you give for the house, I say ) " again repeated the 
witty Ralph, laughing at Ub own indomitable humour. 

" Lor, Balph," cried a female head, hanging over the baniater ; 
" lor, Batph, why don't you answer the poor man 1 " Saying 
this, the head for a moment dieappeared, and then again showed 
itself ou the shouldera of a fEit little womati, who btistled down 
into the hall. 

" Now, I tell yon what it is," said the youthful footman, g 
very yellow, and holding up hia fore-finger at the intruder, ' 
you don't let me mind my business, you sha'n't come here whi 
they're out at all,— now mind that." 

" Ha 1 if only your dear father could hear you, wouldn't it 
break his heart ! For the seven years we lived together he never 
said a crooked word to me, and Italgih, you know it. He teat a 
man," amd the widow in that earnest tone with which widows 
would Bumotimea Mn convey a sense of value of the past 
invaluable. " He waa a man ! " 

" I s'pose he was" — replied the filial Halph — " you 've eaid ao 
anch a many times ; all I know is, I know nothing about him — 
and I don't want to know nothing." 

" Well, if ever I thought to hear such words come out of thj__ 
livery I Don't you expect tha.t something will happen to you M 
Know nothing about your own father I When — only you're »■ 
shade or two lighter, fur your dear fiither wasn't ashamed of what 
God give him to cover him with — only a shade or two, and you 'i 
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IB Uke him us one crow 's like another." Thia Mrs. Gum eraplia- 
ticall; olenched with—" And you know you are." 

Master Balph Gum turned a deeper and deeper yellow, as his 
mother spoke. Tfin indignatjon, however, at Ma avowed aimilltude 
o his departed aire, wns too large to be voluble through & human 
mouth. He therefore turned abruptly fi-om hia widowed parent) 
tad angrily shouted at St, Gilea — " What do you want ) " 

" I want his young lordship," answered St. Giiea. " He told 
me to bring thia," and St. Giles presented the card. 

" Well, I can read this plain enough," said Ealph, 

" And if you can," cried Mrs. Gum, " who have you. to thank 
^r the blessing but yoor dear fath-erl Till his dying day, he 
bonldn't read, sweet fellow ; but he mude you a gentleman, and 
^t yoQ kuow nothing about him." 

. " Tou shan't come here at all, if you can't behave yourseli;" 
cried Master Balph to his mother, evidently meaning to keep hia 
Vord. Then turning to St. Giles, he said — " You 'd better take 
Hiia to Mr. Tangle." 

. " Tangle — a — lawyer 1 " cried St. Giles, with a quick recollec- 
^on of that wise man of Newgate. 
^^ " He 'a at the Conamittee at the Cocoa-Tree ; I dare say it 's 
Section busineaa, and he 'U send yon. down — if you 're worth the 
Honey — with the other chapa. I don't know nothing more about 
t," died Master Balph, perceiving that St. Giles was about to 
oake farther euqoiry — " all I ean any to you ia, the Cocoar-Tree." 

" r "m a going a hltle that way, young man," aaid Mrs. Gum, 
" sod I '11 show you." 

Lud mind what I say," cried Ralph to his mother, e!ofir)g 
ike door, and speaking with hia face almost jammed between it 
MkI the posteru, " mind what I aay ; if you can't behave yourself, 
70U don't come no more here." And then he abut the door. 

" ^a ! he doesn't mean it — not a bit of it," aaid Mrs. Gum, 
'a such a good cretur ; ao like his ikther — only a little more 
Bvely." 

" And he 'a dead 1 " aaid St. GUea, not knowing well what to aay. 

"And I'm alone," sighed Mrs. Guna. "His fiither was a 
Acwer, that cretur was : he 'd a kissed the stones I walk upon. 
He was too honest forthie world. Se caught his death — nothing 
■hall Bver perauade me out of it — upon principle." 

" After what fashion 1 " asked St. Gilea. 

" Why you see it was in a hard frost ; and poor aoul 1 if there 
^*m a Uiing he couldn't "bide in the world, it was frost. He 
lat«d it woraer than any snake ; and it was nat'ral, for he was 
fcom in a hot place, where monkeys and cocoa-nuts come from — 
" '» ia the way to the Cocoa-Tree. Well, it was a ban! frost, and 
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BO do mind what you 're about." And Blast uttered this with 
each mock eameBtJieEB, looked BO kuowLugly in the face of St, Gilea, 
that, uuconscionHlj', he shrank from the speaker ; who continued : 
" 1b it likelj now, that you could think anybody in this Lane 
would pick a gentleman's pocket I Bless your heart ! we 're all 
HO honest here, we are," and Bloat laughed. 

" I thought you told me," said St. Giles, confused, " that you 
lived somewhere away at Horsleydown." 

" Lor lore you ! folks as are poor like ua have, you know, a 
dozen towu-houses ; ])esides country ones under hedges and hay- 
stacks. We can easily move ibbout : we haven't mush to stop us. 
And now, to business. You Ve really lost your handkercher J " 

" 'Tisn't that I care about it," said St. Giles, " only you aee 'twas 
given me by somebody." 

" Given I To be sure. Folks do give away things, don't they J 
All the world 'a gone mad, I think i people do so give away." 
Bt. Giles's heart fell at the laughing, malignant look with which 
Blast gazed upon hire. It waa plain that he was once again in 
the hands of his master ; agcdn in the power of the devil that had 
first sold him. " Howsomever," conliuued Elual, "if you've 
really been robbed, and the thief 's in thii house, shall I go and 
fetch a ofSoer ? You don.t think, air, do you" — and Blast grinned 
and bowed hia head — " you don't think, sir, as how I 'd pertect 
anybody as had broke the laws of my native land J Is it likely ) 
Only say the word. Shal! I go for a officer ) " 

" No ; never mind — it doean't matter, Still, I 'va a fancy for 
that handkercher, and will give mere than it 's worth for it." 

" Well, that 'a like a nobleman, that is. Here, Jingo ! " — cried 
Blast, stepping a pace or two into the paflsi^e, sad bawling hia 
lustiest — " Jingo, here 'a the geai'hnan aa has loat the hajidkerchier 
you found ; bring it down, my beauty." Obedient to the commanci, 
a half-naked child — with the very look and manner of St. Giles's 
fiirmer self — instantly appeared, with the stolen goods in his hand. 
" He 's sieh a lucky little chap, this is," — said Blasts—" aothin's 
lost hereabout, that he doesn't find it, Give the fogle to the 
genlman ; and who knows 1 perhaps, he '11 give you a guinea for 
it" The boy obeyed tlie order, and stood with open hand for the 
reward. St, Giles was about to bestow a shilling, when Tom 
Bloat sidled towards hitn, and in an affected tone of confidence, 
said, — " Couldn't think o' letting you do rich a thing," 

"And why notl" asked St. Giies, becoming more and more 
terrified at the bold lamiliarity of the ruffian. " Why not t " 

" 'Tisn't right ; not at all proper ; not at all what 1 call natral" 
— and here Blast whispered in St. Giles's ear — "that money 
should pass atween brothel's." 
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« Erothera 1 " cried St. Giles. 

" Ha, air ! " said Blast, taking hia former manner, — " you don't 
know vhat a woman tliat Mrs. St. Giles was I She was a good 
loul, wasn't she ? You must know that her little hoj ftjl in 
trouble about a pony ; and then lie was in Newgate, being made 
all right for Tybum, jist as tins little feller whs bom. And then 
tbey took and tronaported young St. Giles ; and he never seed Ms 
mother — never know'd noUiiu' that she'd got a. little baby." 
" And s]ie 's dead ] " cried St. Giles. 

" And, this I will say," answered Blast, " comfortably buried. 
She was a. good soul — too good for this world. You didn't know 
St Qilea, did you 1 " said B\aMt with a laugh. 
" Why do you ask I " replied liie trembling transport. 
" Because if you did, you must see the iikeness. Come here. 
Jingo," and Blast laid one hand upon the urchin's head, and with 
tta other pointed out his many tiiits of resemblance. " There 'a 
the same eye for a fogle — the aajne noae — the same everything. 
And oh, isut he fond o' ponies, aether ! jist like his poor dear 
brother as ia Ikr away in Botany Bay. Don't you see tluit he'e 
the very spit on him 1 " cried Blast. 

" I cant aay — how should I know I " answered St. Giles, about 
to huny off ; and then he felt a strange interest in the victim, 
and paused and asked — " Who takes care of him, now his mother's 

" He hasn't a Mend in the world but me," said Blast. 
" God help him I " thought St. Giles. 

"And I — though you'd never think it" — continued Blast, "1 
lore the little varmint, jist as much aa if I waa his own father." 



CHAPTEE XTH. 



With many words did Tom Blast strive to assure St Giles thai 
the orphan boy had found a watchful parent in his motlier's 
fiiend ; and St. Giles was fain to loot beUevingly. He saw hia 
own doomed childhood in the miaerable, miataught creature : he 
taw the wretch prepared to sell him, in due season, to Newgate 
■hamblee ; and yet the passion, the agony that tugged at the 
transport's heart must be subdued ; be must mask hia hate with 
ft calm look, must utter ftiendly words. " 'Twaa kind of you, 
mate, — reiy kind," said St. Giles, " to take such cure of the 
young cretur. Well, good day ; " and St. Giles coloured and 
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the day of nomination, to keep jouraelf eober ; on that day, why 
everything's ad l^iiam. When I Bay ad lUitum, I mean thai 
yon will be expected to take the beat meana to defend our blessed 
constitution. And when I eay the beat means — " 

" He knows, Mr. Folder ; he knows," intermpted Tangl 
" He'll drink like a fish, and fight like a cock ; I can t<ill itby ' 
looks of him:" and witli this compliment the attorney wavi _ 
St. Giles from the apartment ; a waiter taking possession of hin^. 
and showing him to a smaller room wherein were congregated aboiA 
a dozen miuatrela, especially Mred by Tangle to play away tha 
hearts and voices of the voters of Liquorish, Our blessed consti- 
tution was to be supported by a big drum, two or three trumpets, 
as many clarionets, an oboe, a fiddle or two, and a miKleet triangli 
" There was nothing like music to bring folks up to the poll," 
the avowal of Tangle. " Fools were always led by the e 
When they heard 'Hearts of oak,' they always thought they had 
the commodity in their own breasta — and never paused at the 
bribery oath, when ' Britons strike home ' was thundering beside 
'em. He 'd carried many an election with nothing bnt m.iiai<:^ 
eating and drinking, and plenty of money, Music wna dltHy 
invented to gammon human nature ; and that was one of tlw 
reasons women were so fond of it." And animated by tUift 
forlorn creed, Mr. Tangle had ordered the aforesaid minstrek W 
meet that day at the Cocoa-Tre« that they might be duly trans- 
ported to the borough of Liquorish. There was no doubt thst 
nmsicians might hava been engaged on or near the spot ; bnt there 
was something taste^l and generous in hiring harmooy at the 
mart of till luxuries — London. All the minstrels — Apollo is bo 
often half-brother to Bacchus — were very drunk ; and therefore 
gave an uproarious welconie to St. Giles. Brie^ howerer, was 
tJie greeting ; for in a few tninntes the waiter returned with 
the intelligence that " the van was at tbe door ; and that Mr. 
Tangle's order was that they ahould drive off directly ; otlierwise 
they wouldn't be at Liqaorish that blessed night." Hereopon 
there was a clamorous order for a glass all round ; the minstrels 
being nmuoimous in their determination not to stir a foot or strike 
a note in defence of the glorious constitution without it. Mr. 
Tangle knew his mercenaries loo well to oppose such patriotiain 
therefore the liquor was brought and swallowed, and the bsod, 
with 8t. Giles aniong them, cl:fiibed into the strange, roomy vehicto 
at tile door; the driver, with the flame of brandy burning in his fiMXk' 
taking the reins, The horses, employed on the ocoaaon, had emt 
dently been degraded for the nonce. They were large, sleek, 
spirited creatnres, prematurely removed fW>m a carriage, to whirl 
a plebeian vehicle thiity miles from London, at the qitickest ape«il. 
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|Tliere seemed a bcuI, an ominous coii'(irii;at between llie driver and 
B heBSta. He might coatiDae to hold the retna between hia 

■ fiunbliiig fiiigera ; he might majntain hia seat ; the horses might 
Biaot, contemptuous of the human brute ahova them, east off hia 
P gDTemment. Such were evidently tlie thoughts of the waiter as 

rt an eye from the steeds to the: driver, and then laughed na 
L.the wiclcedneas of human nature vill eometimea kuglt at its 
1, inward prophecy of mischief. In that leer, the waiter foresaw 

■ ihe driver and the contents of the caravan suddenly weltering 
I'Ulu frogs in a. ditch. 

" All ready, gemmen 1 " hiccupped the driver, trying to loofc 
mil at hia harmonious load. 

" Wnit a minute," cried the first clarionet, who waa also the 

; "jest a minnte," and then ha made hia iastrument give a 

le Bcream and gnmt, whereupon he cried " all right," and 

it into " See the conquering hero comes," his co-mates follow- 

Vll^ him with all the precision permitted by i-ough-riding and hard 

■dnnking. And so they took their way from the Cocoa-Tree, 

Tilaying beyond Shoreditch an anticipatory strain of triaraph— a 

glori^ng measure that was to herald the conquest of young St. 

Junes in the cause of piu^ty and truth. 

" I think we 've given 'em their belly-full now,"at length said 
the hautboy, removing the peace-brefli:er from his lips. " We 
"t play to the green huahea," and the musician looked about 
n At the opening country. " T aay," and he called to the driver, 
I <Io hear that the othei' side isn't a going to have no music at 
_ I ; no open houses for independent voters. A good 
I he knows about the wants of the people. Bless hie in- 
Thinks to get into Parliament without niuaic ! " 
" Well, it is wonderful," observed one of the fiddlera, an old, 
iu-&ced, somnolent-looking man, witli the tip of his nose like 
'd pan dyed with red ink — " it is odd to consider what igno- 
isea they are that think to go tnCo Parliament. Whyyou can 
lore make a member without music than bricks without 
new ; it is'nt to be done. Speechifying 's very well ; hut there 'a 
athiug that stirs the hearts of the people, and makes 'em think 
B* their rights, like a jolly band." 
" One hang of my drum," observed the humble advocate of that 
" sometimes goes more to make a Member of Pariia- 
But than all his fine sayings. Bless your souls ! if we could only 
the bottom of the matter, we should find that it was in 
ir instrumeiit.1 that very often ninde the kw-makera, and not 
.e folks KB vote for 'em: my big dram's represented in Par- 
, though I dare be ewoi'n there 's not a member that will 
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" And ray clarionet 'a ropreeented too," cried tte leader, advo- 
eating bis clainw 

" Yea, and my triangle," exclaimed the player of that thre&- 
sided iniitniiaeiit, wholly uncanscious of the satiric truth that fell 
from him . 

" Capital ale here ! " cried the driver, with increasing tiucknesa 
of speech, as he drew up at an ian-door. It was plain that the 
wuDty of Esses — or at least tliat part of it that Jed from Ixmdou 
to Liquorish — was peimharly hlesaed with good ale : for at every 
inn, the driver pulled np short, and proclaimed the heart-cheering 
newB — "Capital ulehere 1" They were the only words he uttered 
from the time he had jiaBaed Shoreditch-church, Indeed he 
seemed incapable of any other speech: be seemed a sort of htunan 
parrot, reared and taught in a brewery, endowed with no other 
iyllablea than " Capital ale here ! " And still, as we have hinted, 
the words grew thicker acd thicker in his mouth ; too thick to 
drop from bis lips, and so they rumbled in his jaws, whilst he oast 
a hopeless look about him, despairing to get them out ; jet fit 
every new hostelry making a Bound that plainly meant — " Capital 
ale here." Happily for him, according to bis dim idea of fdiiaty, 
he mumbled to quick interpreters. Hence, ere half the journey 
was accomplished, the driver seemed possessed of no more intel- 
ligence than a lump of reeking clay. He twiddled the Ttans 
between hie fingers, and somalinies opened bis eyea, that saw not 
the backs of the liorsca thoy tried to biok down upon. Bnt 
the brutes were iutelbgent ; they, it appeared, knew the road ; 
knew, it almost seemed so, the filthy imbecility of tlie driver ; and 
BO, with either a pity or contempt for the infirmity of human 
nature, they took care of their charioteer oud bis besotted poa- 
sengers. True it is, St. Giles at times cast anxious looks about 
him ; at times, ventured to hint a doubt of the sobriety of the 
driver, whereupon, lie was called a fool, a coward, and a ninoom- 
poop, by bis companions, who considered his anxiety for the safety 
of his bones as an extreme piece of conceit, veiy offensive to the 
rest of the company. "You won't break sooner than any of oa, 
will you? "asked the firat fiddle. "Besides, you're too drunk 
for any harm to come to you." St. Giles was sober as a water- 
god. " A good deal too drunk ; for if you knew anything — I say, 
tbat watt a jolt, wasn't it!" — ^for the vehicle had bounced w 
violently against a milestone, that the shock half-opened the ewu 
of the driver) — "you'd know that a man who 's properly dnu^ ■ 
never comes to no sort of harm. There 's a good angel alwajy J 
living in a bottle ; you 've only to empty it, and the iwgel taliiiii n 
care of you directly : sees you borne, if it's ever so dar^ *'t''4 
finds the keyhole for you, if your hand is ever so unsteady, IT^ J 
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only your aneak-up chaps, that arc aJHld of the glass, that 
get into trouhle, break their bones, and ca.tch rheumatiz, and all 
that> Wberean, if jonr skin's nsiiill of liquor ua a gr.ipe'e full 
of jnice, you may lay yourself down in a ditch, like a little baby in 
luB motlier'a lap, and wake in the mortuag for all the world like a 
cpening lily." 

. Ha latter part of this sentence was acftroely heard by St. GQea, 
lot tb« horses had suddenly burst into a gallop ; tlie vehicle 
~ to nnd fro, flew round a turning of the road, and striking 
the projecting roots of a huge tree, threw all its human 
■ into a green-mantledpondon the other side of the narrow 
tagb.-w».y, one wheal rolling independently off. St. Giles, unhurt, 
bit drenched to the skin, immediately set about rescuing his all 
but helpless companions. He tugged and tugged at the inert 
maa^ the driver, and at length succeeded in dragging hjni from 
tha pond, and setting htm agniust n bank. He groaned, and his 
lip* moved, and thea he grunted — " Capital ale here." The first 
duionst scrambled from the pool, and seizing his instrument, that 
rolled into the mud, immediately struek up " See the con- 
qneriiig hero comes ! " The first dram, inspired by the melodious 
voting of his companion, banged nwsy at the parchment, but 
■1m 1 for the first fiddle ; the bacchanal good angol, of which 
he had but a minute since so loudly vaunteil, had fonvikcu him 
■t hie worst need; and that prime Cremona was rescued from 
r, mud, and duckweed with a broken arm. He wa^ how- 
nncoDSoioua of the injuty ; and before he was well out of the 
foDd, assured St. Giles that if he would only have the kindmtss 
•nd good-fell owahip to let bim alone, he could sleep where he was 
IStean angel 

~t was abont ten o'clock at night, "but for the season very dark. 

Giles, from the time that he could see the milestones, knew 

k he must be near the wished-for borough, It wns in Taic 

'talk to his compaidons. Some were senseless and stupid ', so 

bravado, and some tiying to give vent to the moat horrid 

Again and agoiu St Giles hallooed, hut the louder he 

eriecl,tha stronger the big dnun beat — the more demoniacally the 

'iJanonet screamed. There was no other way : he would instantly 

[ the first habitation, that he might return with succour 

wet, the drunk, and the wounded. 



i 
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CHAPTEE Xvra. 



St. Giles Lnd run pretty briakly for gome quarter of an hour, 
wLen he discovered iu the diatunce — glowing amid treea — niqwck 
of light. It was p lii", thei'e was a hiunnji habitatioD, though 
iLv/aj &OIU the main road. He {mnaed for a moment : should he 
foUow the highway, or strike oiT ia the direction of that taper 1 
Another moment, and he had leapt the hedge, and was mnjdng 
jtifit for the beacon. He crossed two or three fields, and then 
found himself ia a winding green lane ; now, as he ran on, he 
lost the light ; and now E^in, like hope renowed, it beamed upon 
him, At length he came fiill npon the homestead. It wsa a 
old circular dwelling ; bo thronged about by ti-ee and bash, that: 
Bcemed impossible that any light within could manifest itself 
the distant wayiarer. A type this, as it will appear, of the bet 
of the master. He affected a solitude &om the world : he belierad 
that he was hidden from his fellow-mim, and yet the inextinguii^ 
able goodness that glowed within him, maiie him a constant nmlc 
for the weary and wretched. For a brief space, St. Giles con- 
sidered the cottage. It was plastered with rough-cast ; at the 
first glance, seemiugly a poor, equuhd nook. But a closer survey 
^owed it to be a place where the household gods lared not upon 
bladt bread and mere water- The garden patch before it 
filled with choicest flowers ; not a weed intruded its idle life n_ 
them. It was a place where neatneaa and coinfort seemed 
Itave met in happiest society. St. Giles listened, and heard 
voices within. At length, he knocked. 

"Who's there 1" said the master of the house. " If it 
the taxes, come in the moroing." 

" It 'a a traveller," answered St. Giles, " that wants help for 
lot of poor souls that 's tumbled in a ditch." 

In a moment the door was opened, and a grey-headed, large- 
&ced, burly man, with a candle in his hauti, stood at the tbrea- 
hold. He warily placed the light between the speaker and 
himself, ehiiding it, and with a suspicious glance looked hudi 
upon St, Giles ; whose eager aoul was in a moment in his ejeu 
and then, trembling from head to foot, he cried, " God be ' ' 
air^ — and is it indeed you 1 " 

" My name, traveller, ia Capatick," said the man, bending 
brow8 ujion St. Giles, and looking (Jetermined to be too much 
the stranger at his door ; a new comer, it was very likely, 
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lo trick him. "My name ia Capatick, what maybe yours} Hersj 
■ Jem, yon alug — do you know this pilgrim ! " 

Another moment, and Jem — old Bright .Tem, with grey grizzled 
head, shrunk face, and low bent shoaldere — stood in the door-way. 
Ere Jem could speak, St. Giles discovered him : "And you, tob, 
here ! Lord, who 'd have hoped it 1 " 

" Don't know a feather on him," said Jem, "but he seems to 
mow ns, wet as he is." 

" Why, that 'a it, you see. A fellow from a horae-pond will 
mow anybody who 'a a aapper and a bed to give him. It 's the 
MBe part of our base nature." And then the misnnthrope turned 
id St. Gilea. " Well, my wet friend, as you know my name and 
Jem's, what mark may you carry in the work! 1 What name 
ll»Te you been ruddied with 1 " 

St. Giles paused a moment ; and then stammering said, " You 
■ball know that by-and-bye." 

" Very well," cried Capatick, " wa can wait," Buying this, he 
■gain stepped back into the cottage, and was. about to close the 

>h, never mind me," cried St. «aes ;" 1 01 get on as I can ; 
lU I ask of you ia to came sad help the poor creturs : some of 

D dying with their hulls for what I know." 

" Jem," said Capstjek, " we "re fools to do it ; but it 's clear, 
»e were bom to be fools. So, get the lantern^ that we may go 
ud bury the dead. Do make haste, Jem," urged Capatick with 
■bmiige misantluvpy ; albeit Jem mcived about with all the vigour 
time had left him. " How yon do crawl — though, after all, I 
don't see why you should n't. Wliat 's people in a diteh to them 
■ffhoVa a warm bed and a snug roof over 'emi Then as for 
dying, death 's every man's own business ; quite a private affair, 
in whieh, as t see, nobody else has any right to trouble himself. 
How, da< come along, you old caterpillar," and Capstick, staff in 
hxad, stept forth, Jcni. limpng after him. 

'Wliilsti Capstick leads the way — a shorter one than that 
tnversed by St. Giles—into the main road, we may explain to 
tilt reador the combined causes that have pi-esented the muflin- 
maker and linkman as little other than eremites on the skirts of 
Ihe borough of Liquorish. Mr. CapstJck had turned his mucins 
into a sufficient number of guineas for the rest of his days, and 
therefore determined to retire from Seven Dials to the country. 
Mrs. Capstiek woukl never hear of gfjing to be buried alive from 
London ; and therefore i-eeolved upon nothing more remote than 
» suburban whereabout. Hackney, or Pimlico, or Islington, she 
might be brought to endure ; but no, if she knew herself, nothing 
■hoold make her go and live, aa she pathetically put it, like an owl 
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in a liusii. Coipatick met iJl these nbjestiona iu his usually lof^ 
way i " she was a. fooiiah woiuun, but would leam better," Tiat, 
again and again he avowed ; though no man had leas faith in ths 
avowal than himself Still, It kept up Hs dignity continually to 
call his wife a fooiiah womaa ; nlbeit, he was generally compiled 
to yield to t)ie folly he iiaperiously condemned. Matters wen 
at this eriais, when suddenly Mrs. Capatiuk fell sick and died. 
" She would have been an excftllent creature," Capatiek aaJd, " Jj 
it had not been her misfortune to ba a woman. Howev^, poor 
Boul I ahe could not help that ; and therefore, why should he 
blame her I" Tery often, Capstick would so deliver liimsell^ his 
eyes filling with tears, aa he tried to twitch his Upa lulu a ayucal 
amila at all womankind, and at the lute Mi's. Capatiek in parti' I 
cular, " Still," he would say, " nhe had hsr virtues. Every Aaf ■ 
of her life would alie walk round every one of his ehirt-buttona 
that no one of th<^m might he inlBsing. He hated nil tombatoua 
flourishes, otherwise he would have had that special virtue — lie 
meant the buttons— specially uamed in her epitaph. One comfort, 
however, he always had to think of ; whatever his luve waa for 
ller, he never let her know it. Oh dear no I It waa like showing 
the weak part of a fortress to all comers : some day or the other ' 
twoilld he sure to be taken advantage of." 

And the death of Mra. Capstick — the muffin-maker wtjuU nev«*"J 
confess tliat for months he ijined like a solitary dove at the 1obb-4^ 
left him free to choose his abode. Wtiereupon he quitted Londo^J 
and built himself a house almost buried in a wood some twi 
from Liquorish ; and tUs house, or hut, setting himself u 
fiort of Diogenea — kind, butter-hearted impostor 1 — he called with, 
a flourisli, The Tub I The satire was losi. upon n^a^ly all the 
inhabitants of Liquorish, many of whom discovered, as they 
believed, a very natural cause for bo strange a name. Tlicre was 
no doubt — it waa urged by many — that Capstick had, iu his day, 
made lai^ sums of mouey by smuggling : hence, out of pura 
gratitude to the source of his fortune, he had called his cgtta^ n> 
Tub, Indeed, two or tliree of the shrewder sort dropt myatoo 
hints about the possibility of fiudiug, somehow attached to the 
Tub, an unLiwful stilL People^thls aputliegm clenched t)M 
BUapiclon in the hearts of some — people did not live iu. a wood fur 
nothing ! 

Bright Jem bad lost his cordial, good-natui'ed mate, some four 
or five years before the death of Mrs. CapsUck. He would, in hta 
deapair, tell the mufiin-maker that " his poor Susan had somi-liow 
carried away Ikis heart into her grave with her ; he had no mind 
to do Dothbig.'' Sometimes, too, he would borrow a mehuicholy 
from the akittle-ground, and shaking his head, would 
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(aclaim that " he was a down pin," To this aoiTOw, the muffin- 
Biaker would applj what lie thought a sliarp philosophy by way 
tf cure. He woiiid mean to di-op gaU and vinegar into the hnrta 
of his poor and poorer neighbour — for, as Jem would oftan dedare, 
fiOBan Beemed tn hare taken aw&y ail his luck with her — hut he 
mold deal in nought save oil and honey, Capstick flouriahed, and 
Bright Jem faded. Great and inoceaaiug waa tho &me of the 
nolBiLS ; bat the link waned, and waaed, and Bright Jem, 
Veaketied by sicknesa, almost crippled by the elfecta of cold, 
Voold have been pnsaed to the workLouse, aa he would often say, 
to "pick oakum and wait for the grave-digger." This fete, 
lowever, waa warded from him by the Btony-hearted misanthrope, 
Cspetick i by the muffin-maker, who, declaring that all men were 
volveB and tigers, would, at their least need, tend the camivora, 
though they were bruised and wounded lamha. Hear Jiim talk, 
ud he would heap burning ashes on the head of v/eak humanity. 
Watch his doings, and with moistened eyes he would pour a pre- 
^oUH ointment there, Por years it wa£ the weekly practice of 
Cspetick to visit Jem in hia lonely room iii Short's Gardens, to 
lanjoy a fling at the world : to And out the Ivtd marks of the 
bioiuter, or, a« he would say, "to count the spots on tlie leopard's 
'foat." Every Friday, he would come and take his pipe with Jem, 
Hut ha might call aJ4 men wretches without having his wife to 
Mntr»dict him ; when, having eased his bile and laiil Jem's 
veekly pension on the mantelpiece, ha would return home with 
lightened heart to business. " Tike world 'a a bad tot, Jem ; a 
WtJ bad lot : how it 'a been suffered to grow as old as it is, it 'b 
BWre than I can tell. Like an old block of wood, it 's fit for 
mtbing but buruing : God bless you, Jeui." And with this 
Dtnmon, with this benison, would the muffin-maker commonly 

Oipstiok, however, when hia wiie tJied, resolved to carry Bright 
7tm into the country with him. " You '11 be a good deal of use 
fliere, Jem," said tlie muffin-mnker, when he broke the buaneaa. 

" Not a moreel in the world," answered the humble linkman. 

I \e been used to nothing but London Btreets. 1 knows nothing 
Ouit Uvea or grows in the country. Poor dear Susan could never 
bull me primroses from polyanthuses, though she knowed all 
■bout 'wn. I "m a sinner, if I think I ever saw a cock-robin in all 
ly lift). What can I do in the country 1 " 

" Yon sluill learn to garden, Jem. That 's the grand, the tnis 
mploymeiit of man," cried the muIBn-maker, warming. " Why, 
iere have I been for yenra an old rascal, grinning, and bowing, 
And ducking Iwhind ray counter to make money out of two-ieggid 
tUogii as false as myself, — and do you call that tlie dignity of 
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life ? Do you call it truth, Jem I Now, real dignity 'a iu a real 
spade ; real tmtli 'a in the eurth. She gives us prolite — if we 
only deserve 'em — a buniJred and a hundredfold, and there 'e no 
telling lies, no cheating one anoCher to hare 'em. Iliey 're a little 
different, Jem, to the profits wa get apon 'CSiange. The earth, 
like dear old Eve, in always a mother to ns ; whereas when men 
deal with men, how often do til^j go to work like bo many Cains 
and Abela, only they use thumping lies instead of clubs. I tell 
you, Jem, you shall be my gardener." 

" I don't know: an iniou from a carrot, afore it '3 out o' the 
ground," said Bright Jeu, showing, aa he thought, good cause 
i^ainst the appointment, Ca^Btick, howavei^ overruled the 
objection, and ao, in due season, Jem waa housed in the Tub. 

And thus, journeying across the fieida to the scene of St. Giles's 
diaaster, have we explained to the reader the why and the 
wherefore of the sudden appearance ot the muffin-maker and his 

Arrived at tha place of accident, not a. soul was to be found. 
The only evidenc* of the tnith of St. Giles's story waa discover- 
able in the overturned caravan, and the jttirted wheeL The 
horses- as well na-'-passMigera ha^l been taken on. Capstidt took 
the lantern from Jem, and loedced suspiciously around him. He 
then held the lig^t to St. Giles, tiyiiig to read his luce ; and tkm 
he shook Ikifl head, as though bsiulked by what the misanthl'ope 
would call, the " brute-human hieroglyphs ; the monkey, and owl, 
■ad dog, and fox, that lived in every counteuwice." St<,.Giles — he 
was wet aa a fiah — gave a sliglit shiver. 

"It isn't above three miles to tlie Eose," said Capstick. 

" Thank 'ee, sir ; is it stnught on, sir ! I can i-un there is no 
time, and a run won't do me no harm," said Bt. Giles, 

" The road 's Borrow ; the hedges are high, there 'a no moon, 
and you can't run very fast with a lantern," observed Cupttick. 

" I '11 find my way, sir, I 've no doubt on it — straiglit on ?" and 
St Giles prepiured to aturt. 

Capsljck laid his hand upon St. Giles's arm, and thea aaid ttdde 
to Jem — " The jxior wretch Is wet aa water. He may miss his 
ro»d ; may taie a ffcver ; not that that would much matter, for 
there's vagabonds a plenty in the world. Still — there isn't a great 
deal of you, Jem ; and he 's a slimmish cha]> — and, if you ar'n't 
very much afraid of your throat, I think for one night the fellow 
might turn in with yos. We 're wrong in doing it," aaid Capetick 
emphatically. 

" Not at all," said Jem, in a )iiuiler note. 

"Well, you sir," cried Capstick to St. Giles, "let's go back 
again 1 you 'II find this a nearer road to bed than along the high-- 
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Saying thia, the master of tLe Tub tiiraed back towarils 
his dwelling-place. " I can wait foster than you, Jem j bo I 'II 

lahon;" nad the muffin-maker mended tis pace. 

" We live here quite by ouwelvea, juat like a brace o' ermits," 
Bud Bright Jem. 

"All alone!" cried St. Gilea, "where 'a your wjfu, then )" 

"My wife ! I don't know how you know'd I ever had one — 
my wife, dear cretor! ia inone of them staraabove oh," aajd Jem, 
" and whichever one it ia, thia 1 know, it isn't the worse for her 
leing in it." Jem pauaed a moment ; and then, somewhat aodly, 
ukedf " How did you know I ever had a wife ) " 

"Why," replied St, Giles, "you look aa if you had ; there s a 
■ort of married mark upon some people." 

" And BO there ia ; a sort of weddin'-ring mark, juat like the 
mark of a collar. I didn't know I hod it, thongh ; but here we 
Me," — and Bright Jem paused at the Tub, and C'apatick imme- 
diately came to the door. 

' After all, I 'Ve been thinking you may lose your way, and as 

1 're a tittle wet, why perha]» you 'd better come in, and when 
"ve had a pipe or so, we '11 see what 'a to be done." Such was 
the hospitable invitation of Capatick. St. Giles pauaed a moment ; 
irhereupon Capatick caught him by the arm, and crying — " Don't 
May there, wasting the candle," pulled him in. "Now, sa we 
't have any of yonr wet rags drowning the place to give us all 
eold, you 11 just go m there, and put on what comes to hand." 
WjUi this, Capstick pointed to an inner room, which St Giles 
obediently entered, and finding there various articles of dresa — all 
of them more than a thought too vast for him — he atrmghtway 
relieved himself of his well-aoaked apparel. Bright Jem assisting 
tt the change. 

" Tou wight jump out on 'em," said Jem ; " but never mind 
int; a bad fit 'a nothin' tx) a bad cold; I know that, for 
'vo had colda o' all sorts, and ought to bo allowed to speak 

"Jem, get the supper," cried Capstick. " Tou sometimea eat, 
X suppose I Yon 're not a cherub, quite I " and the cynic of the 
IFhb tried to smile very severely at his guest. 

■ Tbank'ee, sir," said St. Gilea, his heart warming towards his 
itHd benefiiotor ; " I can eat up anything." 

"Bad as our alugs, Jem," observed Capstick; "and they do 
,nawl BUd crawl over our cabbages, like the world's slander over 

gOoA mune. You may kill'em, it's true ; but there's the slime, 
Jem ; the slime." 

"Here's the bread and cheeaBj and all that's lefl o' the 
r bacon," reraarkedJem, turaing from the metapliorioni 
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to tlie real. "There's one comfort, liowaumever ; tbe ale isn't 
out." And Jem imthenticated hia speBDh by speedily producing 
a, large brown jug, crowned, as he said, "with ft nolila wigo' 
froth. There isn't a, kwyer in all the land," added Jem, " with S 1 
■wig like that." I 

"No," said Capstick, who had by this time lighted his pipe jB 
"iior with anything like it under it." I 

St, Giles, having eaten, and tested the merits of the ale below 
the wig — which to his taste covered nothing lake or vapid — 
looked around him with a look of large content. The hoapititble 
cynic caught the glance, and despite of himself smilad beiagnly. 
" If you pleaae, sir," said St. GUob, who could have (aileii at 
Capatick'a feet, " I should like to telJ you who I am." 

" Not to-night," said Capstick, " I don't want to hear it. We 're 
early people here, and the cock always calls us out of bed. Take 
another horn of ale ; or one, or two, or three, and then suppose 
you go to rest." 

St. Giles filled the horn ; and then looking at Capstick in a way 
that made him tm-n round and round in his chair, for there was 
an earnestness in the man that he could not, by his own theory 
of human wickedness, account for, St. GiJes cried, " God blea 
you, sir I" 

" Thnnk'ee, — that can do nobody any honn, whoever sayi tt, 
and whoever it 'a said to. The same to you, and good night," and i 
Capstick rose to retire to his sleep. As he was leaving the Toodj j 
he paused at the door, and said in a very loud voice, "Tou'p 
loaded my pistols, of course, Jem ! " 

" Katols 1 " cried Jem, witJi all his face all wonder. 
" For," said Capstick, cougliing, " I know the heart of ni 
and in a lonely place like thia, pistols — double-loaded — a 
Bometinies the worst things to have agahat it. Good night, 
and nb jiking St. Giles by the hand, Capstick stalked &om the 
room looking tremendous sagacity. 

" Shall I tell yuu who I am 1 " asked St. Giles, placing hia liaad 
on Jem's knee, 

" Not to-night," said Jem. " It 's the only thing that my deffi I 
Susan and me ever quarrtlled about — not that we ever qiiairellflS T 
— she was too good a soul for that — but I never could he curiool 
Now, somehow, women are so . If there 's only a mouse-hols fl 
the house, it 's u relief to their mind to know where it ia. L( 
wlleu we talk of quarrelling ! When she was alive, I tilwi 
thought she begun it — not, as I Bay, we ever quarrelled — but ft 
ahe's gone, it's me that seema the brute." 
' And the vnvaa of both of you is dead J " said St. GUea, 
" Both in heaven," said Jem, with beautiful confidence. " 
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Capatjck used to keep herself a gooil ileal alxive Sua.'ui when ehe 
was here ; but, poor thing 1 1 dare say she 's found out lier mia- 
take now." 

"That's a place, depend upon it," said St, Giles, "where we 
malce all these matters quite straight." 

" No doubt on it," answered Jem ; " but after all, it 's a pity we 
don't make 'em a, Uttle straighter here, 'Twould bring heaven a 
Uttle nearer this world, wouldn't it 1 " 

" Well," cried St. Giles, " 't wiU be all right at luBt." 

" In course it will," said Jem. " Nevertheless, ray good feller 
— for I think you are a good feller — why should we wait for the 
Iftst to begin it 1 Will you hare any moi-e ale ! It isn't often a 
stranger conies here." 

"Not a drop: I'm full; and my heart's fuller than all mj 
body. Let 'e go to bed," aaid St. Giles ; and immediately Jem 
rose, and showed him to their chamber. 

Hours passed, and St, Giles could not sleep, All the scenes of 
his long life — for how does misery lengthen life, making grey- 
headed men of mere matuiity, compelling childhood, that shonld 
have beautifiil visions, foreshadowing be,autiful tnitha around it 
— to keep a day-book of the wron^ committed on it 1 — all these 
kcenea passed before the wanderer, Such a nature knows tile 
amount of life only by the balanoe of injury against it. And 
ench — need we say so to the reader 7 — was St, Giles. Hence, 
young as he was, he was hoary in the hard esperience of a 
sordid vrortd. He lay, and counted year by year, cay, week by 
week, of his life-— as first lighted by memory — and wia melted by 
gratitude, by wonder, at the accident that had brought him 
beneath the protectioa of those who, in all his after vice, and 
after misery, had still made in him a belief in goodness ; in 
the world's charity ; in the inextinguishable kindness of the 
hnnuui heart. All his carea — all his anxieties for the future — 
Beemed to pass away in the great assurance of hia present 
fortttne. And so he lay eleepless, bewildered with happiness. At 
Iraigth he slept. 

The Hun shone reproachfully into hia room, as ha waa 
aroused by Bright Jem. " I say," said Jew, " will yon come up, 
or will you take another pull atween the sheets ) It 's nicer in 
the garden, if you cam only think so." 

" To be sure," said St. Giles, " I 'm with you in a minute.'' 
Hurrying on liis clothes — he found them already dried find pLice<* 
by his bed-— he soon joined Jem in the garden. 

" 1 can't do much of the rough work," said Jem, as he feebly 
managed hia spade ; " but it 'a wonderful how I 've taken to the 
business for all that. When I think o' the years and years I 



I 



BT. GILES AND ST. JAMES. 



lived !□ Sbort^ Gurdens, never knowing which side o' the world 
the sun got up — never seeing him get up — never hearing a bird 
whistle except in a cage — thinking tliere wuh hardly anytliing upon 
the earth but brioklayeri' and carpenters' work, — well, I do feel 
it a ble^bg in m; old age, that I con see the trees of a summer 
morning waving about me. I do feel happy with all thin^ 
seeing them to be eo bright njid beautiful, and btimniiiig over, as 
I may aay, with Grod's goodneBS." 

" That "a true, Jem — very true," said St. Gilea j " and, 1 'm glad i 
to see it, you look happy." 

" Afl a butterfly," cried Jem. " And, Lord love you 1 when I ' 
sometimes think what I was in London ; when I think o' the poor 
folks that 'b there now — the poor creturs that 'a as fine as may- 
bnga for a year or so, and then tumble, oa 1 may say, iu the uiuij, 
and get trod on by anybody, till they die and are no more thought 
on than pisoned rata, — well, I am thankful that I 've been brought 
into this place to feel myself, as I may say, somewhat cleaned from 
London mud, and my heart opened by the sweet and pret^ thing* 

" And you didn't know nothing of gardening, Jem, wlien you 
fii-st come 1 " said St. Giles. 

" I tell you, not a bit. But you 've no thought oa't how sooA 
a man with the will in him, learns. I shall never forget what 
Mr. Capstick said to me, when we first come, and I did n't think I 
could take to it. ' Jem,' says he to me, ' a garden is a beautiful 
book, writ by the finger of God ; every flower and every leaf 'a » 
letter; you've only to learn 'em — lid he's a poor dunce that 
can't, if he will, do that — to leam 'em, and join 'em, and then lo 
go on reading and reading, and you '11 find yourself carried aMray 
from the earth to the skjea by the beautiful story you 're going 
through.' " 

" Mr. C^tstiok ! He 'a n kind, humane cretur," said St. GUeB. 

" He 's not a man," said Jem with emphasis ; " he 's a lump o' 
honey that would pass itself off for bitter allya. A lump o' honey J 
I often say the beea made him. Yes," and Jem returned to hia 
garden — " you don't know what beautiful thoughts — -for they "re 
nothing short — grow out o' the ground, and seem to talk to a mao. 
And then there "s some flowers, they always seam to me like over- 
dutiflil children ; tend 'em over so little, and they come up, and 
flourish, and show, as I may say, their bright and h^ipy faces to 
you. Now, look here," and Jem pointed to a flower at hia fbot- 
" I sowed this last year— jist flung it in the mould — and you "d 
hardly believe it, it 's come up agin by itself. You wouldn't ttdak 
now," — and Jem looked suddenly professorial—" yon wouldn't 
think it was a Pimliat speeisiimo tidipum liuibum t " 
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" What 'h that iu EngUeh 1 " aaked St, QUe«. 

" Ain't got no other name, aa I know of; but there is no 
doubt it 's a tulup. I didn't think I could do it," Boid Jem, with 
the Emalleat touch of Belf'complacency, " but I know the Latin 
zumea of half the fiowere you aee." 

" Well, Ihej don't amell no sweeter for that, do they ) " cried 
Bt. Giles. 

Bright Jem paused a moment ; and then, with a hslf'serioTU 
fifcce, answered, " I don't know that they don't." 

St. Giles felt no disposition to argue the point ; therefore 
■uddenly changed his ground, " Isn't Mr. Capatltik late ? " he 

" Lat« I he 's never late," cried Bright Jem. " He 'a left the 
Tub these two hours. Qone fbr a walk." 

'■ The Tub ! What Tub 1 " asked St GUea. 

" Why, the house. It "s called tlie Tub, after a tub that some 
wise man — aa Mr. Capstiek tells me he was — lived in a many 
thousand yenre ngo. Mr. Capstiek swears it was a vinegar tub." 

■' Well, that 's droli," said St. Giles. " Call a house a tul) I " 

"Why not 1 But if you've anything to aay against it, here 
cornea the master." And as Bright Jem spoke, the early misan- 
thrope entered the garden. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Ma. Capstick, however, came not alone. A pace or two behind 
him followed an old man, whose kind, famUiar greeting of Bri^t 
Jem showed him to be no. stranger at the hermitage. "Well, 
J&meB," said the visitor, " and how is all your blooming family 1 " 
Ehlgcup and he looked benignantly at the shrubs and flowers. 

"Why, thank 'ee, sir, ua you see," said Bright Jem, smiling 
paternally, and with his spade tenderly patting a Inmp of earth, 
I tbcragb he loved it. " My family "s jist like any other chil- 
Iren ; some back'ard, some for'ard. Some will run up, and branch 
out like this Sjwpaia digger — " 

" I perceive," said the visitor, with his best gravi^ — " it is the 
oommon mustard." 

".fist so," affirmed Jem very stolidly, "and some will grow 
^/A as you trim 'em, like this iiwiaAoiwe aemperaiHngs'' 

"Very true ; the boi-plant is obedient," said the new-comer, 
Wth continued deference to Jem's scholarship. "The box is 
obedient." 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 



St. Giles had run pretty briskly for some quarter of an hour, 
wlien he disisovered iu the difitiince — glowing aniid treea — a epeok 
of light. It was plain, there was a human habitation, tboogh 
away from tlie main rood. ETe paused for a moment ; should he 
follow the highway, or strike off in the direction of that taper I 
Another moment, and he had leapt the h^lge, and was mnJeing 
fast for the beacon. He crossed two or three £elda, and then 
found himself in a windiug green lane : now, as he ran on, he 
lost the light ; and now again, like hope renewed, it beamed upon 
him. At length he came full upon the homestead, 
old circular dwelling ; bo thronged about by tree and bniih, that i(fl 
seemed impossible that any light within could manifest itself tl 
the distant wayfarer. A type this, as it will appear, of the hi 
of the master. Heatfecteda sclitude from the world: hebi" 
that he was hidden from his fellow-man, and yet tl 
able goodness that glowed within Tiim, made him a, a 
for the weary and wretched. For a brief spiice, St. Giles o 
aidereii the cottage. It was plastered with rough-caat ; at t 
fiiEt glance, seemingly a poor, squalid nook. But a closer ai 
showed it to be a place where the household gods iared not nptj 
black bread and mere water. The garden pat«h before it n 
filled with choicest flowers ; not a weed intruded its idle life apon 
them. It was a place where nentneaa and comfort seemed to 
have met in happiest society. St. Giles listeued, and heard low 
voices within. At length, he knocked. 

" Who 'b there ) " said the master of the house, " If it '« 
the taxes, come in the morning." 

" It "a ft traveller," answered St, Giles, " that wants hdp fori 
lot of poor souls that 's tumbled in a ditch." 

In a moment the door was opened, and a, grey-headed, ] 
faced, burly man, with a candle iu his baud, stood at the ll 
hold. He warily placed the light between the iipeaker i 
himself, shading it, and with a suspicious glance looked hatf 
upon St. Giles ; whose eager sonl was in a moment in his eyef 
and then, trembling from head to foot, he cried, " God be bl«a 
sir — aad is it indeed you i " 

" My name, traveller, is Capstick," said the man, bending Ji 
brows upon St. Giles, and looking determined to be too amah fi 
the stranger at his door ; a new comer, it was very likelyj 
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to trick him. " My name is Capatick, what may be yours 1 Here, 
Jem, you slug — do you know this pilgrim J " 

Anotlier moment, and Jem— oU Bright .Tem, with grey grizried 
head, ahmnk fooe, and low bent shoulders — stood in the dooi^way. 
Ere Jem could speak, St. Grilea discovered him ; " And you, too, 
here ! Lord, who 'd Lave hoped it J " 

" Doii't know a feather on him," said Jem, "but he seems to 
hiow 118, wet aa he is." 

" VHiy, that 'a it, you see, A fellow from a borae-pond will 
Itnow anybody who 'a a supper and a, bed to give liim. It 's the 
base part of our base nature." Au d then the misanthrope turned 
to St. Giles. " Well, my wet friend, aa you know my name and 
Jem's, what mark may you carry in the world I What name 
have you been ruddled with I " 

Bt, Giles paused a moment ; and then stammering said, " Yon 
diall know that by-and-bye." 

"Very well," tried Capslick, "we can wait." Saying thia, he 
aguD stepped back into the cottage, and was- about to close the 

" Oh, never mind me," cried St. Giles ; " I "11 get on aa I cor ; 
all 1 ask of you is to come and help the poor cretura : some of 
'em dying with their hui*fa for what I know." 

" Jem," said Capstjok, " we 're fools to do it ; but it 's clear, 
we were bom to l^io fools. So, get the lantern,, that we may go 
tod bury the dead. Do make hacte, Jem," urged Capstiok with 
itrange miaonthropy ; albeit Jem moved about with all the vigour 
time had left him. " How you do crawl — though, after all, I 
dont see why you should n't. What 's people in a ditch to them 
who've a warm bed and a snug roof over 'eml Then aa for 
iymg, death 'a every man's own business ; quite a private afiiur, 
Inwhieh, as I see, nobody else has any right to trouble himself 
Now, dO' come along, you old caterpillar," and Capstick, staff in 
hand, stept forth, Jem. limping after him. 

iriulst Capatick leads the way — a shorter one than that 
traversed by St Giles — into the nmn road, we may espliiin to 
the reader the combined causes that have pi-eeented the mufRo- 
maker and linkman as little other than eremitea on the skirts of 
the borough of liquorish. Mr, Capstick had turned his muffins 
into a sufficient number of guineas for the rest of his days, and 
therefore determined to rerire from Seven Dials to the country. 
Mrs. Capstick would never hear of going to be buried alive froia 
Loudon i and therefore reso1ve<l upon nothing more remote than 
a suburban whereabout. Hackney, or Hmlico, or Islington, she 
night be brought to endure ; but uo, if she knew herself, nothing 
ihonld make her go and live, as sh« pathetically pnt it, like aa owl 
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in a buali, Capatiek met all these objeationa in hia uaunlly lofty 
way : " she was a foolislt woman, but would learn better," Tliia, 
again and again tie avowed ; thougk no man had less faith in the 
avowal tliau hirnaalf. Still, it kept up his dignity contiuuiUly to 
call his wife a foolish woman ; albeit, he was generally compelled 
to yield to the folly he imperiously condemned. Matters were 
at this ei-iaifl, when suddenly Mrs, Capattuk fell sick and died, 
" She would have been on excellent creature," Capatiek smd, "li 
it had not been her nuBforCune to bs a woman. However, poor 
Boul I she could not help that ; tmd therefore, why alioutd he 
blame her V Very often, Capstiuk would so deliver hiniBeU; his 
eyes fillmg with tears, as he tried to twitch hia lips into a cynical 
Hmile at all womankind, and at the late Mrs. Capstick in parti- 
cular, " Still," lie would say, " she had her virtuen. Evei-y day 
of her life would she walk round every one of hia ehirt-buttoua 
that no one of them might be miasing. He hated all tombstone 
flooriahea, otherwise he would have had that special virtue — he 
meant the buttons — specially n amed in her epitaph. One comfort, 
however, he alwaya liad to think of: whatever hia love was lor 
Tier, he never lut her know it. Oh dear no ! It was like showing 
the weak part of a foi-tresa to all comers : some day or the other 
'twould be sure to he taken advantage o£" 

And the death of Mrs. Capatiek — the muflin-makor would never 
eonfesa tliat for months he pined like a solitary dove at the loss — 
left him free to choose hia abode, Whereupon he quitted liondon, 
and built himielf a house almost buried in a wood somn two milea 
from Liquorish ; and this house, or hut, setting himself up a 
Bort of Diogecea— kind, butter- hearted impostor ; — -he colled w 
a flouriah, The Tub 1 The satire was lose upon nearly all ti 
inhabitanta of Liquorish, many of whom discovered, ae th 
believed, & very natural cauae for bo atnuige a name. There w 
no doubt-— it was urged by many — that CapaUck had, in hia day, 
made large auma of money hy smuggling ; hence, out of pure 
gratitude to the aouroe of Ms fortune, he had called his cottaf^ a 
Tub. Indeed, two or three wf the shrewder sort dropt myatig 
hints about the possibility of Sudiug, somehow attached to t' 
Tub, an unlawful still. People — this apothegm clenched tl 
suspicion in the hearts of some — people did not live in a wood fi 
notlung I 

Bright Jem hod lost his cordial, good-natured mate, some four 
or five years before the death of Mra. Capstick. He would, in hia 
despair, tell the muflin-raaker that " his poor Susan had somehow 
carried away Ida heart into her grave with her ; he had no iniiul 
to do nothing." Sometimes, too, he would borrow a melancholy 
similitude from the skittle-ground, and shaking his head, would 



ST. GILKS AKD ST. JAMES. 187 

eiclaim tLat "lie was a down pin." To tliia sorrow, tlia mafiin- 
iQttker ■would apply what lie thought a sharp philosophy by way 
«f cure. He would mean to drop gall and Tinegar iuto the hurts 
rf hia poor and poorer neighbour — tor, aa Jem would often declare, 
n aeemeJ to have taken awdy all hia luck with, her— but he 
Muld deal in nought save oil and honey. CapHtiuk flourished, and 
Bright Jem faded. Great and inereaaiug was the fame of tlie 
~ but tlie link waned, and waned, and Bright Jem, 

ireakeoed by sickness, almost crippled by the eifeots of cold, 
vonld have been passed to the workliouae, as he would often say, 
. to " pick oakum and wait for the grave-digger." This fete, 
litnvever, WHS warded fixim him by the stony-hearted misanthrope, 
" "' ' ! ty the muffin-maker, who, declaring that all men were 
id tigers, would, at their least need, tend the camivora, 
18 though they were bruised and wounded lambs. Hear him talk, 
^^ "^ He would heap bumijig aabes on. the head of weak humanity. 
Watch Ids doings, and with moistened eyes he would pour a pr^ 
HOUB ointment there. For years it was the weekly practice of 
Capstick tu visit Jam in hia lonely room in Short's Gardena, to 
■ijoy a fling at the world : to find oat the bad marks of the 
ler, or, as he would say, "to cotrat the spots on the leopard'g 
Every Friday, he would come and take his pipe with Jem, 
tba.t he might call oU men wretches without having bis wife to 
«oiitr«dict bim ; when, having eased bis bile and laid Jent'a 
■WWekly pension on the mantelpiece, be would return home with 
ll^tenMi heart to business. "The world's a. bad lot, Jem; a 
Tery bad lot ; bow it 'a been suffered to grow as old aa it is, it 'a 
XQore than I can tell. Like an old block of wood, it 's fit for 

B nothing but burning : God bless you, Jem." And with this 
opinion, with this beniaon, would the muffln-makcr commonly 
depairt. 

Caprtick, however, when his wife died, resolved to carry Bright 
/hb into the country with him. " You '11 be a good deal of use 
. tliere, Jem," said the muffin-maker, when he broke the busineaa. 
'Not a morsel in the world," miBwered the humble link man. 
* I "re been used to nothing but London atreeta. I knows nothing 
that Uvea or grows in the country. Poor dear Susan could never 
ttkch nte primrosea from polyanthuses, though she knowed all 
tlboat 'em. I 'm a sinner, if I think I ever saw a coek-robin in all 
my life. What can I do in tlie country 1 " 

"Yon aball learn to garden, Jem. TJiat's Uie grand, the true 
Inployiiieut of man," cried the mulBn-maker, warming. " Why, 
lare have I been for years an old rascal, grinning, and bowing, 
■nd ducking beliind ray conoter to niidie money out of two-leggtd 
ttinga aa fitlse aa myself, — and do you call that tlie dignity of 
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Here Tangle seized the htuid of Capstick, who Buffered his paJm 
to lay like a dead fiah iu the hand of that very fervent mnn. 
"Surely — yes, it must be— surely we have met before ) Where 
could it have been J " 

"Newgate," answered Capatiek, as though proud of the place. 
This frankness, however, somewhat puzzled the eriniinal lawyer. 
He knew not what the amoant of Cftpstick's obligationa might be 
to him ; oould not, on the instant, recollect whether the tenant of 
the Tub, the freeholder of liquorish, had been a housebreaker, a 
highwayman, or simple pickpocket. Mr. Tangle's personal ac- 
quaintanceship with so many men, thus variously inclined, had 
been so great, it was impossible for him to recollect the benefits, 
that, for certain inconsiderable fees, he had from time to time 
conferred. Thns, in his uncertainty, he merely said, " Bless me ! 
Newgate 1 " smiling blandly, as though he spoke of Araby the 
Happy, or the Fortnnate Isl-ea. 

" Ceitainly, Newgate," repeated Capatick. " I wonder yuu 
Bhonld forget the cose." 

" Why, the fact is, Mr. Capstick, I have a sort of dim recol- 
lection that — but the truth, is, when I leave London, I always 
like to leave Newgate behind me. Whatever our small aSaie 

" Nothing bnt a little nmtter of horse -stealing," said Capstick, 
with an ingenuousness that even astonished Tangle, whilst Mr, 
Folder and the three iidiabitants of Liquorish looked very blank 
indeed. It was but for a moment, for they aimk the horse-stealer, 
as they deemed Capstick, in the freeholder, and smiled as vigorously 
as before. 

" Now, I recoUect very well," said Tangle, " perfectly well. It 
was a ease of conspiracy against you. I remember, Mr. Capstick, 
the affecting compliment IJie Judge paid you when you quitted 
the dock — the oheErs that rang through the court — and the very 
handsome supper we had on the night of your acquittal. It was 
a black caae, sir ; a very black case. Nevertheless, it is & aweet 
satisfaction to recollect that we indicted the witnessee, and that 
one of 'em, proved guilty of perjury, was nearly killed in the 
pillory. I felt the case so strongly, that I remember it — ay, as 
thuugh it was but yesterday — I remember that I gave my derka 
a holiday to see thefellowpunished, telling them at the same tjme 
that they might do as they liked." 

" Hompli ! " said Capstick, " you don't keep your memory in 
quite as good order as the Newgate Calendar, There was no 
acquittal in the cnae I talk of j none at all. Sentence was passed, 
and execution ordered." 

Tangle looked sUetitly but intently in the (ace of Capstici^ j^. 
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at though mentally inquiring, '■ which horse-stealer he eoold 
bel" 

"Execution ordered," — repeated Ca.patict — "but it wasn't to 
be. Instead of hanging, there was transportation for life." 

" And so there was — I recolleet perfectly well. I am always 
g(ad to ■welcome haok an erring man to tta paths of Tirtue," said 
Tangle. " Of course you have obtained your pardon ? " 

"Pardon ! Oh dear no — not at all," said Capatick. 

"Why — bless me ! " — gaaped Mr. Folder — " you don't mean to 
My, fellow — you hav'n't the efeontary to daclare it to the faces of 
honest men, that you are an escaped transport ? " 

Capstick made no answer, hut smiled resignedly. The inference, 
however, was too much for bright Jem, who cried out — " Why, in 
cootBe not ; and oa for talking about honest faces, I should think 
them as couldn't see the honestest that w, here " — and Jem laid 
his hand afifectionately on. Capstick's shoulder — " ought to put on 
their spectadea." 

" Be quiet, Jem," said Capatick, mildly. 

"I can't ; it would make that dumb cretur apeak if it could," 
Bnid Jem, pointing to the pet hedgehog, " to hear aich mbbiali. 
Tun ought to recollect, Mr. Tangle, ali about it : for wasn't you 
well paid for doin' next-door to nothiu' ? The bright guineas 
Mr. Capatick give you to take the part o' that poor little 
ofald — and ater all, didn't you leave him to be hanged like a 
dngl" 

Tangle's fece broke into excessive radiance. "Bleaa my heart 
—bless my heart ! " he cried, and was again about to seize the 
hand of (i,pBtick, when the cynic suddenly lifted the hedgehog 
from the table, giving a marked preference to that object. 
Mr. Tangle was of a too generous nature to be offended by such 
partiality — he had too much true humility. Therefore, in no way 
confused, he turned to Mr. Folder, saying — " I think, air, if there 
were any doubt of our cause, this would be a good omen for it." 
Mr. Folder smiled and assent.ed, though in evident ignomjiee of 
Tuigle'a meaning. " To think that the first man wo should Iwve 
eanvaBsed, ahould have hisen this good — I will say it— this righteoua 
! penoul You recollect Mr. Capstick; of course, you recollect 
I 2b, QtpsUck )" 

Mr. Folder, feeling, from the lawyer's manner, that he ought to 
I reooUect our muffin-maker, shulfled forward, and with all alacrity 
I pt^ared to take his hand : but th-e misanthrope, leering at that 
I ftffltble old man, continued to pat hia hedgehog. 

"You remember the case of that wretched hoy," said Tangle, 
" that bom biad thing, yoimg St. Giles, who stole Ida loiJahip's 
pony 1 " Mr. Folder was immediately improsaed — we might say 
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oppreaaed — with a reraembrance of the case. " And of course, 
you remember the benevolence of ttis excellent man, who " — 

"Tol de roi lo!, to! lol lol lol," aang Capatick, with his heat 
energy. 

" But he 'a & true Christian, and yon perceive will hear nothing 
about it," aaid Tangle. " I '11 aay no more, sir ; you have your 
reward — there, sir, there" — and Tangle pointed iiia forefinger 
towarda that part of CapBtiok'a anatomy whore in men, ai he 
had heard, resided the heart. " Nevertheless, sir, for that 
yonng St. Giles — hallo I my frieml," cried Tangle, for the firat 
time observing the owner of that name, who, agitated by what 
he had heard, and fiirtber terrified by the andden rocognitioQ 
of Tangle, waa pale and trembEng — " hallo ! what brought you 
here I " 

" Do you know the yonng m an ? " aaked Capatick. 

" Know him, air ! I should think I did. He 'a one of our men, 
hired to ahout for ub," E^d Tangle. 

" To fight for us, too," added Mr. Folder, " if need bs, in 
defence of our blessed constitution." 

"Well, friend," said Capatick to St. Giles, "yonr clothes lira 
dry, and I hope your belly 'a full That way to the right leads to 
the Bose." 

CapsticVa manner told St. Giles to be gone. It was no time 
for explanation ; therefore, determining to return in the evening 
to the hermitage, and m^e himself known to his benefactor, 
St. Giles moved towards the door, " God bless you, sir," he Bud 
" for all the good yoa 've doae to me," With these words he 
croBsed the thi-eshold, and waa iu a moment out of eight. 

" What," cried Tangle, struck by the blesaing of St. Giles wpOB )] 
Capstiek, "what, sir, at your old kindness again)" 

" There was no kindness at all in the matter," aaid Jem ; " lie 
waa spilt In a pond, and come here with a wet skiu." 

" Oh, I- see 1 The accident that happened to the band. Poor 
devilB I " cried Tangle, " 'twas a mercy none of them were 
drowned, for the time 'a getting close, and, Mr. Capatick, you who 
know life, know that an election without music, why it 's like a 
contest without — " 

"Money," added Capstick, with a grim amiL, 

"Exactly so, But I perceive in the hospitality you have voncli- 
aafed to his lordship's servant, your devotion to his cause. Ha, sir I 
England has need of such men, now. A few auch as he would 
put OB to rights, air, in no time ; for aU the times want, mr, ia the 
strong arm— nothing like the strong arm. However, to the imme- 
diate purpose of our visit ; as 1 aay, his lordship wiU himself call 
upon you. In the meantime " — and Tangle's face looked like old 
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parchment in the sun — " in the meantime, I trust we may count 
upon your vote and interest 1 " 

Capstick cast hia eyea upon the gronnd, then upwards, as though 
suddenly rapt hy caJculation. He then asked, " Is his lordship 
ibnd of hedgehogs 1 " 

"I bad the happineas and the honour," piped Folder, "of open- 
ing Ma youthful mind ; and knowing, as I do, how attentively he 
-was wont to listen to my exhortationa of not only cotiaidering the 
wante of the lower orders, but of eapeciaUy feeling conuderation 
towards the lower animal kingdom, I think I can confidently aay 
— though I never heard Ma lordahip declare hia preference — that 
Jie is decidedly fond of hedgehogs." 

" I am very happy to hear it," said Capatick, " 'tia a great thing 
to know." 

"Ton don't feel disposed — should his lordahip take a fancy to 
the creature — to sell that hedgehog 1 " asked Tangle. 

" How could I refoae hia lordship anything ! " answered Cap- 
alJofc. " It 'a an odd thing : but yoa 've heard of what they call 
the transmigration of soids 1 " 

" Of course," answered the scholar. Folder. 

" Well, then, it 's droll enough ; and I never thought it. But 
until the election is over, I feel tlnat my soul is in this hedge- 
htg." 

Tangle put hia forefinger to his noae, and s^d — " Good ! I 
understand you. A man of the world, Mr. Capstick — a man who 
knowH life." Whereupon Tangle, ere Capstick was aware of it, 
eaught bji n by the hand, squeezing it until its knuckles cracked 
■gain. " God hlesa yon i We may depend upon all your interest ) 
Uood bye," 

The canvassing party then quitted the cottage. Mr. Tangle 
valked on with Mr. Folder i and was no sooner in the lane that 
led to the miuD road, where they had left their chaise, than he 
ilidulg<ed his pent--up wrath with the freest exploaion. "Now, 
tir, that 'b one of the scoundrels that make the world what 
ftial" 

" Shocking ! " said Mr. Folder. 

"That 'a one of the men who pollute the pure source of par- 
Hamentary representation." 

"It's dreadful," remarked Folder. 

" Without snch vagabonds, a seat in the house would be cheap 
Siongb. But isn't it dreadful to think what a gentleman must 
diabuTBe to buy such scum I " 

" Notwithstanding," urged Mr, Folder, "we must protect our 
bloaaed constitution. And if the other party will offer money for 
conuuodity, we mustn't stop at any price to outbid 'en 
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"be vocal only at long intervftla ; lienee, Doctor Gilead preached but 
i-arely to hia simple flock. HaayoutUfu! euruto — n spiritual abep- 
betd boy — was all-sufiicieut to lead them to tlie water-coureea 
and tbe pasture : it v/an oitly now ajid then that tha elder paator 
'vrnnld shake before them a mouthful or ao of aweet herba, culled 
&om the dainty garden of hia own theology. Doctor GUead was 
a learned man ; a pioua man. Neither his coachman, hia batler, 
nor dtber of his three footmen, doubted his ^viadom or his ortho- 
doxy. Se was a, maji, too, of pfactjcal patience, Thrice had he 
expected a biahopric ; and thrice had the mitre vomahed from the 
tips of hia fingers. Whereupon, he meekly folded hie hands, and 
smiling down the gout that each time with burning nippers 
seized upon him, he thanked heaven for hia falicitoua escape. 
Eicelleut man ! He could no moi'e hide the humility raging 
within him, than he could have disguised tbe small-pox. It would 
break out He had once preached before George the Third j and 
then from his pulpit, as from the Mountain, did he see the Land 
of Promiae, the House of Lorda. Still, the milfc and honey were 
imtaated ; and atill, with patient, ainiling lips, he praised the 
prci<ridence that would have it ao, 

Sneh was the owner of Lazarus Hall, the rectory ; an abode 
e^MdaUy prepared far the reception of young St James, who, two 
mghta lit leaat, would bless the roof-tree of his fether'a humble 
friend. The house waa rich and odorous as nest of phuenii, 
FetwaB there no golden display; no Telvet lianginga j noflaimtiiig 
t^ieetries; but luiury in every shape, took the guiae of simplicity, 
imd made every comer of the house a cosy nook for swan-down 
Christianity. Then avarything was ao radiantly clean, it seemed 
no port of this dusty earth, but fi'eah from some brighter planet 
Hod Doctor GUead been an'ayed from head to heel in epiacu^^l 
lawn, there was nought within the Hall of Lazarus to aiuudgo it 
The very fliea, from habit, would have respected it Saints and 
hennits would not have dared to- rat upon the chair-covers. 

It waa Saturday, about five in the aflemoDu. Doctor Gilead sat 
ialiia library, garnished about with his wife and three daughters. 
The doctor was black and glossy aa a newly-bathed raven. As for 
the ladiee, they might have been taken as specimeos of Brobdignag 
china : so creamy and motionless were their faces, so prim and 
wellrdefined their flowing gowns. Not a word was said ; not a 
wuitd wfts heard, save that the doctor's watch ticked feverishly in 
llis fub, and a big, blundeiiiig blue fly kept bouncing and batteinng its 
head against a window-pane, douhtlcaa puKKlod to know why, with 
all so very clear before it, it could not get out. Aud now the doctor 
locdced reproacliiiilly at the noisy insect ; and now subdded to his 
Once or twice, he strangled a aigh at hia 
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very lips. Haply — but who shall sound the depths of u 
alent Boul ? — haply he thought of the turbot macerating in 
kettle, haply of the hnuoch scorching on the spit. Say nhat 'w^fl 
will, it tries the ejurit of maji, to think serenely of his boiled &iuj 9 
roast, and of the iate-coming guest perilling them both. Doctor 
Oileod breathed heavily ; then, taking his vatch from his fub, he 
said with a smile of ghastly resignation, "It's getting rather, 
late." 

And what said the doctor'a wife J "Why precisely what every 
married daughter of Eve woidd say. Sh6,inthenaturalest matmeii 
observed — " I shouldn't wondor if ho doesn't come at all." Tha 
daughters— meek things 1 — said nothing ; but they looked down 
and abont them at their pretty gowns, and slightly bit their lips, 
and slightly sighed. 

"I don't tliiak, roy dear," said Mrs. Gilead, "it 's any nse 
waitdng for his lordship, now. Hadn't they better serve tl 

Now, had the doctor assented to this, Mrs. Gilead would hai 
been pathetically eloquent on the iuhospitolity of the meaaore. 
She liad no such meaning ; all she wanted was the discourse of 
her husband. She talked to make him talk. In the like way 
that, when a pump is dry, men pour water into it to set it flowing. 
"The dimior will be totally spoilt, my dear," added Mrs. Gilead, 
smiling as though she communicated sweetest intelligence. The 
doctor spoke not, but suffered an. abdominal shudder. " In fact, 
my dear," continued the wife, '* now, we ought rather to hojw that 
his lordsliip will not come. There will be cothiog fit to set before 
him — nothing whatever." It was strange — she did not mean it — 
yet did Mrs. Gilead talk with s certain gust, as though she talked 
of a special treat : to have nothing fit for his lordBhip aeemed to 
be the very thing desirable. " What did y»u say, my dear 1" 
asked Mrs. Gilead, 

The doctor hod not uttered a syllable. However, agtun he lookei^ 
at his watch, and then said, " It is very late." We can find no 
other parallel to this heroic calmness save in the hfe of St. Law- 
rence; who when turned, like a. half-done steak, upon his gridiron, 
merely observed to an acquaintance who chanced to be near, — " It 
is very warm." In both eaaea, cooking was the source of pain, 
and the teat of resignation ; for Dr. Gilead thought of liis 
haunch as if it had been a part of him. And still the doctor sat, 
looking fiercely patient. Mrs. Gilead, the partner of his boaom, 
knew well what that bosom felt, and therefore inher own feminine 
way remarked, " Now I certainly give his lordship up." 

It was a great pity that Mrs. Gilead had not spoken thus before, 
or surely the same effect would have fiiUowed the syllables. For 
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Dner had she uttered them than there was a whirl of wheels, 
■nd suddenly a, earrings in n cluud of duat stopt at Liizurus HalL 
ISiB. Gilmd jumped ; her daughtera gave a sharp, short, joj'ful 
'tcream ; whilat the doctor himaelf — liut, reader, did yoa ever in. 
imad day mark the night-lamp of mnn-midtcife 1 It ia dully, 
ijarUy red. The sun sinks, night cornea ; and that dark 
^loBB faume like a. raby, liquid with glowing light. Sneh was 
J)octor Gilead'a comitcnance ; such the change ; now sulky 
ooloured, ajid now flaming with joy. A moment, and he was at 
the carriage-door ; another, and young St. James — the bod of his 
patron and friend— stood, with both hands seized by the grasping, 
throbbing palms of the affectionate doctor. The doctor was in 
•pasms of delight : Mrs. Gilead, fiill of smiles, opened and folded 
lier iiice like a Em r and tha young ladies, before so statue-like, 
that had they eut in the open air, the birda had perched upon 
them, swam about and arched their necka like cyguet^ taking a 
M^-moming bath. And now we jump the dinner-talk, sparkling 

brilliant, as a mountebank jumpa through fireworks, and 
duft the scene. 

We leave the whole household to their dreams. Let Doctor 

Oilead think himself a bishop ; let bi m in his slumbers rehearse 

his first parliamentary speech — let his wife dream of her gown 

fbr court — let each of the young ladies see and feel herself a 

Hushing, stammering bride at church — let St. James dream, — he 

lamiot help it— of poor Clarissa. It is Saturday night. Labour 

fiung down his working tools, and sleeps a deep and hapj^ 

sleep J for the next day is a holy breathing-time — a day of rest— 

Sunday. 

It may be remembered that the band and minor merce- 

iries of St. James were posted at the Bose, a hostelry of 

'modest diaracter compared to the dignified pretensions of the 

01iv« Branch, made still more important by the judgment of 

\lx. Tangle, who had selected that tavern as the head-quarters of 

ilhe noble candidate. The Bose, in tha agent's own words, did 

y well for the rabble always necessary on such occaaions ; but 

himself, he could not at idl feel himself a gentleman in any 

meaner place than the Olive Branch. Indeed, now and then he 

«mpe!led to remember the national and patriotie importanca 

) cause in which he was engaged, to reconcile him heartily to 
fhe inconvenience of even that abidiag-place. " There was no real 
ife off the stones of London ; but then the condition of the country 
lemanded some sacrifice of every man : why, then, should he com- 
plain 1 No ; he would stick to the constitution whilat a plank of it 
held together. If the ship — he meant the constitution — was doomed 
to go down, why, he would give three cheers, and go down with it." 
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It woH Sunday niommg, and breakfast being orsr, the two 
patriota — full of meat and diink and the good of their ooujrtiy — 
Bank back in their chaJi's, and Icioked serenely in each other's (ac& 

" We shall have a flub cougregatiou to-dfty ; all the Hoabioti and 
respoctabilitj of tho neighbourhood, no doubt 1 " 

"They can't do leaa," remarked Mr. Tangle, " 'twill be only a 
proper eomplimeut to his lordship." 

"Nevertheless," observed the ancient tutor, speaking bIowIj, 
gravely, "I am a little diEiappoiiiteil. I did tUuk that ou hia 
lordship's anivaJ, they would at least have rung the ohurch bella. 
Nor was there even a, bonfire," 

" Pardon me ; I have my scmples : all men have, or should 
have. Tonchiiig the church bells, I must confess I do not think 
they ought ever to be emploj^ed in any uses that are secular. T 
have laj prejudices," continued Tangle, with the air of a mas 
vety proud of the commodity, " and ohujch bells are one. Bonfires 
are altogether auother matter," • 

" iud fireworks," added Folder. 

"And fireworks," assented Tangle. "Though I awd nothing 
at the time, I must own wiCli you, that the absenoe of so small a 
mark of respect om a bonSre on the arrival of his lordship, speaks 
TBiy many volumes against Uie people. A. few years ago, and 
there 'd been a blaze on every hill Not a soboolboy but woold 
have hiid his c«p and pockets stuffed with crackers. Now, pwnfiil 
as it is to a man who loves the constitution, stiE the truth cannot 
be disguised, there was not a, single squib — not a single aquib," 
and Tangle repeated the words with pathetic emphasis. 

" I heard none," said Mr, Folder, with the aii- of a man who, 
nevertheless, forlornly hopes that he may be mistaken. 

"Oh no ! TVe must not deceive ouraelvesi. We must look the 
tmth flill in tho fitce, ugly aa the truth may be ; it 's the only way 
to browbeat it. I learnt th^t Tnigim, Mr. Folder, from practice 
in the courts of law. There, it only wants a brassy look and a 
lug voice, to make an ugly-looking truth seem a shameful impoator. 
Nothiog, MT, like learning to boldly face truth, if you want to get 
the best of it. And so, sir, though the omiasioa of the bonfires 
and the fireworks did pain me — how could it be otherwise 1 — 
nevertheless, I feel all the stronger in our cause for knowing the 
revolutionary principles that, as I have more than once observed, 
are now arrayed against all that is great and titled in the 
country ! " 

"Don't you think, Mr. Tangle," said Folder, "that we had 
better visi t our toilets, to be ready for church 1 We ca 
walk gently over the fields." 

" Walk ! " echoed Tangle, looking glumly. 
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"Oertdnlf. Oa tlie present oceaaion, it will look better to 
tJie people } more condescending ; more like themselves. Kin 
lordsbip, depend upon it, will not ride to-day. No ; I think 
my piinciplee will bear a. little better fruit ;" and Folder smiled 
aeoiirely. 

"Of conrse uot ; I liad forgotten: to be sure not;" answered 
Tangle. " Undoubtedly, we walk — undoubtedly." 

This point resolved, the gentlemen retired to their adjoining 
clirunbera to attire themselveB tor their devotions. The village 
church on a high hill, its bane girted 'with magnificent trees, 
was seen from either window ; a simple, rustic, snow-white 
Wildiug shining in the sun, and standing cieoriy, purely out from 
the deep blue summer heaven. " A ohaiming view, this," said 
Tungle as, having arrayed himself, he was about to quit the rooni, 
when Lis companion appeared m the passage. 

" A beautiful landscape ! " said Foliler, entering the chamber. 
"I WBs thinking so, as 1 looked from my own window. Sow 
wry nicely the church thera shows itself upon the hill ! " 

"Quite right — nothing but proper;" observed Tangle, with a 
loddeo touch of sulsmnity. I 'd have eveiy church upon a bill ; 
I woold, indeed, sir. And for this reason ; when upon a hill, 
everybody am see it. When upon a hill, it Beams to stand like a 
monitor, an adviser to every body. It preaches, as I may say, 
from a high pulpit to the world below ; and bo, you will perceive, 
it 'fi apt to make men pause in their sinful, shabby courses. Many 
ft time— I don't mtnd confesang so much to you, Mr. Polder — but 
wauy a time, that is, sometimes, when I 've felt my soul a little 
ilack, for the beet of ns can't always be braced up like drums — 
whU, when, as I say, I Ve been a little alack, the very sight of a 
church has pulled me up again, and made me think of virtus just 
U I (Ud before." 

" Nobody can dispute it," remarked Mr. Folder. " A church, 
ta somebody has observed, is sermons in stones." 

" My opauioii to a letter," observed Tangle ; " though it 's odd 
that anybody Bbould have thought the same as myself. Come 
along. Stay. When I come here, I always look once to see if 
all be tight." Whereupon Mr. Tangle approached a closet^ un- 
locked the door, and pointing to an iron-bound box, observed — 
"All's safe. All new, Mr. Foldor, all sparkling and burning 
from the Mint. What a beautiful substance gold is only to look 
at," cried Tangle with enthusiasm ; at the same moment, unlocking 
the box and lifting the Ud. " There '« a blaze ! " he cried, with 
& Toloptuoaa smacking of the mouth. " How they twinkle I "' he 
added : whereupon the parliamentary agent clutched a handful 
of blight guineas, and poured them from hand to hand, hia eye 
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catcliing yellow Inatre frum the golden ahower. And thus for 
some brief minute or two did Tangle pky witli minted gold. 

We are told tliat the anake-oharmera of tlie East ate wont to 
ensnare tlie reptiles with dulcet music. The snake Apollo plaja ft 
melody upon some magic pipe ; whereupon torpid snakea ctnled in 
holes and cnmniea gradually untwist tbemBelrea, and feel thdr 
blood quicken, and their scales rustle, and they glide and undn- 
late towards the sound, — readily as sahool-girla run to a ball 
Great is the voice of gold ! Wliat a rang^ too, it has ! Now, 
breathing the profoundest notes of persuasion — deep and earnest 
as a hermit's homily — and now, partying away the heai-t and 
senses with its Ught and laughing trills, — delicious, iascinating as 
the voice of bacchante. Gold, too, is the earth's great ventrilo- 
quist ; speaking ti^un and to the belly of immortal man, and 
enslaving and juggling T^ir" with ite niany voices. 

And gold worked its vocal wonders in Tangle's bed-ehamber. 
For no sooner did it sound, than like the pipe of tlie charmer, it 
drew forth a little human reptile — a gutter-snake — a noiioua 
creature, batched in a London lane to sting the world. Ay, it 
was even so, No sooner, we say, did Tangle rattle the gold, than 
a little ragged head was thrust from beneath the bed's foot ; a. 
head, with eyes bright and anake-like ; sparkling the mord, the 
more the metal chinked. That little head— what a world of 
wicked knowledge was packed within it I — was the property of 
8t, Qilea'a half-brother, and it was said, of Tom Blast's whole 
son, young Jingo, the hero of the pocket-handkerchief ; the 
petted genius of Hog-Lane. How that adroit youngling hod 
gained the eminence of Tangle's bed-ohamber, we will not pause 
to explain ! Of that in due season. 

Our whole business is for the present with Tangle and his com- 
panion. As the old war-horse pricks his ears at the murda^)^a 
music of the trumpet — as some retired and erewhile sharp attorney, 
reading some successful juggle juggled in the name of justice, feels I 
Ms heart trickle as it ran red ink, and dreams himself ag^n in 
court — so did the sound of the gold, as it fell from hand U> bond, 
awaken in the soul of Tangle all its metallic strength. Nay, lua 
soul for a moment left him, an d ducked and dived and took its fill 
of liquid pleasure in that golden river — that Pactolus embanked 
in a. bos — like Triton wallowing in the foamy sea. He felt i 
he was in his true element ; and eloquence flowed from bia I 
lips, free aa a silver thread of rivulet from some old graml«- I 
hearted rock. 

" Wonderful invention, gold coin, sir I Wonderful thing ! 
there 'a anything, sir, tliat shows man to be the creature that ha 
is, — it 'a this. Scholars, when they want to rnjae man above the 
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monkey — heaven forgive the atheists — call him n. laugliiiig animal, 
a tool-making animal, a cooking luiimaL Sir, they Ve all missed 
the true description ; thej should osll him u coining animal , I Ve 
thought of the matter mucli, Mr. Folder; and this " — and Tangle 
rettled the coin — '' this in the true weapon agaiimt the atheists, 
air — and nearly all scholars are every bit the same oa atheists — 
juit B8 toadstools are very near to mushrooms. No, sir, no ; 
they may call men what they like, — but I see proofe of the im- 
mortality of the soul in this, sir, No unbelief — t 'm sure of it, 
Ur. Folder — no unbelief can stand against this," and Tangle 
again laid his hand upon the gold. 

"The theory is ingenious — perhaps true," said Folder, 

" jL glorious invention, coining, sir," again cried Tangle, ex- 
panding with his subject. " Now, look here ; these guineas are^ 
I may iay, nothing more than the repreaentativeB of the voters of 
Liquorish. Here we have 'em 1 Here I take 'em up with my 
band, any number of 'em, body sjid aouL" Whereupon, Tangle 
scooped up the guineas in his palm and poured them down again, 
ymutg Jingo still looking &om beneath the bed, and grinning, and 
twitching his lips aa the music continued. "Here they are — 
men, women, and children — all packed close ; all anug. Sir, a 
man who carries these, carries heaps of his fetlow-oreatures with 
liim. A tremendous art, ar, goinijig. They talk about the inven- 
tion of priuting : why, what was coijiing but printing, — that is, 
the better part of printing ; the soul, I may say of it, without 
Its wickedness ) There' b no dangerous notions in these, sir ; m> 
fiUse ideas ; no stuff to dizzy the heads of fools ; making them 
think themselves as gooii us their betters ; no treason, air ; but 
all plain and above board — plain and above board." And again, 
Tangle took up the coin, and dropt it — and took it up, and dropt 
it agKin, his heart-strings vibrating to the music. 

And the church bell rang out its summons to the world. And, 
fyt some moments, the eloquent man heard it not ; he only listened 
to his church bells — the ringing that sounded of his heaven. Still 
he plays with the gold : still the church bell sounds. 

ToU-iall—cMnt—aAinh—toll — e/iint—toll—cAiTii I 

" Is not that the church bell ? " at length asked Mr. Folder. 
"Hees me ! so it is. I 'd tbrgotten — nothing secular to-day ; " 
^ngle closed the box; locked it; closed the closet-door; 
'" *' loo, " Stop a minute," he observed. He then went to 
:, aud took therefrom a large prayei^book, bound in 
scarlet as blood, and daubed with gold. " Never travel. 
Folder, without this," said Tangle, dropping his eyelids, and 
tenderly pressing the book with his fingers, — " never, sir. Now, 
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if you please." Folder slept from tlie room, and Tangle vigoi 
locked the door ; tried it once, twice, and putting tlie kaj ' 
pocket, descended the stfiira. 

It yma a lovelj day ; there seemed a Sabbath peace on 
ttiinga. The dmdged horse stood meek and passive in tlie field, 
patiently eyeing the paaser-bj, as though it felt secure of ane day's 
holiday ; the ccyvm, nith thetr large, kind looks, lay unmored upon 
the grass ; all things seemed taking rest beneath the brooding 
wings of heaven. 

"We have climbed the hill— have gained the churchyard ; the 
doBt of the living dust of generaijous. The bell is springing still; 
and turning on every side, from distant hamlets we see men, 
woraeu, and children — age with its staff, niid babyhood warm at the 
breast— all coming upward — upward — ^to the church. Still they 
climb, and still from twenty opposite paths they come, to atrengthm 
and rejoice th^ souls in one common centre. By bigotry's good 
leave,afore-flbadowingoftha.ttremeudou8 Sabbath of the universe, 
when all men from aU paths shall meet in Paradise. 

Long ere the bell bad ceased to summon the congregation, the 
chui'ch waa filled. There were, however, two causes for this 
Christian iilacrity ; althongl, it is our belief that few even to 
themselves acknowledged either. Nevertheless, it was plain from 
the eager, half-anxious looks of the people, that they expected 
something beyond the usual Sabbath comforting : that they had 
come to see some interesting novelty, as well as to hear the cus- 
tomary promise of good tidings. Suddenly the rustic beadle — he 
has but little external glory to mark his function — ^ves a short 
significant cough, and hmriea towards the door. All heads turn 
with him, and in a few moments, there is a low murmur, a hush- 
ing sound of surprise and aatislaction, as the handsome candidate, 
theyoung Lord St. James, with MrH.Gilead and her two daughters, 
enter the church, and ushered by the beadle, glide to the 
family pew. 

The chuToh, we say, was thronged, A beautiful sight, doubt- 
less, to behold in that smal! vilbge temple, men of all couditiona 
gathered together to confess their common infirmities, to supplicate 
for common blessings : to appear for a time, as in the vestibule of 
eternity, in common adoration of the Eternal; all distinctions ajid 
disguises of earth cast aside, and all in nakedness of soul beudlng 
before God. A beautiful sight J And yet, the devil pride will 
follow some folks to church, tu play unsightly pranks even before 
the altar. He will not be left at the church door, even tot a poor 
two hours : but with hypocritical demureness moves up the 
and enters a pew, all the better to mutter deep devotion. 
down the middle aisle. Tt is filled with the common people 
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Ood's commonest earth : Ctrming men, labourers, artiaans : the 
drudges of the world, who are nevertheless told by the good man 
in the polpit that they have, every one within them, an immortal 
angel. They are assured that all wealth is vanity : they are pas- 
donately deBired to look upon pride and arrogance as deadly sins; 
and with these lovely precepts touching their heait-atringB, they 
look on eaeh side and Bee ladies and gentleman — called by the 
clergyman their fellow-creatures — shut np in pews, set apart in 
closets ; as, though in the presence of their Maker, ajid whilst 
denouncing themselves wiserahle sinners, they would vindicate 
their right of money, and buy of heaven itself the privilege of first 
conBidemtion. Poverty and humbleness of station may sit upon 
the middle benches : but wealth and what is mouthed for reapect- 
abiKty must have crihs apart for themselves : must be considered 
Christian jewels to be kept in velvet boxes ; lest they should catch 
the disease of lowliness by contact with the vulgar. Surely there 
are other mas<juenulee than masquerades in halls and play-houses. 
For are there not Sabbath masklngH, with nake<l faces for masks ) 
How many a man has himself rolled to church, as though, like 
Elijah, he woidd go even to heaven in a carriage t 

The church was full. Paces, jamiliar to the reader, were there. 
CapstJck and Bright Jem sat on the middle benches ; whilst St. 
Giles, at the extreme end of the church, fixed in a comer, had 
anxiously watched for the appearance of St. James ; and when he 
again beheld him, appeared to give fervent thanks for the hleasing. 
Mr. Kingcup with about twenty red-faeed little boys, — Kingcup, 
be it known, waa a schoolmaster — sat in the gallery. Mr. Tangle 
and Mr. Folder were, of course, provided with comfortable seats 
in a most comfortable pew. 

Doctor Gilead jn-eached the sermon. Possibly the doctor himself 
WBs ignorant of the bias,nevertheleEBhe was a party parson. Hence 
— he could not help it — he selerted a text from which he evolved 
the social neceadty tif the many trusting the few. We may cot 
tramcrihe to our profane page the sacred text and solemn discoorae 
deUvered on the occasion. All we may do, is to assure the reader 
that the excellent doctor preached witli his best earnestness. 
Again he bode his hearers live in the days of the patriarchs ; 
^ain he conjured them to put away concat, and faith in their own 
weak judgments, and disobedience to their betters happily ap- 
pointed to guide and protect th-em. (Here — all unconsciously — 
the doctor turned towards St. James's pew, and looked beni^y 
down upon his lordship.) It was pldn that the doctor thought 
himself a, shepherd of the patiiarchat times ; and it was no less 
plain that he thought all his hearers merely sheep. He made a 
deep impression upon many. At least two old dames — formers' 
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wives in red cloaks — wept ; whilst half a dozen grej heada were 
seen to nod approvingly. Capetick, it was evideut, hnd a cold ; 
hence, twice he ooogbed eo loudly, that both the beadle and 
Bright Jem looked aniiouslj at him, whilst two or tiiree 
others seemed to say, " people with sueh a. cold should not eome 
to ohuroh." 

It ws£, in sooth, no wonder that Doctor Oilead melted his 
bearers. His words were so soft, so flowing ; they fell like siun- 
mer honey-dew. ITiea his aspect was bo calm — so very comfort- 
able. He had the cure of^ we know not how many thousand soulsi 
Hehad souls in Oxfordshire — eoula in Norfolk — souls in MiddlesBi 
— nay, souls in at least half-a.<dozen counties : good Mother 
Church hod BO bouuUfiilly endowed her pet sou ; and yet there 
was not a wrinkle in his cheek to tell the anxiety of so tremendont 
a responsibility. Had the thousands of souls been so many 
thonsand chickens, Doctor Gilead could not have looked more 
self-complacent nnder his charge. 

But tJie service is over. The snaall organ peals its farewell notes. 
The organ, be it known, given by the house of St. James for a 
political purpose ; thus adroitly blending the music of party witli 
the music of Teligioo. What a, world's harmony ! 
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CHAPTER XXL 

"Hr'b grown a. fine young man," said Bright Jem, whose talk 
was of St. Jaraea. 

" Why, he 's tall enough for a member of Parliament," said 
Mr. Capstick. 

"He's agoodun, too, I know it," said Jem. "I'm sur^ if 
he didn't look as meek and as humble, and wasn't ae attentive to 
the discourse ! And it was a nice sermon, wasn't it 1 Perhaps a 
little too much o' putting people over people's heads ; but still it 
wsa comfortable ; though now and then to be sure, the doctor did, 
as I think, take a little too much upon hunseU! How he did give 
it to 'em who he said were out of the palings of the Church ! How 
h9 did drees 'em to be sure ! And how, upon his own authority, 
be said they 'd suffer." 

" James," said Cupstiok — for so he dignified Jem when wishing 
to be solemn — " James, do you recollect the words, ' And God 
said, Let us make man in our image, after our likeness 

"I should think I did," said Jem, unconsciously pulling 
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"Ha ! Uiat'a beautifdl and oonsoling, ian't it 1 And -what & 
fine creature ia Man, so long oa he always baa these words before 
his eyes, and so triea to do Dothing but whfLt Bboll be some way 
worthy of hia hkenesB ! To do this, Jamea, is to make this world 
a pleaaant place — and to have everybody happy about ne. ' And 
God said, L«t ua make man in tmx image I ' This is beantifiil r bnt 
it 'a sad, it 'b melancholy work, Jem, when ManaayBj'Let ua make 
God in miT image I ' " 

"I beg your pardon," said Jem, "it's ntterty unpoedble. 
Tisn't to be done, no how." 

" Jem, it 'a been done for thousands of years ; it 's being dime 
evety day." Jem atared. "Yes, Jem; for when man, in 
spiritual mattara, persecutes man — when in the name of religion, 
and 88 he says, vindicating God, he commita violence and cruelty 
upon hia fellow-creatures, then does he in hia own ignorance moke 
for a time bis Alaker after his own erring and revengeful nature — 
then doea he make God in his own image ! Look at the bnmings 
and roastinga of poor human flesh — its hangings and quarterings, 
its imprisonment and ^le in the name of religion. What are all 
th«ea, but that man doea all this wickedneaa in the name of 
God ; that ia, he thinks God is pleaaeil with what pleases his own 
vile, vindictive nature ; and as I take it — and it can't he denied 
-^ter such fashion it is, that man makes God after his own 
image. Many folka — poor souls — think this the best religion. 
Jem, it 's nothing more nor less tlian worst blasphemy." 

Saying this, Mr. Capatick rose from the grave-stone, where- 
upon in summer time be was wont to ait for half-an-hour or so 
after the service, talking with his old companion and enjoying the 
lovely prospect below and around him. " Now, Jem, to dinner ;" 
and Capatick was proceeding in laudable pursuit of that otgeet of 
man's daily cares, when he paused and pointed towards St. Giles, 
who was loitering in the churchjaj'd. " Jem, isn't that our wet 
^raid 1 " 

"In course it is," aaid Jem. ''Didn't you eee him in the 
church ) There 's a strangeness about him, but for all that I 
don't know that I don't like him." 

" I don't know that I do," said the misanthrope. " But ft "s 
plain that he 'a been dodging hereabout after ua." With thin, 
Capatick advanced towards St. Giles. " Glad to see you here," 
he said. " Reading the tombstones, eh i Ha ! they 're books 
that now and then we all ought to read, seeing that one day we 
shall all have our names in 'em." 

" All as can afford 'em," aaid Jem, with a Uteralness that 
sometimes tried the temper of his patron. 

" I don't care for stones," answered Capstiok. " Show me a Ut 
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of green turf ; why, Bometimes I can fiuicy written in the grass U 
nice an epitaph aa waa ever chipped by Btone-cutter." 

" I wanted, sir, to sec you," »*id St. Giles to Capatick. " I left 
yon in a manner so sudden, I wanted to say something." 

" Speak out," cried Capatiok. " A man can't speak the truth 
— whether it he sweet or bout — in a better place." 

StUl St. Giles hesitated. Looking full at Capatick, at length 
he asked with an earnest voiee, — " And you don't know me, air I " 
Capstick, after a full stare, ahook hia head. "Yon ought, sir; 
indeed, you ought ; for you did me a deal of good. I Ve a ae 
abont me, that if known would hang me : but I 'm safe in telling 
yon," 

■ " I dou't know that," said Capatiok. " I wouldn't answer fm" J 
myself at all. It might be my duly to hang you : aa an honest f 
and respectable man, aa the world goes, I might consider it a ] 
praiseworthy thing to strangle you. Mind what you 're about," 
cried the misanthrope, moving gradually away. — "I'm rather 
given to hanging ; I am indeed, young man." 

" I 'd trust a thousand Uves with yon, Mr," eald St. GiUe, 
approaching him . " And bo, hlt, you must know" — 

" Well 1 What ) " cried Capstick, alarmed at the terrible w 
about to be revealed. " I shall hang you ; but if yoa will, 
speaJc — speak." 

St. Giles looked round ; then suddenly, aa though death-stmck, 
turned ghastly pale. He stammered out — " Not now, 
another time," and walked swiftly from the churchyard. 

" Jem," said Capstiuk, " we shall hear of hnrglaiy, perhaps 
murder, before to-morrow. That 's a desperate fellow, Jem," 

"Not a bit on it," answered Jew. "Poor soul! he looks as 
if he waa deeper in trouble than in wiekedness." In tmth, this 
was Capstick's own opinion, albeit he chose not so to deliver it. 
Se had to keep up a character for suspicion and niisantbrapy, 
and therefore would see, as he called them, hanging lines in every 
other human countenance. 

However, leaving the pair to pursue their way to the Tub, we 
may at once narrate to the reader the cause that startled St. Giles 
from hia purpose, making him slink "like a guilty tiling away." 
When, in a preceding chapter, St. Giles quitted Hog Lane, he 
was, it may be remembered, followed to the burial-ground by hi 
half-brother. It was the hope of St. Giles that he had taken Stal 
leave of hia old destroyer, Tonj Blast. However, that master of 
iniquity would not have it so. Hence, he oommauded the ready 
imp Jingo stealthily to follow St. Giles — to watch wheresoever he 
might go, and straightway return with the news. Jingo Mth- 
fully performed the bidding. At the Cocoa Tree Tom loarat the 
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whole stoiy of the eleetion. He also picked up tie gratefiil 
intelligence that the Yellow party had need of fighting patriots ; 
and though Tom's character was mare of tJlyBsea tlum. AcbilleE, 
he nevertbeletis scrupled not to take the wagea of u warriop in 
the cause of puritj of election. And then, ardeot in the cause, it 
R{^>eared to Iiim that the talents of hia son — as ou occaaiou he 
ingenuously declaired Jingo to be— wouhi potently aasiat the nobis 
itnig^l^ " 1^1'e boy piped like aay nightingal, ajid would sing 
'am all to sticks in ballads." Wliereupon, young Jingo received 
AS appointment as minstrel to the cause ; and with his iather was 
dispsiched straight to Liquorish. 

Now the vehicle that contained Tom Blast and his sing^-boy, 
llao carried eome dozen other humble Yellows. The merits of the 
tipposing candidates were discussed with that freedom which is 
one of the happy privileges of our constitution. Whereupon it 
came out in diacourse that the agent for the Bluea hiid taken with 
him a chest fiUed with gold ; more than enough to bribe every 
luaieBt man in the kingdom. This news sank into the heart of 
Biaut like water in sand. All the remainder of the way, he 
thought of that chest of gold devoted to corrupt honest men, and 
UuHight how sweet, how justifiable it would be could he save 
hwwBty from such temptation by making the pelf his own. St. 
Woi was of the Blue party : somewhat, no doubt of it, in the 
confidence of the agent of St. James. It was only to hong on to 
Bt, Giles, to work upon the terrors of the transport, to obtain a 
pot«ct ally in the felony. Already, BInet saw himself the master 
«f a golden treasure ; and perhaps Ms first luck might so come 
Wk to him, things might so be managed, that St. Giles alone 
mig^t be left to pay the penalty. It was plain that chance 
" intended the chicken-hearted fool the gull for wiser fellows, 
'^lad Tom was determined not to forego his privilege. 

Arrived at liquorish, Tom in vain sought St. Giles, Never- 
«IeBi, he had made aU use of the boy. The urchin being shown 
« abode of Tangle, hung aboat the house, until he discovered 
the ileeping-room of that sagacious man. Such discovery was 
"•oou made, Mr. Tangle appearing at the window of his bed- 
ichtunber. Tangle was a cautious man: it was Ms reputation — his 
pride. It has been aeen with what especial care he locked the closet 
•-4oeked the chest that cootaiued his gold — locked the chjonher- 
but — by one of tiioso accidents with which Beebehub 
IB himself to cheat his best ftiends — Mr. Tangle forgot, 
irtun be descended to breaktaat, ta close his chamber window, 
Vua tremendous error wus not unobserved by Jingo and his 
nal tutor, both beong on the watch for accidents. The win- 
we aay, was open i and chance seemed to oifer a 
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means of Buccess ; for an old 'vine, growing at the wall, offerod to ' 
the agile limbe of Jingo a most accommodating ladder. Ha 
watched hia moment. Itwss enrt; Sunday moniing; and nobodj 
was in the street. In a couple of minutes the bo^ had monnted 
the topmoat branch of the vine, was in at the window, ajid in a 
second was under the bed of Tangle, Here he lay a few minntea, 
taking breath : he then stole forth, and approaching the case- 
ment, announced bj signs to his anxioaa father in the street, that 
all waa right. Whereupon, his parent, with few but aigniflcant 
gestures, replied to the boy. We are fortunately enabled to anti- 
cipate to the reader the meaning of this pantomime. It was, that 
Jingo should keep close until night ; and then perform a feat 
that would gild him with renown. Jingo felt the impoitauoe of 
the part put upon him by his adrenturoua yet careful &ther : for 
Tom Blast had provided the boy with npplea and biscuits ia his 
pockets, that he might solace and sustain himself the while ha 
lay in wait. And Jingo showed himself worthy of hia early 
training. True it ia, that Molly the maid — having for a short 
time begged the key of Mr, Tangle — entered the chamber, yet 
Jingo, braced for the occasion, silently munched hia Uscuit 
and trembled not. MoUy made the bed, singing a rustic ditty 
the while, and Jingo, cosy and quiet, rather enjoyed the melody 
than feared the singer. Could Mr, Blast have known the eom- 
poaed Iieroism of his child, be would have felt in all its fnlneas, 
the paternal pride I He, however, continaed his search £ 
St. Qiles. At length be gathered at the Rose, that hia fiiend — u 
he had denominated him — bud gone to church. He had caused 
some merriment among the band and others by such eccentricity 
— nevertheless, he had gone to hia devotions. Bhat cared not to 
follow him inside the edifice, but lingered about the churchyard, 
watching the congregation depart. Already he saw St. 
approach ; but seeing him abo-nt to accost Capatick, abrank b 
a tomb-stone : and thus it wa^ whilst watching flrom thiB p 
tion, that be waa recogniaed "by the quick eye of St. Giles, w 
fled as from a wild beaet. 

We have now to return to Tangle and Folder. To theix 
astooiflhmeut and doUght they had, even at the church porcfa, 
been invited to dine at Lazama Hull There was a condescCDr- 
sion, an urbanity, about dear Doctor Gilead, that waa not to ba 
reAised ; and the doctor's carriage being sent to the Olive Bramoli, 
the happy couple departed for the rectory, The dinner wna tntg- 
nificent. Of this we feel assured ; for Tangle on Hs progress 
back to the inn, at least fifty times declared as much. " What 
wine too ! " he cried — " the man, air, who can give wine like that 
oD^t to be a bishop — a bishup, sir ; certainly, a bishop." This 



JU UOb VJ I 

irchyard, 
it. n iiM I 
tbebinl^H 



ST. QILES jLND BT. JAME8. 



317 



opinion Mr. Tangle einptiBsised hj i.gain and again ainpping the 
iatee of Mr. Folder, who in vaiii endeavoured to moderate Tangle's 
BdmitaCioD, by Teebly wiawering — " My dear air," — " My very 
dear air," — bat it availed not. 

It was evident from the condition of Mr. Tangle that he did not 
place wine among secular things : otlierwiae he had not on such a 
day meddled so busily with the rector's port. For Mi: Tangle was a 
particularly sober man. It was the boast of Mrs. Tangle that he 
had never been teen intoxicatud : a boast that has with it a certun 
equivocation. But — it is a truiam— every man has hia weak 
moments. Sad he not, what an awfiil person would he be — how 
set apart, bow distantly removed Irom his fellow-men — &ail, daily 
aiunera i No ; it ia beoanae great men have their wesknesaes, 
that we may aaaert our common nature with tliem. We ahonld 
be abashed, indeed utterly confounded, by their heada of glittering 
metal, did we not espy their little toea of cky, that reconcile na 
hy the aasurance, that they have abont them our fktlier Adam'a 
common loam Hence, our reverence may be softened into love. 
CoDunou weakness breeds common affection. 

But — we owe the palliation to Tangle — sure we are, had the 
patriot not been so strong, the man would not have been so 
drunk. He bad been so animated, so rapt by the prospect of 
Iiord tit. James's sacceas, bo inexpressibly indignant towards the 
corrupt and villanouB machinatioiia of the Yellows, that when he 
Wanted words, aa he ao very often did, to express the intensity of 
Ids feelings, he invariably appUed himaelf to his wine-glasa. At 
* very early hoiu* of the evening, he had got drunk out of pure 
' idmiration of the English Constitution. Nor, let the truth be 
Aid, was Mr. Folder innocent of liquor. But, he had this saving 
le for himself, — if he was drunk, he was drunk like a gentle- 
Uam. That ia, he neither sang, nor roared, nor alapt his comrade 
' n hia knee or shoulder ; but sat silently winking his eyes like an 
ml in the ann, bjkI now and then performing a slight cough, as it 
qipeared to Him to set right his dignity, 

What change of climate often ia to a sick man, change of 
boOBO islo a drunken one. He feela the stronger for ttie removal, 
■nd diereibre drinks again. It was thus with Mr. Tangle. Hence, 
Irhen safely seated in the Ohve Branch, he declared that he 

[ut have " one glass more — only one " — the glass, that ehowi 

fl tipper "many more." Briefly — for why should we linger 
M& the bacchanal) — Mr. Tangle wan led by the Boots and 
CSiambennaid to his bed-ruom, Mr, Folder, with a hard struggle 
tsr seeming sobriety, carrying a cajidie which in his unsteady 
bad let &11 anointing di-opa of tallow on the head of the 

i patriotic lawyer. Arrived at the top of the stain. Tangle 
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ins'iBted upon being left to tiia own gnidance. Did they wmit to 
insult him 1 Did they think him ilrnnk 1 He knew the way lo 
Ilia own room ; and would Lava no spies upon Ma doings. A dim 
eease of the trensare in his dormitoiy seemed to steal upon him, 
and make him of a sudden Bavagely resolute. He tiied at three 
or four doors, insisting that each was his proper door; and thiin 
gradnally giving it up as in no way belonging to him. Then he 
linrat into a loud laugh, and declared it was droll — devilish 
droIL " This renunda me of Jinotlier inn I once slept at," 
he cried — " another tavern, wliere all the doors always changed 
pkeee after twelve o'clock." At length, he was half-shuffled, 
half-guided into his own apartment ) where, forbidding any 
one on pain of death to follow him, lie was left alone. He 
cautiouslylocked the door,andt;aking therefrom the key, proceeded 
with devious steps to place it under hia pillow. He then stag- 
gered to the door of the closet that contained his trea.sare ; 
and grinned, and pawed and stroked it np and down as though 
he won caressing some animate thing. By the dim twinkling of 
the rushlight, young Jingo, hia head protruded from the bed'i 
foot — like the head of a tort<Mse from beneath its shell — wi 
the drunkard ; and, it must be owned, felt something like a 
of contempt for his condition. It was plain the i 
thought the glory of the robbery greatly lessened by the h( 
state of the victim to be robbed. The boy, in the vivacity 
youthful blood, had expected to see the gentleman gagged 
least and tied to the bed-poat ; und now he would be mode 
raider up hia gold patiently as a sheep its wool. Leaving 
closet. Tangle approached the bed, and atill smiling at hie w 
droua cunning, placed his watoh under the mattress. He neitt 
drewfrom his waistcoat a small pair of pistols which, havingeyed 
with a look of maudlin tenderness, and addressed as his dearprfr- 
servera, he attempted to place in the watch-pocket at the h«ad ot 
the bed. Unfortunately, they slipped from hia fingers, fell at the 
bed-aide, and were instantly secured by young Jingo. Tan^a 
paused ; stooped ; fumbled about the floor, then with a grunt of 
resignation, gave up the search. " He shouldn't want 'em — no }> 
he knew he shouldn't want 'em." At length Mr, Tangle found., 
himself between the sheets. Sis head fell like a lump of dead 
clay upon the pillow ; and in two or three minutes, ho was sunk 
Jathoma deep in drunken oblivion. 

Jingo — hopeful child ! — hod a quick eye for business. M», 
Tangle had divested himself af his wardrobe at the bedtidB ; 
and it was a pretty aiglit, it would in sooth have warmed the 
paternal besom of Tom Blast, could he have beheld Jingo adse 
garment by garment, and with unerring sagacity, instantly apply 
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tooaelf to every pocket. Purse, handkercUef, pocket-book — nay, 
eren a curious old steel tobaceo-stopper, a. Tangle har-!oom — was 
quickly in the poaseaaioo of young Jingo, And ho, ending the 
present chapter, wo leave them — Tangle in hia l*d dreaming of 
triumph ; and Jiiigo under it, really taatiag tlie Uelieioua finiits of 
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iTtsoo ymM bom for greatneaa. He Had in ins character the great 
dMnent of a great general, a great etatesmao ; marvellous aelf- 
^CBseesiotL Meaner boys 'would have been in a flutter of impAr 
tienoe ; luA so ^ith the pupil of Tom Blast. Hence, be sat under 
bed, with critical ear, listening totte hard breathing of the 
ikeso. man, who aoon began to snore with euch discordant 
'vehemence that Jingo feared the sleeper might awitlcen his bottle 
ftiend, Mr. Folder. (Jingo knew it not ; but bis teatiniony would 
hftTo been very valaableto Mrs. Tangle : for the snoring of her 
inisbtuid was one of the disquietudes of that all-sufferiag woman j 
■ft* rather, too, that the man constantly denied Ms tendency to the 
"*" ibit He never snored. Nobody ever does.) 

"Witt knowing, delicate ear, the child continued to Usten to the 
(rtorouB agent. At len^, the boy crept from beneath the bed, 
A treading lightly as a iairy at a bridal conch, he made his way 
th« window. Now, had anybody attempted to open it for any 
nest purpose — had Molly, the msiid, for' instance, sought to 
LK it merely to give her opinion of the moon and the night 
BD^roatic astronomer below — it is very certain, that the window 
mid have stuck, or jarred, or rattled ; it was too old and crazy 
be made a comfortable confidant in any such foolish bust- 
M. Ten to one, but it had awakened the mistress of the Olive 
rsadi, who would inevitelJy have nudged the master. And now 
« robbery wss to he done— a most tremendous robbery, perhaps, 
be filrther solemnised by homicide — for who should say that 
e Parcte who wove the red tape of the Ufe of Tangle, altomey- 
-Imr, were not about to snip it ; who shall say that so awM a 
at that moment impend 1 — and yet silently went 
le window up ; ensilj-, smoothly, as though greased by some 
itdix; yee, smeared with fat "from murderer's gibbet." Thus 
BiMa the devil so oft make wickedness so very easy to the meanest 
BBdeBtuulicg. 
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Two or three minnteH poaaed, not more, nnd Tom Blast thrnst 1 1 
hifl head and one of his legs into the chamber. There waa a grim l 1 
gntile upon his face, s. murderoaH Himper at his mouth, a brassj' 1 ] 
brigbtoeas in hie eyes, that showed him to be upon a labour of love. \ 
No soldier ever scaled a wall — to receive it may be a buUet or a 
bayonet, with the atler-leaf of laurel that the Gazette punctuaUy | 
lets iall upon his grave — no hero, we say, hia nerves stirung l^ 
ahouta, hia heart beating to the beating drama, hia blood btnling 
at slaughter heat, hia whole soul breathing fire and gunpowder, 
and all to gloriously slay and aack, and bum — no such adven- 
turous plumed biped ever looked m<H^ grimly beautiful thau did 
that low-thoughted burglar, that leprous-minded thief, Strange 
and mournful thia to think of t For what was there good or noble 
to make hia muscles iron 1 "WTiat holy flame of patriotism raged 
in his heart, refining its grossneaa — what laurel could ho hope for, 
wet with a nation's teara — nations always weeping when the 
private soldier falls 1 He had none of these exalting elements to 
sublimate him ^ fur a time, inbo an immortal imp of gloiy. Hi* 
motive waa gold : brutalising gold. His »iemy, if he came to 
close quarters, a weak, wine-soddened old man. His fate, if bfl 
should M, no laurel wreath, but suffocating rope. And yB% 
alas, for the conceit of poor humanity ! Thomas Bloat, prepmed 
for robbery, and it might be, bloodaheil, looked as horribly ui* 
mated, as ferociously happy, as though he had mounted somt 
Indian rampart, then and there gradoualy commiaMOnei to 
alay man, woman, and child ; to pillage and to bum, and all 
for glory — all for the everlasting feme — of who shall count how 
many years, or months, or days! How very different the petow 
— the fate of the two men ! And then, again, there is no Old 
Buley (at least in this world) for the nughlj men of the bully 
burglar, Mars ! 

Whilst writing this piece of villany, oa, should it perch 
find its way into any barraefc, it will be called, we have not 
Tom Blast astride upon the window-eill. Oh no I he has I 
neaa to perform — stem, worldly busineaa, as he deems it — and 
he has entered the chamber ; and with much composure, t 
placidity wliich it has been seen he has transmitted to his son, 
he gazsB at the sleeping, hard -breathing Tangle. Mr. Blast waa 
not a man, in any way, above his profession. He never neglected, 
however petty they might be, any of the details of tis art. This 
feeling of precision was, possibly, bom with him ; any way, 
long custom bad brought the prindple, or whatever it was, aa 
near to perfection as may be allowed to any achievement of 
&llible huioanity. Had destiny put Blast in the respectable 
position of the attumer in th« bed. sure we are, it would have 
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been the sama with him. Certain we are he would have beeu 
BB particular with his inkhom, his parchmetit, his ferret, as he 
now was with his e<)uipmeuta of dark lantern, crowbar, and rope. 

For Borne moioenta, Blast, by the aid of his lantern, looked 
meditatingly upon Tangle. PosaiUy he felt aueh a deep secse of 
■ecurity that he liked to dally with his Bubjoct, to coquet witll 
robbery, to geotly sport with, sin, to give it a sweetev flavour. 
For this is a triek of humanity ; in evidence of which, we oonld 
and wo would quote rosy examples : hut no ; we will not treat 
the reader — in this history we have nevur yet done bo — as though 
hia boBom was stuffed, doll-like, with bran : we behevo that he 
lias a heart beating within it, and to that interpreter, we write, 
as we ahonld say, many things in short-hand : sometimes we may 
lose by it ; nevertheless, we diadain to spell every passion with its 
every letter. 

" Ho 'd never be stole for his beauty, would he, Jingo J " asked 
Blast, in a loud whisper, blandly smiling. 

" And whatever beauty he has, he shuts it up when he goes to 
deep," replied the child. " Oh, isn't he drunk ! " the boy added, 
with oonsiderahle zest. 

"He is," said Blast, who still looked coBtemplative, Then 
ihading the lantern, to catch the best view of Tangle's iace, he 
continued—" What a horrible pittur ! He looks as if he 'd coma 
from Indy in a cask of spirits, and was jest laid out, afore he was 
to be buried. Jingo, my boy," — and the paternal hand was 
gently laid upon the lx>y'8 head — " Jingo, your poor ihther may 
have his faults, like other men ; I can't say he mayn't ; no ; bat 
he isn't a lirunkard. Jingo ; else he hadn't got on the little he 
has in the world— he hadn't, indeed. And so, take warning by 
what you see — by what you see," and Blaat stretching his arm 
towards the sleeper, said this in a low voice— touchingly, pater- 
nally. " And now, Jingo," asked the njan of business, " where 'a 
the shiners 1 " 

A thoughtless reader may deem it strange, unnatural, that a 
sum about to perpetrate gibbet-work should thus cooDy delay, 
and after his own fashion, moralise. But then such reader must 
ponder on the effect of long habit. In his &rst battle— though 
common history says nothing of it — JnKua Casaar, not from 
oowardioB, but from a strange inward perturbation, bled at the 
DOse ; similar accidents may have happened to other heroes when 
they have drawn what with an odd gallantry is called thdr maiden 
■word. Still the reader may not yet comprehend the composure 
of Tom Blast. The more his loss. But then, probably, the reader 
has never been a housebreaker. 

Return we to our eolloquj " Jingo, where 'a the shiners 1 " 
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" Thera ! " aaad the boy, pointing to the cloBet ; " and Bee," he 
whispered, with a proud looi, at the time producing Tangle's 
pistols — " see, I 've got his pops ! " 

This touch of early prudence and sagiuuty was too much ibr 
a other's heart. Tom felt himself melted, ns with undisguised 
tondemess he said, taking an oath to the &at — " Well, you are a 
bloomer, you are ! " 

At this moment. Tangle roilled upon his side, gabbling some- 
thing in bis aleep, On the instant. Jingo was at the couch, with 
botlL his pistols presented at the sleeper's head. The eyee of the 
little wretch glittered like a snake's — his lipe were coiaprea«ed — 
his eyebrows knit — his nostrila swdling. At a thonght, lie looked 
an imp of murder. 

"There's a beauty," said the encouraging Blast, "dont let 
him wag ; if he should " — it v/as needless for Blast to finish the 
injunction ; a terrible grin, and a nod from Jingo, showed that he 
clearly underatood the fatherly wish. 

" lids is the closet, ell 1 " said Blast, with a Tery contemptuous 
look at the Ihul partition between him and M Dorado, Then 
Blast took a small crowbar from his pocket ; a remarkably neat, 
portable instrument. For some seconds he stood twirling it in 
his hand with the composed air cf a professor. Hod he be^ k 
iasUonable fiddler, he could not have fondled his alehenu; 
Cremona more tenderly, more lovingly. ^ 

One moment he looks at the door. Ha ! that was the toudt otM 
B, master! How it whs done, we know not. By what sldgU^.^ 
what dexterity of hand, we cannot guess, but in a f^ seoondi^ 
the door yielding to the instrument, opens with a, dull, sudden 
sound ; and Tom Blast surveys Tangle's chest of gold, Blast's Bon 
and heir still presenting two pLstols at Tangle's drunken head. 

At the opening of the door. Jingo looked round and laughed. 
Before, his eyes were bent upon the sleeping man ; and it WW 
plain, from the working of tLe boy's lace, that ho was fighting* 
with some horrid thought — some damnable temptation. Tlier» 
was he with death in liis two little bands ; there wns he «ith ^ 
terrible curiouty growing in his features ; his hps trembled, anj. 
lie shifted uneasily on his feet ; he breathed hard ; he glance^ 
for an instant, down the muzzle of each pistol. There was tlio 
man — sleeping — still alive, though seethed in drink, and lookjng' 
like death. There he was — the dreaming man with his dreaming 
murderer. For should thedevU — and the boy felt him at hisffldff 
— should the demon only jog his elbow, crook his finger — and bovr 
odd, how strange, how very curious it would be, to see tliat 
sleeping face, with a flush, asl«ep in death ; to catch the look— 
the brief one look — as the soul shot into darkness 1 
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But Tpm Blast eudUenly burst the door, and the boy laughed 
ind trembied. He thought it very strauge — very odd — he coold 
bave wept. 

" All right," said Tom, " we 'ra iorda for life ! " He then 
l^d hands upon the box — paused — and looked suddenly blank. 
.Wayward, obstinate Plutua 1 The god would not be lifted — no, 
"n his heavy divinity, he would not be made to budge. Agmn 
jnd again Tom Blast essayed to stir the god — to take him 
jin hiB loving &mta, and, hugging him to his breftst, to bear him 
me Bweet soUtuile, and make him all hia own. Provoking, 
Iras it not, that that which added to the ttreasure, added to the 
t^fficulty 1 Tom could have eursed the patriotism of the voters 
ef Liquorish, that — the immovable box declared it — bora bo high 
H price. He had no belief that their virtue could have been so 
yery valuable to tbeniselvea. Tom, however, would not be 
IbafSed. No ; a, voice iasued from the box, that, like the voice oi 
ijeering beauty, at once piqued and aniniiated him. And now ha 
iTOB reaolved. Hia sinews might crack — his Adam's clay might 
^be Sawed beneath the load — nevertheless, he would lift it. 

"Jingo," whispered Tom, "don't move a foot The damned 
i»(Kt" — in this way does nogrntefiil man too often treat hia snper- 
flui of wealth I — " can't be lowered out of window ; 'twould go 
Amash. I 'il creep down and unbolt the door, and then" — Blast 
Iiad said enough ; Jingo nodded his periect comprehension of hia 
'bthet's plan ; and the robber, silently as a shadow glides along 
the floor, passed from the room. Jingo was alone — alone, with 
Jns murderouH toys— for to him they were very playthinga — and 
Uie sleeping eat. Again, did strange thouglits tingle in that 
niotanght little brain ; again did a devilish spirit of mischief 
b^in to possess him ; when his patemul monitor returned, with 
a, lightened, a pleased look. 

It was, doubtless, a charming sight — a spectacle hugely enjoyed 
by the few select spectators — to behold Hercnles make his final 
muscular preparation for the achievement of any one of hia 
Inboura. The majesty of will — that moral regality of man — 
Innet have so beamed and Sashed around his brows, that even ttie 
gods may have looked from the windows of heaven, pleased with 

royally that seemed a shadow of their own. And so be of 
good heart, ye many sons of Hercules, fighting, wrestling with 
he monsters of adverse late — be of good faith, though ye combat 
1 the solitude of a desert ; nevertheless, believe it, if ye fight 
eoorageoualy, there are kind looks from heaven always beaming 
on you. 

We incline to the belief that Tom Blast had never heard 
fierculee ; or if indeed he bad, the name was so associated 
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the FillELK, that if he ev^ coosidered the matter at all, he ma; 
perohsuce have thought Hercules some veiy famous tapster, and 
that certain London hoBtelrieB known as Hercules' Pillars merely 
etemiaed his reputation. Wa for^t, too, the name of the anti- 
quary who wrote a very thick hook, proving that the pillora get 
up by Hereulea — vulgarly sopposed to ooHiiaeinorate his labours 
^were no other than a. very classic public-house, wherein, after 
his last day's work, he drained his cool tankard. Be this as it 
may. Blast was in no way strengthened by the thought of the 
reforming Hercules, when he prepared himself to lift upou hia 
shoulder that bitter sweet — that "' heavy lightoesa, eerious vanity" 
— that sust^uing, crushing weight of gold. Nevertheless, the 
preparation of Blast was worthy of the best aconndr el hero of the 
world's old age and weakness. He looked at the box with flash- 
ing resolution — Bet his teeth— fixed his feet — end put forth hia 
arms, as though he would root up an oak. 

And now shout, ye imps ! Scream, ye devilkins — for it is 
done j The gold is on the thief's shoulder ! His koeeis quiver 
beneath the sudden wealth — his chest labours — ilia (ace grows 
purple as grapes-^ond the veins in his gibbet brow start thick 
and black with blood, — yet a proud smile plays about his iron 
mouth, and he looks a Nei^a,te hero ! 

Breathing hard, in hoarse whispers, the robber gives directions 
to the boy — " Jingo — good folbw — doa't stir — only a minute — 
only a minute— wheu I'm clear off — then — you know." And 
with this broken counsel, Slast, his strength strained to the 
utmost, turned to the door — aud staggered from the room. Young 
Jingo'a face darkened, and now he glanced towards the window, 
to secure himself a retreat, now he listened to catch the sounds 
of his fcther'a footsteps. To trip — to stumble but an inch — and 
what a crashing summons to the whole household would burst 
from that &llen heap of gold ! Still Jingo listened, aud still he 
felt re-assured ! The robber made sUent and successful progress. It 
was a difficult passage — that narrow, crooked staircase ; and U 
the thief accommodated his hurtheu to its winding way, thMugl 
of mortality would come into the thiera brain ; for he nuuiral 
how when anybody died — and it was an old, old hon 

carried the coffin down that oonfiued, sinuous path ! Bi.. „ 

heart-strengtheniug gold — is on his shoulders, and lie bears H 
with Atlantean will, the whilst he moves along noineles8ly as the 
hare limps on the greensward. He b«a crossed the threshold — 
closed the door behind him — he is in the wide world, with his 
fortune on his shoulders. Whither shall he go 

Direct, assist him, ye good genii that, all i; 
strengthen the mere moaey-maker ; the man, who oidy et 
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lAvilts, and takes his temperate rest, tlmt be maj' be keener at a 
Hiftrgain, atarper for profit. How many, — save that their golden 
.bnrdeos are lawful gains ; that ia, obtdined by no gross violation 
if the statute — are, like Tom Blast, pnzzled, confounded, bj the 
Vrj tMasure they have toiled for 1 What a hard, ongrateflii 
Irrig^t, their monstrous wealth ! Somehow, with all the bless- 
D^ mingled with it, they cannot extract heart's ease from it, 
Hi^ sweat and toil under the load, -when — though they know not 
WW to secure the happiness — they would fain sit themselves down 
1 some green, pleasant spot, and enjoy their loug-toiled-for 
light. No, it may not be. The spirit — the sole poaaesaing 
irit that, day and nighty made them subdue all gentler, softer 
^Dnencea, to the one exhausting purpose, wealth— the spirit ia 
Kll their despot, and mlea them as tjrannoualy when in cloth of 
jold, as when in frieM. They have worked — sweated for the 
^^ous load ; and, when obtained, it is hung about with fears. 
How many have crawled, brute-like, on all-fours through cBrty, 
trinding ways to wealth, with the sweet unction at their souls 
Hut, arrived at the glorious bourne, they would then walk very 
4reet ; -would diianaa themselves of the inevitable defilements of 
tite road : would, in sooth, become vary sweet men indeed Well, 
tu^ have reached the shrine ] they have learned the true " Open 
aBeeome ! " — they are rich, past all their morning dreaniH of 
fealth — but somehow, there ia the trick of old habit, — they 
(nmot well stand upright ; and their hands have been ho dirtied, 
baling their way to Plutua, it seems to them a foolish task to try 
lo ■whil'fn and purify them. This, however, they can do, They 
■n, somehow, blind the world : yes, they can put on veiy white 

Take from Tom Blast the spot of felony, and — as he Ktaggers 
Wward in darknesB and uncertainty, almost crushed with his 
Tdf^t of wealth,— knowing not where to find repose — he ia no 
Other than your monstrously rich man, who has exchanged Ids 
kmt at the blint for coined pieces. 

fUJ^ned, perpleied with rising fears, the robber goes 
' ' ay. He strikes wide from the yillage — goes down 

s fields. And then he pauses ; and casting his load 
n the earth, he sits Upon it, takai otF his hat, and wipM the 
tfreaming sweat from his brow, a myriad of unthought-of 
looking down upon his felon head. 

Yes ; he has taken the good resolution. He will henceforth 
■abonest, respectable man. Let fate be only so kind 
tuio his present spoil, and he wilt wash his hands of all such work 
bt the rest of his days. Ho wiJ, he thinks, leave London. 
'$M ; he will discipline his soul to forego the sweet alluremautt 



I the m 

Lhbc ^1 



326 ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES. 

tbe magic wiles of that dtj- o( Comas. He will go into tli 
country, and be very good to the poor. He will oliange his nan 
Will such change, he cannot but alougli niucb of the bod rep 
lion that the prejudice of society has fixed upon him. He w 
become a country gentleman. He will give away a bollock w 
blankets at ChriBtmafl. He will go r^ularly to churoh. Te 
he win show that he can be truly religious ; for he will have , 
pew as 6ne, if not finer, than any pew he had peeped ist 
yesterdny. If fiite for this onee, this laat time, be only kind ts 
hjni ! Thia virtuous determination bo befooled the felon, that hg 
felt hia heart opened ; felt aU his nature softened to I'eceiva th^ 
beat and kindliest impressions. Though, in his varioua arook« 
ways, Tom Blast had gulled tziany, many men, yet had he a 
BO completely duped any man, as, at that moment, Tom duped 
Tom. He felt himself mightily comforted. He looked arouiij 
him at the hedges, the trees ; as though carefully noting th^ 
particular whereabout. He rose bhthely, with some new reeolit 
tion. "With renewed strength he swung the box upon hil 
shoulder, and in a few minutes he had hidden it. He woolc 
come back at a proper season., and with, proper means, to U' 
Hure possession of it. 

Betum we to Tangle's chamber. Oh, innocent sleep I TheM; 
wafl the pai'liamentary agent — the man with the golden key t^ 
open the door of St. Stephen's to young Bt. James — there wi» 
he, atill in port-wins Blumbers — still souk in the ruby seal 
Beautiful waa the moming ! The nimble air frolicked in at tbn 
open window, for the mertnirial Jingo had not closed it when h 
departed with Tajigle's treasures. The glorious sun rose blwahi a 
at the ways of sloths man. The sparrows, tenanta of Uu 
eaves, flew from distant fields, many a one proving, by Uie eu^ 
worm that wri.thed about its bill, the truthfulness of proverb Ion 
AnH still the attorney slept ! Sleep on, poor innocence ! Th(q 
knowest not the gashes cut in thy pocket : thou knowest Dot ho 
that is bleeding mortal drops of coined blood ; for how mui 
gold ia there, that, looked upon aright, ia anght 0th 
« ? Sleep on. 
^d Taugle sleeps and dreams. A delicious vision creos 
|i irimkjes hia jellow face like folds in parchment. Te 
. . Dgle dreams I And we know the particular dream, and — swet 
* ifa Vhe privilege ! — we may and will tell it, Somnua did n 
kindly send to the lawyer a visionary courier to apprise him « 
liis 1^ ; and bo to break the affliction to liis sleep that, wakiDg 
he might perhaps the better endure it. Oh no! there wouldhm 
been no sport in that. Contrast is the soul of whim ; and Stnniin 
' LCilned to a joke with the attorney. 
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Whereupon, Tangle dreamt that he was on his death bed ; and 
neverthelesa, bed to him bad never been eu deliciuus. He knew 
his hour was come : a smiling angel, all effulgence, had told 
him eo. And Tangle, calling up a decent look of regret at his 
vife and children, standing about Iiim, told them to be comforted, 
ie he was going inunediatelj to heaven. This he knew ; and it 
showed their ignorance to look any doubt of the matter. That 
^^ eliest of gold — the gold once taken to pay the electors of Liquor- 
ish — was, after the manner of dreania, somehow his own property. 
iaA therefore, lie ordered the chest to be placed ou the foot of 
lu8 bed, and opened. The lid was raiaed ; and oh, what a glory I 
It was filled to the edge with bright, bright guineaa, all bearing 
tlie benevolent face — a wonderlul likeness ; in iiict, as every iace 
on gold is, a speaking likeness, for it talks every tongiie — o) 
Qeoi^e the Third I When Tangle saw them he smiled a srnile-~ 
ay, could we have followed it — to the very roots of hia heart. 
"I am going to heaven," said he; "I have toiled ail my 
hie ibr that goodly end ; I have scraped and scraped those 
blessed things together, knowing that if I had enougb of them 
to bear my weight, they would carry me straight to Fara- 
dise. Ko, my dear wife, my darling children, think not my brain 
il wandering ; think me not light-headed ; for at this solemn 
time, thid awful moment, I only liope to consmnmate the great 
object of my life. I have made money in this world, that, by its 
msans, I might make sure of heaven in the next. And they " — 
ud Tangle ag^n pointed to the guineas — " those bright celestials 
will cany rae there ! " Ami now comes the wondei'ful pai-t of 
the dream. When Tangle had ceased speaking, every guinea 
tone, aa upon tiny wings from the box; and, like a swarm of 
bees, filled the death-chamber with a hunimiug sound. And 
tben gradually every King George the Third face upon the 
guinea grew and rounded into a cherub head of glittering gold, 
the wings extending and expanding. And who shall count the 
number of the cherubim glorifying the chamber with thar 
«ffillgence, and making it resound with their tremeudoua music i 
A abort time, and then Tangle dreamt that the cherubim were 
beuing him &om his bed — all lifting, oil supporting him, all 
tending him in his upward Sight. And then again he smiled at 
' '» worldly wisdom, for he felt that every guinea he had made — 
no matter how, upon earth — ^was become an angel, helping him 
jo heaven. And still in his dream — smiling and smiling, he went 
Vp — Up — up I 

Now, if any cavilling reader disputes the authenticity of tUs 
dream — if, pushing it aside, he calls it extrnvogant and ridiculous 
we are, without further preparation, ready to prove it a very 
<J2 
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reasoniible and likely dream ; a dream that la no otlier than, » 
viaiooary embodiment of the waking thoughts of many n man, 
who hoards and hoaiilH, aa though every bit of gold was, ae the 
lawyers have it, seizin of Paradise. When (and il does some- 
timea happen,) a high dignitary of the Chnrch diea with a coffer ijf 
some hundred and forty thousand pounds, who shall say that the 
good man hn» not hoarded thera, in the belief that every pound 
will serve him as an angel t« help him to bliss t He knows ha 
eumot take them to heaven ; but, with a wisdom unknown to 
much of the ignorant laity, he evidently helieveB that they can 
carry Idm there. Heaee, even Church avarice, properly con- 
aidered, may be eicellent religion ; hence, a crawling, cater- 
piUar miser may only crawl to soar the higher — a triumphant 
Psyche ! 

And still Tangle, in lita dream, was ascending to the atara. 
— Was ever man brought back to this earth with so terrible a 
ahouk? 

" Hallo ! Bless me ! My good friend ! Well, yon have a eon- 
Btitntion I Sleep with the window open ! " 

Buch were the exclamations of Mr. Folder, up and arrayed for 
an early walk. Though by no means unweil from the last night — 
certainly not, for he was never aoberer in his life — he thought he 
would take a ranible in the fields just to dissipate a little dulnesa, 
a slight heaviness he felt ; and being of a companionable nature, 
he thought lie would hold out to Mr, Tangle the advantage of 
society. Wliereupon, Mr. Folder tried the attorney's door, and, 
finding it unlocked, with the pleasant freedom of a fiiend be 
entered the chamber. The opened window struck him with asto- 
niahment. The election waa not over, and Mr. Tangle might 
catch his death. Ag^n Folder gave voice to his ansiety. " My 
dear kt, — Mr. Tangle — the window " — 

" Ten thousand cherubs," sdd Tangle, still in the doiids, — 
"tea thousand, and not one less. I knew I had ten thousaiid ; 
and all good : not a pockeUpiece among 'em. Cherubs i " 

" Bless my soul I " said Folder, " he 's in some sweet dream ; 
and with the window open. Well, if I could dream at all imder 
BDch (drcumBtanceB, I ahould certainly dream I waa in a aaw-mill 
with 8 saw going through every Joint of my body, And, what 's 
more, I should wake and find it all true. Mr. Tangle I " 

WiUi other eKcIamations — with still more strenuous pulling — 
Hr. Folder saw that he waa about to achieve auccesa There were 
nndeniable symptoms of Mr. Tangle's gradual return to a con- 
soiousneas of the £ i. d. of this world. Grailually, uherub by 
ehemb was letting liiui down easily to this muddy earth. The 
■rttomey stretched out his legs like a spider — Hung up his 
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— Bud with a treznendonH yawn opened his month ho wide, that 
Mr. Folder — but he whs not a man of liigh cnurage — might 
perhaps have Been that attorney's very bowels. Tangle uncloaed 
his atiffly-opemng eyelids. It was plain there waa a mist — poa- 
fflbly a cloud, as from burnt claret — passing before bis orba ; for 
it wna some momenta before the iaca of Mr. Folder loomed througli 
the vaponr. At length, Tangle — with eyezy vein in has head 
heating away as though it would not beat in such ikahion much 
lunger ; no, it miiat burst—at length Tangle, resolving to be most 
courageously jolly, laughed and cried out—" Well, what 'a the 

"Why, my dear friend," said Folder, "aa tO'day is a busy 
day, I thought we could not be too fresh for work : and so, as we 
were a little late, I may say, too, a littie wild last night " — 

" Pooh, pooh ; not a bit, I never felt better; never, in all my 
lifi). I always know when I 'm safe, and drint acdoniingly. Nerer 
was yet deceived, sir ; never. There 's no port in the world I 'd 
trust like the port you get li-om certain gentlemen of tJie 
cloth ; they 're men above deceit, sir ; above cleceit." 

" NeverthelesH, 1 do think a walk in the fields — jnat a turn 
before breakfast" — 

" No," siud Tangle, turning upon hla side, evidently set upon 
juiotlier nap : " no ; 1 like buttercups and daisies, and all that 
•ort of tbing — breath of oowa, and ao forth — but not upon anempty 
stomach." 

"Well, to be Hnre," aaid Folder,, "you economise. You get your 
air and aleeji together." 

" Wliat do you mean 1 " grunteil Tangle. 

"Why, you sleep with your window open, don't you i " naked 
Polder. 
"Never," replied Tangle. 
" No ; then who baa opened it for you ! " 

Mr. Tangle raised himself in his bed. We will not put down 
the oath which to the aatonishment of Folder, Tangle thundered 
forth, when he aaw his casement opuu to the winds. Suddenly 
he leapt fi-om the bed j and as suddenly Mr. Fulder quitted the 
chamber. 

" Robbery ! Murder 1 " cried Tangle, with amazing lunga. 
Now, wo have never known this confusion of terms ia anyway 
■commted for. True it is, M>. Tangle saw, as be believed, the 
clMiest evidence of robbery; but there was no drop, no speck 
of blood, to afford the slightest lint of homieido. Wherefore, 
tlten, fdiould he, falling into a common error of humanity, couple 
' n with theft ) Why, ia it, we ask, (.hat infirm nian, sud- 
awakeneil to a loss of poll, su often oonnecta with the 
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misfortvme, the loas of life 1 Are purse-strings and lieart-stringt 
BO ineritably interwovoa ? We merely let fall thia sukjeet tot 
the elnddatioa of the metaphysician ; and so puraue our story. 

" Eolibery ! Murder ! " yelled Tangle, dancing in his aliirt 
tibout the room, like a &antic Indian. Mr. Folder, at the door, 
took up the cry, and in a few minutea, landlord and landlady, 
ehambermaid, wMter, and boots, with half-a-dozen tenants of the 
Olive BrancL, were at Tangle'a door. "AmJnute — only a minute," 
cried Tangle, as tliey were about to enter — " Not dressed yet — the 
murderous thieves— nearly naked — the scoundrel moleCactorB 
— gnineaa, guineas — gone — gone — where 'a my stockings I" 
Tery distressing to a soul of sympathy was the oouditioo of 
Mr, Tangle. As he hunted aboat ttie floor for lus scattered 
articles of dress, his face — h« could not help it — was turned 
towards the empty closet, as though in his despair he thought Borne 
good (airy might replace the treasure there, even while he looked. 
— Thus, looking one way, and seeking his raiment in divers 
others, he brought his head two or three times in roughest oom- 
panionship with the bed-posts. At length, very sternly rebuked 
by one of theoe monitors, he made a desperate efibrt at tran- 
quillity. He ceased to look to"wards the closet. Setting his teeth, 
and breathing like a waims, he drew on his stockings. He then 
encased his lower members in their eustomary covering ; and thea 
the turned-out xwcketa once more omit hisbmised bouL He draph 
upon the bed, and sent forth one long, deep, piteous grooiu 
" The murderous villains ! Even my 'bacoo-atopper ! " he cried-; 
and then his eyeUds quivered ; but he repressed the weakness 
and did not weep. " Somebody shall swing for this — somebody I " 
be said ; and this sweet, sustaining thought seemed for a time 
mightily to comfort him. And thus, the attorney continued to 
dress himself, bis hand trembling about every button-hole ; whilst 
the crowd at his chamber-door exchanged sundry speculations as 
to the mode and extent of the robbery, the landlord loudly 
exclaiming that nothing of the sort had ever iieen known in 
his house : a statement emphatically conflnned by Itis diitifiil 
helpmate. 

"And now," cried Tangle, tying the while his neckcloth like a 
hay-wisp ; " and now, ladies and gentlemen, you may come in." 
InBtantly the chamber was thronged. " Look here — -look here," he 
said, waving his hand towards the empty closet aa a tremendous 
show — ■" tliia ia a pretty sight, I think, for a respectable house ! " 

"Wliat's the mattCT, sir)" anid the landlord. "Have you 
lost anything ? " 

" Lost anything ! " eichumed Tangle ; " only a box of gold I 
Tea — I— I wont say how many guineoa." 



4ng*^| 
tfw ■ 
iry. Tl 

durt ] 



i 




ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES. 231 

There wm something touching, awful, in this intelligenee ; for 
'BTj one of the hearera, ia some way or the other, called upon 
'.arren to bless him ar her, ns the citae might he ; everybody also 
leclartiig, that ha or she had never heard of such a thing. 
"But, sir," Bald the landlord, very provokingly, " are jou sure 
lare 'b no mistake — was it there when you went to bed ! " 
To this impertinent, insulting, unfeeling queatioa. Tangle made 
JU Terbai answer. He raereiy looked daggerwise in the face of 
file querist, and laughed BcornfuUy, hysterically. He might as 
irall have laughed in the dead face of a dead-wall, for the landlord 
(oatinued: 
" Because you know, sir, and this gentleman " — he meant Folder 
-"and Molly Chambermaid, and boots, and my wife, all know 
(hat you was a little the worse or the better for liquor, as you may 
'Oaak. it, when you come home from Lazarus Halt You must 
feel that, air ; 1 'm sure you do feel it." 

"" T tell you what, landlord," said Tangle. " I tell you what, 

thie insolence shall not serve your turn — not at all. Ton 

tHiall not rob me of my reputation to cover the robbery of my 

/ rob you ! / rob you I " cried the landlord, advancing 

towards Tangle, and followed by hia wife, the maid, aod boota, 

taking part in the music " He rob you ! Master rob 

"Look there ! I take you all to witness," cried Tangle, running 
to the bed, plucking away the pillows, and showing a key^" the 
key of the closet ; of that very closet. Now, had I forgotten 
Biyaelf fbr a, moment as a goutiemaa or a man of buainess, ia it 
Kkelj that I should have been so particular with that key ) " 

" Hey must have come in at the winder," awd the boots, gaping 

, the open casement. 

"Hallo 1 my fine fellow," cried the too snljtle Tangle ; "jou 

em to know something about it ? " 

" Acause," answered the unahuken boota, " acaoaa this gentle- 

an said he found the winder open." 

lie landlord approached the closet, looked about it as though 

MBJbly the itox might still bo in some comer ; then scratched his 
leftd ; then with hia thumb and finger f«lt the bolt of the lock, 
nd then spaciously observed ; " He was an old hand as did this. 
Ul Hie marks on it, sir ; all the marks on it." 

"A great consolation," answered Tangle, with a ghastly grin. 
'Well, Mr. Landlord, seeing youraelf in this condition — what 
lo you propose J " And the looks of the landlord answered — 
ffoUiing. 

"You see, sir," at length the Olive Branch made answer 
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"you Bee, sir, this ia 'iBction time. Now, there ian't a honeBter 
place in the world — though I was born in it, I must say it,— than 
Liquoriah. But at 'lection time, all aorts of villains come about 

UB, aa you muat know. I don't see what you can do Yea ; 

you can aeod the bellman round with a reward lor the thief — 

" Pooh, pooh, foolish man ! " cried Folder, who then drew 
Tangle aside. "Don't you see, my dear wr, how swoh a step 
woald damage us.1 Don't you see how it would serve the other 
party 1 Ima^ne ! ' Lost, a, box of guineas &om the OUve Branch ! ' 
Conaider ; what squiba they 'd fire at ua. They 'd swear, — that 
is, they would insinuate,— that we had brought down the gold to 
bribe the electors." 

" That never atruck me," answered Tangle ; " 'tis more than 
likely. Heaven htlp us ! What 'a to be done I Five-and-thirlj 
years have I been in practice; and never — never before such a 
blow. Stript., sir — stript," he said, in a tone of maudlin sorrow — 
" stript even of my "bacoo stopper." 

At this moment, Doctor Gilead'a carriage drove up to the door, 
and the footman entered the Ohve Braneh, bearing a letter for 
Mr. Folder. This arrival, coupled with the aileoce of Tangle, 
caused the landlord, landlady, boots, and chambermaid to qmt the 
room ; and they were speedily followed by others, acme of whom 
aaid, " What a pity ! " Home, " How very odd ! " and some, " It 
was very mj^erious ; but doubtless time would show." 

"My dear friend," said Folder, having read the n ' ' 
a summons from his lordship, who observes that we may a. 
blend breakfast with business. We 've no time to lose." 

Tangle looked blankly at the floor — blankly at the r piTj ng. ] 
then wailingly observed, " That such a calamity should happen 
me I To me, above all men in the world ! How can I ever & 
his lordship ! " 

" My good friend, it 'a not bo bad. The loss, heavy m it U 
said Folder, with a smile, " can't be ruin." 

" Tou 're a kind comforter, Mr. Folder ; indeed you aro," 
Tangle, trying hard at a 'smile on his 

" ftir yon 're a rich man, Mr. Tangle ; a very rich mai^ a 
can make up the loss without " — 

"/ maiie up the loss, Mr, Folder! / make— pardon mt^ n 
dear sir, you really apeak in total ignorance of Euch matb 
So, the gold being bis lordship's — for his lordship's apcdal vl 
— if an accident hoa nnfbrtimately happened to it — 

"Well," replied Folder, catching the drift of Tangle, " 
[1 settle with his lordship himaelf. In the n 
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had better prepare for our visit. I sha'n't bo five minutea — 
tut you — joTi need a little preparation. Don't you sLave this 
jQoming 1 " 

" Not for milliona would I attempt it, Mr. Folder. In my state 
uiud, not for miUioos. I wouldn't do it, sir — I L'ouldn't bo 
provoke fate. I tell yon what I '11 do — I '11 walk on : in my 
present condition, I 'd rather walk. I sliall find a barber in the 
tillflge, and — I aliall be at the Hall as soon as you — tell his lord- 
^p quite aa soon aa you." 
And Tangle, with a wandering eye, and unsteady hand, sought 
did took his haL He then ran from the chamber, and Mr. Polder 
etired to hia own apartment. 



CHAPTER XXin. 

Thh borough of Liquorish posaesaed two barbers — only two. 
ttapply, however, the number was sufficient to admit of deadly 
iSralry ; for let thia truth never be forgotten — two oau hata as 
roll tui twenty. Now, the hatred of Eaap and Flay welled op 
1 thdr love of the aame tldng, the British Constitution. 
JU. Bosp loved tiiat elaatie object with a tender and reverential 
ifcre J he always approached its consideration with a fluttering, 
i Bweet concern. The British Constitution was the apple of 
Us f^e— the core of his heart. He loved it beyond any other 
tiihig appertaining to thia loveable earth. His wife — loeek, in- 
ured womm) ! — has often cou^dered herself alighted and despised 
ly the libertine preference. " A married nuui with a fanuly," 
Km, Btwp would Bometimea patiently observe, and aometimes not, 
IpBhouldn't trouble his head with such nonsense." OcoasionaUy, 
.^00, Eihe would vra-y much like to know what the Constitution, as 
Jt^ called it, had ever done for the poor I And when Easp — 
a moments of ale — has expressed himself perfeiitly willing, nay, 
llktliGr anxious, to lose hia head for the Constitution, his wife hs« 
fCily placidly remarked, " that it was more thou he 'd ever think 
0f AtHUg fop her." 

Now, Flay loved the Constitution after a different fashion. It 
s a pretty object — very pretty, indeed ; very desirable, very 
entiol for the happiuesa, or at least for the enjoyment of man. 
lay loved the Constitution with a sort of oriental love ; it was 
tepaason of the (jreat Turk for some fair, stag-eyed slave ; the 
Fection of one who is the master, the owner, of the creature of bis 
Uighto— the blading poaaessor of the lovely goods ; and therefbr^ 
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when it shall so please him, at perfect free<loia to sell or track, 
or bow-Btring, or put in a sock or in any other w^y to turn the 
penny with, or diapose of the idol of lus adoration. Yea : Flay 
thought the Constitution, like the flesh-and-blood pearl of aharem, 
might now be devouringly loTed, and now be advautageoiuly 
bartered. Where the man, liTiag in the twilight obaourily ol 
Liquorish, le&med suoh principlca, we know not. Certain it is, 
they were very tax beyond his social condition. 

We have now to task the indulgence of the reader to endeavou* 
to remember that Mr. Tangle, dizzy and tremulous, quitted the 
Olive Branch, summoned h> Lazarus Hall by his lordahlp. Ttui 
wine Btill sang in his ears, and the evil spirits that men swallow 
BS tiQgcIa in their cupa over night, beat in Tangle's beating heart, 
and twitched hia nerves, and seemed to turn his eyes into boming- 
glaasea, as he found himself in the street. And then cams the 
loss of the gdd upon his briun — came with a crash, atupifyiug, 
stunning, as though the metal itself had fallen njron that divine 
web-work of nerves— wherein Tangle's soul, spider-like, lurked 
for human flies — and smitten bim out of life. Acd theu his 
Btomach seemed to hold withua it one possessing nausea ; and he 
looked at the rosy children about him — the red-faced, laughing 
neighbours, and wondered wha.t they were made at 

NeverthelcBB one thought like a star shone brightly through 
this fog of Boul, for the said soal was much obscured by the wine- 
mista frorathestomaeh — the thought of the barber. Tangle mual 
be shaved. It had been one of the principles of his eiiat«noe — ■ 
one ijf the bundle of determinatioaa with which he had set out OH 
the pilgrimage of life — or rather, this principle he had token up 
at the twenty-mile stage — ^to suifer no man to take him by tiu 
nose save himself. In the vanity of his philosophy, he had helieTed 
that no possible blow of fortune could have rendered his hand 
unsteady at the morning razor ; and now, with the loss of the gold 
upon him, he shuddered at the thought of the sacriflciol steel In 
the disorder of hjs soul and the sickness of his stomach, ho sftW 
himself shaving ; and saw a very numerous family of imps laughiqc 
and winking in the glass — and pointing their fingers at his tfaroiS' 
*— and then grinning hard again — and nodding, and "'"f^'^ttf 
their forked tongues, as revelling in the hope of a dehidoua 
tragedy. And Tangle — for we choose to give the whole truth — 
Tangle did for a moment sympathise with these murder-hinting 
demons. It was weak — it was wicked ; but in another moment, 
the idea was atemly banished. For Tangle remembered that his 
life was insured ; and how every dreadl'ul it would be, should he 
leave the wwld in a way to forfeit the policy I With these 
thoughts, Mr, Tangle entered the shop of Easp. He entered and 






I 



ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES. a36 

ehnink back. " Come in, sir," cried the hospitable barber. '■ Here, 
Tiai, finia li this gentleman." Sajing this. Gasp instantlj quitted 
the beard he was about to reap, for the Mi in of the new-comer. 
Tuigle looked about htm, and felt himtielf a little wounded, some- 
' "what disgraced by the meannees, th« rustic poverty of the ghop. 
Ee looked too at the man lathered to theejes — the man consigned 
to Tim, Hasp's Ettle boy, who quickly mounted a stool, that he 
might the better posaeaa himself of the noaa of the customer. 
r, albeit the features of the man were very thickly masked by 
UMAp-sude, it was the instant conviction of Taugle that he saw 
^^toarae, dirty lineaments beneath ; atkd thereupon his pride started 
U tile thought of losing his beard in such company. Had Tangle 
felt himself the prosperous man of yesterday, certiunly he would 
tB soon have ufiercd his neck to the axe, ns his chin to the self- 
woe brash that had lathered the beard of that very vulgar mail ; 
but adversity had chastised pride, and after a natural twinge or 
SwOf Tangle sank resignedly on the wooden chair, and with au all 
jmt smothered sigh, gave himself op to the barber. Certainly, he 
had never been shaved in such company ; but then — the thought 
vaa a great support to his indepeindent spirit- — nobody would 
blow it, 
(Nobody would know it I How much insult, iujury — ^hawmany 
rd words, fierce threats — nay, how many tweakinga of the nose 
jjht be borne by some forgiving souls, if— nobody would know 
It I What a balm, a salve, a pUiater to the private hurt of a sort 
t hero may the hero flud in the delicious truth that — noboify 
's it 1 The nose does not bum, for nobody saw it pulled I 
Et is the eye of the world looking oa, that, like the concentrated 
■^ of the sun, scorches it ; blisters it ; Ughts up such a fire 
rithin it, that nothing poorer than human IJood can quench it ! 
Lad all because everybo<ly knows it ! ) 

' Tangle was reconciled to his humiliation- — for it v.-aa nothing 
M to be handled in such a shop and by such a barber — by the 
lief that the world would remain in ignorance of the de- 
^paditig lact. And much, indeed, at the moment, did Tangle owe 
to ignorance. He knew that lie whs a crushed, despoiled, de- 
Ijaded being: he knew that with the boi of gold he had lost his 
"" ise of aelf-respect. Compared to the Tangle of yesterday, he 
a no better than a Hottentot ; for be had lost his better part, 
^JHoB be knew : but, ignorant sufferer, he did not know that the 
uu seated in lathei'ed companionsliip beside him was the mid- 
ight burglar, the robber of his mure than peace, the felonious 
rotn Blast. Now, Mr. Blaft himself immediately recognised the 
iftrliiuaieDtary agent ; but feeling that he had the advantage 
t tuiving looked upon him when Tangle could not return the 
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attention, Uie robber gazed very composedly tlirough liis lather 
nay more, he was so tickled by the sudden advent of TaiigLe that, 
in the gaiety of his soul, he chnckled. 

" If you please, mt, if you laugh," aaid little Tim, 

" The child has a hand as light as a bitterSy " — said the barh«r 
father to Blast — " bat the boy 'a right ; he muat cut you if you 
Iftugh, Steady, Tim." 

"Ail right," cried Blast, firom his sonorouB chest 
stifTeoed the cords of his visage. 

" Tery odd, air" — awd E nap, vigorously lathering Tangle, lai 
though hewaa ■white-washing a dead wall — "very odd, air; -wbcsj 
a man's being shaved, what a little will make him laugh. — ffererj 
heard it properly accounted for, sir, did you 1 " j 

Taugle spoke not ; but sMvered out a, long sigh, evidently pro- 
vocative of the mirthful Bloat, for little Tim again cried, — " If 
you please, sir, I must cut you." 

"Dont blame the child, air ; that 'a all. Steady, Tim"— s^ 
the barber, wlio again adiiresaed iiimsali' to Tangle. "Glad to 
find there 's no laugh in ynu, sir." Tangle made uo aJiS' 
again sighed as with the ague. 

"Tliere! I- kiiow'd I should cut you!" cried Tim, 
winced, and the blood came from his cheek. " I know'd I slioiilii- 
do it." 

The barber turned from Tangle to take a view of the n 
done npou Blast, gravely observing, as he eyed the blood- 
the child's fault, sir. Never cut before in his life ; never.' 

"Well, it 'a no use a stifling it," cried Blast ; and gently puttii 
Hm afflde, he flung himself back in the chair, and roared 
all the loader and the deeper for its long repression, 
looked round. Most strange, nay, moat insultiugwsa it to hti 
to him with the load of ajniction wdghing on his brain — 11 
any man should laugh so vehemently, so brutally. On hia 
to the barber's. Tangle hod felt a little hurt that even the bii 
should chirp and twitter ; that the flowers in the gardens should 
look so happy in their brightnesa ! The very fineness of the day 
BBemed mikmd to bim ; nevertheless he tried to bear it like 
man. But to have his solemn thoughts, deep as they we 
luBt m/>ney-cheat, outraged by the vulgar merriment of 
vulgar man, — it was cruel, barbarous ; surely he had dona aol 
to deserve it. 

" It 'a very odd," said Tangle, speaking both angrily, 
sorrowfully, " very odd that a gentleman can't be quietly 
without peojile "— 

"Ax your pardrai,'' Bald Blast. "Hope the bftrber's 
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ildoked yaa ; bat I cnuldnt help it. Tou know wliat a litUfl will 
1 man langh Bometimea. All rigbt now I 've got rid nf it 
little sharer. I '11 keep a cheek as stiff as a inile-stane " 
lAml Mr. Blast resolved t« control his merriment, sorelj tempted 
it waa by the proiimity of the melancholy man he had plun- 
dered. It was a moat eapital joke, a mofit provoking piece of fiin, 
ytt 'woold the thief be serious. Fo'r some seconds not a Bound 
aa heard, save the mowing of beards. 

" Well, MeaBter Rasp, here be a rumpus 1 here be a Wow for 
UwBluea! here baluckforthe Yellows! Ho! ho! ho! Them 
never was dch a. mesa. I bit 'nt laughed so much since they pnt 
Ihe tinker in the stocks ! Sich a glory ! " This announcement, 
brokenly uttered through roars of laughter, wss delivered by 
flkittle, the cobbler of Liquorish, whu, exploding with the intelli- 
gence, burst into the shop. 

" What '8 the matter I " asked the barber, so alive to the lack 
jOf the Yellows, of which party he felt himself a very shining 
lyuticle, that he paused in his shaving ; holding twiit finger and 
thumb the uose of Tangle. " Luck for onr side, Bob ! What 

hit?" 

" Whj you must know that the Blwes— jeat like 'era^ironght 
)WB a boK of gulden gulneaa. You know, in course, what for)" 
dMerved the cobbler, severely winkiug one eye. 

"S. should think I did," answered Hasp, and he strapped his 

OP on his hand very impatiently. "That's the way they 

re the Constitution. That's how they'd hbII and buy the 

Uon, for all the world like veal. Well, a 1 mx of guineas ! 

I ahould like to catch 'em offering me any, that's all," cried 

Bosp ; and with a grin of indignation, he again stropped his 

bl&de. 

My good man," said Tangle, very meekly, for he was over 
le, brokenheai'tfd by the mirth of the cobbler, — " my good 
man, will you proceed and finish me I" 

"' Wouldn't trust myself, sir, till I Ve heard all about the Blues. 
Tfou don't know my feelings," said Basp. "I should aliee you, 
pork. Go on, Bob. Ha ! ha ! Down with the Blues I " 
And Btill Tangle sat half-ahaven and wholly miserable, listening 
ito the blithe story of the cobbler, whose notes of exultation struck 
steal int^i the flesh of the outraged agent. Was ever man eo 
tried 1 He could not bounce from his chair, and with half his 
fceud upon him sally forth into the street, No ; he was doomed 
'l>f deoency to sit and hear the history of his wretchedne«a and 
'ttie brotal mirth it occasioned. The cobbler and barber roared 
irith laughter ; little Tun smirked jind pggled, and Tom Bliist, 
with hia eyes leering towards the agonised Tangle, showed that 
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tbe sweetest and deepest autiBfaction filled the boaom of the iibiet. 
HiB fulnn soul bugged iteelf in vast enjojment of tbe fim ! 

" Well, you roust know that the Olive Branch was broke open 
last night," said the cobbler, " and the box of guineas brought to 
the borough — we know what for "—and Skittle put his forefinger 
to hia nose. 

" I ahonld rather think we i3icl," responded Eaap, returning tlie 
digital signal. "Eather." 

" The box of gaineaB carried off ; all took wing like yoong 
goldfinches. The landlord saje, and his wife says, she 'a sure lA 
it, too, that it 's the devil hoa done it" 

" Ha ! ha, I ha ! " shouted Tom Blast, mightUy enjojiug ths 
fiilae accusation. " Poor devil I " 

" I don't wonder at your la.ughing," said the barber, gravely. 
"It wasn't no devil ; the devil 's a better judge than to carry 
away gold of that sort ; it would do his work all the better left 
behind. And is there no suspicion of who's stole itt" Here 
Blast and Tangle Uatened attentively, but assuredly with a 
different sort of uuriosit j. 

"Why, that 's the worst of it," answered the cobbler; "they've 
tried liard to suspect everybody, but sotnehow they can make no 

Hereupon the barber wrinkled his brow, and thoughtfully and 
tenderly with his fingers twiddled at the enil of his nose, m 
though he had the eecret there, if it could only be eonxed out. 
"I tell yon whiit it is; 'tian't seldom I'm wrong— 1 know tha 
thief." 

" You ! " Ktclaiined Tangla ; and " Tou ! " was at the lip of 
Blast i hut diflt cautious man smothered the impatient word with 
a sort of grunt that passed for nothing. 

" He "U never be found out ; oh no, he 'a too cunning for that," 
B^d the barber ; " but I shouldn't wonder if tbe fellow that had 
the keeping of the money isn't him that stole it." 

" Wtts there ever such ao. infaraoua ! " — exclaimed Tangle, 
when he was suddenly stopped by the peremptory coolneaa 
of the barber ; who, tapping liim on the shoulder, ofaeerved 
— "Bless you! it's a thing done every day. Nothing mow 
likely." .• I 

" Nothing," said Blast, in his deepest bass, and hia tyv 
twinkled enjoyingly. 

"Am I to stay here half-shaved all day ? " cried the goaded 
Tangle. " Fellow, finish me ! " 

" Tell you, couldn't trust myself till we hear the rights of the 
guineas," said the patriotic barber. " They was brought here to 
violate the Constitution, and whomsoever "s got em, I 'm giftd 
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'Aey're gone. Though mind, I'd take & bet that him that 'a lost 
m knows best wLere they 're to he found." 
"Ha I Master Barber," cried Blast in a hiud tone of compli- 
.ent, " it 's plain you know life." 
"Why, I've seen a few 'lections at Lir[uoriah," said Baap, 

Kind this I will say — the Bluea, if they kaow'd him, would rob 
eir own fiither. I might, la my tinie, have had my hat full of 
puneas" — 

- " 1 ihouldn't brag of that, if 1 was you, Mr. Basp " — said the 
barber's wife, suddenly descending to a cupboard la the shop, for 
Bonia domestic purpose — " 1 shouldn't brag of that, aud yoa to 
ifeep me and your children as you du." 

" 'Womeii have no love of country," eaid the barber in a soft 
uce SB hia wiie departed. 

"Don't understand a bit on it," said the cobbler. "There's 
by old Margerj Daw at home — she says that women have enough 
lo do to love their husbands." 

"And that's hard work aometimea," said the barber, "I'm 
tttaxd it is." 

"Am I to be ehaved to-day 5 " roared Tangle, the lather dried 
n t, plaster on his face. 
"I tell you what it ia, sir," said the barber. "You're half 
baved as clean as any baby ; now uhaving 'a a penny ; well, if 
Jira can't w^t, you 're welcome to the ha'porth you've had for 
nothing. A ha'penny sir,'' and the barber looked loftily about 
tUm, " a ha'penny won't I'uin me." 

" I'm in no 'urry," observed the accommodating Blast. "Your 

s boy can finisli the gentleman — 1 '11 wait." 
■Thank you— very kind — come along, boy," cried Tangle, and 
^m moved hia stool beside the lawyer. " Now yon 11 ha very 
^■rticulor ; and mind, don't cut." 

, " Theu don't shake, su-, if you please," said Tim ; for Tanglt^ 
g^tated by what he had heard, by the delay he hud been com* 
Ipelled to suffer, trembled as the boj touched him, like a jelly. 
■ LS he trembled, the barber leered aubpicioualy, directing the 
's looks to the shaking gentleman ; and 'Tom Blast veiy 
ule one of the party of inspection, communicating by 
Mt eloquent gloucee, the atrongest doubts and suapicioiis oi 
e individual then impatiently undergoing the diacipUne of the 

"If the thief's caught, I suppose he'll be hanged," said tile 
'Mbbler, atarbg at Tangle. 

" Heaven is merciM ! I hope so — heartily h'lpe so," eiclwmed 
Tuigle vivaciously, earnestly ; at tha same time jumping up, his 
i^ha'risg completed. " I hope bo : I 'd go ftfly miles to see it — 
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fifty miles. Give me change." Saying thia, and tying his neck- 
cloth, Tangle laid down sixpence. " Malie haste." 

Terj leisurely, and as with a soul by no raeana to lie daialtd 
by SLipencea, the barber took up the teater. He then approached 
the bottom of the etaircaae ascended hy hia helpmate, and Trith 
measured syllables inquired, " Eli/a Jane, love, have you change 
for wxpence '( " 

And this gentle query was answered by another, running thns: 
"Have I change for the Bank of England ?" 

" It never happened EO before, 8ir," said Rasp, feeling the di- 
penee, " bnt we hav'n't a copper halfpenny in the house. ~ 
child, sir, shall run nut for chmige. "Won't be ten mini 
nothing heats him at an errand." 

Tangle looked savagely about hira. He could not wait ; irM 
would not he thought to give the siipence. He therefore observai 1 
very emphatically, "Very well, barber; I'll call again," ans'l 
hurried uway. 

" Don't you know him ? " cried the cobbler, "he*a one of tJ»^ 
Bluea." 

"Well, if I didnt think he was one of them thick-Hkinned lot ■' 
while I was shaving him," said Easp ; who then turned to Kast. 
" He fcnowa something of them guineas, eh, air, I'm bouadfor it)'' 

" 'Xactly," answered Blast. " They 're a pretty set — them 
Blues. I 'm a Yellow." 

" I 'J know that, sir " — obaerved the barber ns he finished Om 
undone work of Tim — " I 'd know that, air, by the tendemea ol 
your fiice. Now for that old Blue, a man might as well shave ft 
brass knocker. I can tell a man's principles by bis skin, T can." 

"Not a doubt on it," averred Mr. Elasti very sonorously j who 
then rose from hia chair, and proceeded into a comer to consult a 
fragment of gloss, nailed to the wall. Whliat thus oonrageoualy 
HUrveying his face, his back turned to the door, another customer 
entered the shop, and without a syllable, seating himself awaited 
the weapon of Rasp. 

" Heard of the robbery, sir ? " asked the barber. " Ha ! ha I 
ha I Hare work, air. What I call fun." 

" What robbery I " cried the stranger, and immediately Blast 
turned at the sound, and knew that it was St. Giles who apoke. 
Silently, the burglar grinned huge satisfaotion. 

," Thousands of guineas stole last night, nothing lesa. I wish 
you and I had 'em, air, that's nil, for they come here to do 
Beelzebub's work, sir ; to be laid out in perjury, and all that ; to 
buy the honest sonle of honest men Uke mackerel. Therefore," 
concluded the barber, " I say I wish you and I had 'em. Dont 
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HereupOQ Hast quitted the mirror, and tlie while serenely 
tying his neckcloth, stood face to face with St. Gilea, chuckling 
and Eohoing the barber — " Don't you frish you had 'em 1 " 

" If you jump in that way," criod Rasp to St. Giles, " I wont 
answer for your noBe." 

" And you haVn't heard nothin"" on it, eh, sir 1 " said Blaat, in 
his light, waggiflh manner. " Well, I Bhould ha' thought you'd 
ha' known all about it." 

" Wliy 1 " etajamered Bt. Gilea, for he felt that he must make 
aome answer. 

"Oh, I dont know," said Blast; "iome people have sich a 
knowin' look, that 'b all They 're bom with it. An "praps you 
vooldn't like to have the guineas stole from the Blues, — if they 
are atole. But as you aay, Mr. Barber, I don't believe it. Bless 
yonr heart, it 'a my 'pinion a Blue -wouid swear anything." 

" Yon won't have a drop of ale this morning J " asked the 
«J)bler — that sympathetic Yellow being mightily touched by the 
laige-heart«dness of Blast. " Jeat a drop 1 " 

"Tia a little early," eaid the very temperate Blast, "but I 
can't refuse a Yellow Dothia'." And to the astonishment and 
rdief of Bt. Giles, Ma tormentor followed the inviting cobbler from 
&« ehop. Uneasily sat St. Giles whilst Saap performed his func- 
tion -, brief and wandering were th« replies made by his customer 
to the barber, very doquant cm the robbery, and especially grate- 
ful to Providence for the calamity. " Whomsoever has taken the 
guineas — always sitppodiig they are token — haa done a service to 
Uie country," said Rasp. "For my part, and I don't care who 
taowsitjlhope they'll live long and die happy with 'em. Pretty 
ibllowB they must be 1 Come to sell the Constitution ; to rob 
ttl of our rights ; and then sing out about thieves ! What do 
yoa Bay, air 1 " cried the barber, liberating his customer from hia 
VBeBBf chair. 

" Jnat BO," said St. Gilea, " I shouldn't wonder : t« be sure." 

" Why you look," said Easp, marking the absent air of St. 
^M, "you look aa if you waa looking a hundi'ed milea away. 
Ton can't tell us what you see, can you 1 " 

How, St. Giles, had he been in communicative mood, might 
hnv interested the barber, making him a jiartaker of the vision 
tliat would reveal itself t« hia customer. St, Giles plainly beheld 
Tom Blast with the stolen guineas. Had he watched him stag- 
gBTtng bcoeatli the pillage, he had not been better aesured of the 
avil doing. Agwii, he had marked the thief s face ; it wore the 
[, lackered look of a fortunate soouudrel : the light as of the 
a guineas flickered in hia eyes, and his lips were puckered 
inaudible whistling. St. Giles took little heed of the talkative 
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barber, but laying down the price of lita jesterday'ii beard, quitted 
the shop, ^nxioualj, fearfully, he looked about bim &om ths 
door. He stood, lite a loat traveller fearftU of the sudden leap ot 
some wild beast. Blast was not in the street : he now avuided 
St. Giles ; new evidence that the old ruffian was the robber. 
St. Giles hastily strack into the fields, that with less chance of 
interruption, he might ponder on tbe present difficulty. He was 
only known to young St. James as the vagabond of & ■prwaa ; 
and, therefore, open to the heavier suspicion. If aJTested,^iaw 
to account for himself? Should he at once boldly sei>k tbe young 
lord ) — for aa jet be had not seen liim. Or should be at oaflc 
turn bis steps towards London 1 

^B heart sank, and the sickness of death fell upon him, 
again he saw himself beset by inevitable peril- Was it not fa' 
sheer, brute-like stupidity, in a doomed wretch like liim, to ye 
for innocent days, tor honest bread 1 Was it not gross impndenw 
in him to hope it — in him, so formed and cast upon the world to 
be its wrong, its misery, and disgrace I "Why not go back to 
Loudon, dash into guilt, and vben the time come, die gallantly on 
tbe tree 1 Why not clap hands with Blast, and become with hi 
ft human animal of prey 7 Sticb were theconfiiaed, the wret^.. 
tbougbta that possessed St. Giles, as with feet of lead he crosud' 
the fields. Divinely beautiful was tbe day ! The heavons smiled 
peace and hope upon the earth, brimming with things of teudemefa 
and beauty. The outcast paused at the winding river. Did his 
eye feed delightedly upon its brightness — was his ear solaced \ij 
its sound ? No ; he looked with a wild curiosity, as though he 
would look below — and be heard tongues talking from tbe streant 
— tongues calling him to rest. 

" Ain't lost nothing 1 " cried a voice ; and St. Giles, aroused, to 
his delight beheld Bright Jena. 

" No i nothing," said St. Giles. " I was thinking though that 
I might lose something, and be all the richer for the loss, But 
the thought 's gone, now you "re come," 

Jem looked like a man who catches half a meaning, and cares 
not to pursue the other hal£ So be said — " I Uiought, muyhaii, 
when you left us in the churchyard, you 'd have come over to the 
Tub. Master Capatick said he knew you wouldn't, but I know 
he was sorry you didn't." 

" I tell you what it is," said St. Giles, " 1 hadn't the heart," 

" That 's the very reason you ought to ha' come to us. Uast«F 
Capatick 's got heart enough for half-a-dozen." 

" God iileas him ! " cried St, Giles. 

" I '11 jine you in that, wbenever you aay it. But I cajj see bj 
the look of you — why, your face is (nil on it — I can see, you 've 
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something to say. I 'm afeard the world hasn't heen as careful ^^H 
of joa SB it' you 'd heen an image of gold, eli ) Come, lad " — and ^^H 
Jem hud hia hand gently upon St. Oiles'e shoulder, tind epoke ^^H 
tenderly as a woman — *' Come, lad, let 's know all about it." ^^H 

"Yoa shall know all — you shiill," and St. Giles seized Jem's ^^| 
Itond, and with moistening eyes and choaking throat — it wan euch ^^H 
a happiness to see such looks and hear euch words — shook the ' ^^H 
land eagerly, tremblingly. ^^| 

"There, now, good lad, take your time," oried Jem. "I'm 
going to Master Xingcup, the schoolmaster ; not ahove two mile 
away. And so we '11 gossip as we trudge. Jest over that style, 
and " — and Jem paused, with his looks directed towards a stunted 
dtk some bow-shot from him. " I say " — he cried, pointing to a 
hoy sleejang in the ai-ma of the tree — " I say, that 's a London 
\ari, perched there — I 'm sure on it." 

Instantly St. Giles recognised hia liaK-brother, the precodous 
Jingo. " You 're going to the good gentleman, you say, the 
schoolmaster V cried St. Giles, animated as by a sudden flash of 
thought. " I 've a notion — I '11 tell you all about it— we '11 take 
that hoy with us. Hallo ! come down here I " cried St. Giles to 
the sleeper. 

"What for?" said Jingo, stretching himself a:id yawning. 
" You "re no constable, and I sha'ti't." 

" He knows what a constable is, depend on 't," said Jem, 
shaking his head. 

"Well, I'm a coming," said the philosophic Jingo, observing 
that St, Giles was about to ascend — " I 'm a coming." And in a 
moment, the urchin dropt like an ape from branch to branch and 
fell to the earth. As he fell, a guinea rolled from his pocket. 

"Where did you get this!" exclaimed St. Giles, picking up 
the coin. 

1 his slirillest 
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Thb candidate for Liquorish has, it may be thought, been too 
long neglected in our attention to his ^ents, and their meaner 
creatures. Seemingly we have heen uumindiitl of his lordship, 
bot in reality not so. We felt more than satisSed that we had 
placed him, like a treasure in a temple, at Lazarus Hall. Fot 
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there was Dootor Gilead, the good geuiua of Iftrder aud cellar, 
big, petapiring with anxiety to iiBsuage, liy the most recondite and 
eoatl; meatis, the hunger and thirst of his exalted guest. Hod it 
been possible to purchnae n live unicorn, its haunch would have 
smoked tiefure young 9t. James ; the sole phosnix would Lave i 
been roasted in its spioeiy, find dished in its plumes ; and, 
Ganymede might have had any price of Doctor Gilead for pecu- 
lated nectar. In the fcdness of the Doctor's hospitality theM 
lurked a grief that nn new animal — no yet unheai'd-of tipple could 
be compaesed. He must therefore— at laat he wna resigned to it 
— make the best of the good iJiings of the earth such as they 
were ; he, by the way, possessing the very brat for the ejcperiment. 
Mrs. GUead, too, had her anxiety ; though, it pains as to confetB 
it, her husband — it is too common a fnult, crime we should rather 
say — did ttot respond with all his heartstrings to the vibrating 
chords of Itis partner. But how rare ia it to Snd a wedded loan < 
with a proper sympathy for the distressea of his wife 1 Tla , 
elements may have suddenly conspired to qmil her bonnet — ahe ' 
nay have broken lier dearest bit of china — the cat may have 
run off with her gold-fish — and at that very moment, abore oli 
others, her husband will insult her with hia philosophy. And so 
it was with the anxieties of Mrs. Gilead. She felt that, whilut 
young St. .Tames lay pillowed under her roof, she was answerable 
for the sweetness, the souwlness of hia slumbers ; nay, almoBt 
for the pleasantness of his dreams. She was wakeful hersell' 
ill iier tenderness for the repoee of her guest. " I do hope hia 
lordship will sleep," she said, twice and thrice to her wedded 

" Bless the woman 1 " cried the Doctor, at the time perplexed 
with the thought of some possible novelty for the next day's 
dinner, " of course he '11 sleep. Why not ! We have no fleas, 
have we 1 " 

" Fleas, Doctor GUead ! Don't insult me ! Fleas in my beds!" 
and Mrs. Gilead spoke tremulo-usly, as though hurt, wounded in 
her huswifery — the weakest place of the weakest sex. And 
Doctor Gilead knew there was not a ilea in the house ; but it was 
like the man — it was like the brotherhood at large— to suggest t« 
a wife the probabihty of the most impossible annoyance, 
course, it wua only said to hurt her. 

Nor let us forget the Miss Gileads. For each, saying no ayllabt 
to the other, was sleepless with the thoughts of providing life-la 
blisB for the noble, the beautiful guest. How delightful to 
liim happy for the rest of hia days, and how very adyanta,_ 
to be a legal partner in the felicity. If eyes ever did dazzle — iffl 
lips ever did take man's heart irou his bosom, like a stone frtHB i| 
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alack charrj (we think that simile perfect), eyes and lipa should 
3d the douhle deed to-morrow, 

And young St. James, in a deep sea of eider-down, took his 
St ; none the worse, it may be, that he knew not of the con- 
Qiiracy working against his freedom. Three eets of hymeneal 
were aJmost alt night long hanmiered at by three young 
and yet the unconseinua victim slept ; even as tha culprit 
takes unbroken rest, wMlet hammers lyi upon the Bcoifold for 
^moCTow. 
If the reader will pass the intentions of the yonng ladies as at 
benevolently imrpoaed, he must confess that we have for the 
three chapters left young St. James most tenderly oared for. 
~ waking he has had the prettiest cares, the aweetest 
iatteniionH, like a shower of roBe-teavos, cast upon bim. And now 
Monday morning was come. The momiog of the day of nomina- 
ted. A law-maker waa to be made bythe voice of 
a free people ; a senator, without craek or flaw ; a perfect crystal 
vessel of tlie state was to be blown by the breath of mibonght 
mbo. Nature seemed to sympathise with the work ; at least, 
Buch was the belief of Doctor GileEid, his imagination kindling 
somewhat with tha occasion. He rose only a little later than the 
sparrows ; and from the beauty, the enjoyment of out-door objeots, 
took the happiest omens. A member was to be returned to Par- 
liament. Certainly the lark never fluttered nearer heaven — never 
sang ao hopefully. Such was Doctor Gileiwl's BWiMit belief ; and 
rapt in it, he did not the next moment hear the voice of an ass in 
u distant meadow — gave nu ear to hia own geese ga^^ling near 
Ua bam. Happy the superstition th.it on such occasions will only 
listen to the !iirk I ' 

Everybody appeared at breakfaat with a face drest for triumph. 
f^Had his lordship alept well 1" aaked Mi's. Gilead ; and with 
^Tojoes that would melt the heart of a, man, were the thing really 
Boloble, each Miss Gilead put the same question, but with a manner 
Rhat p^inly said her peace of mind depended on an affirmative 
Reply. His lordship had slept well. Eauh and all of the Miss 
raOeads were blest for theii- eiistenee ! 

' "How do you do, Mr.Polderl" aaked hb lordship, as that 
''ViVtihy man, with bia old equable look, entered the breakf^t par- 
I'loor. Now, Mr. Folder had never looked better — never felt better. 
His calmness, his philosophy was astonishing, admirable ; the 
more so, as it was his friend and not himself who hod lost a, 
treasure of gold. In few words, ajid in bis own smiling way, 
'Ur. Folder said be was charming. 

■ "But Where's Tangle) eh I^ot left Tangle behind)" cried 
tea lordship. 
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" No, no," sttiti Foider, with a happy smile. " He preferred k I 
walk acroaa the Helds." | 

"Poor fellow! he doesn't often get a bit of graas in Xiondon,,' 
I dare say," B(ud the Doctor ; -who then turned to hia lordslup^ I 
and rubbing hia hands, and laughing as at the enjoyment of ft. [ 
Bweet secret, Baid, " It wouldn't do, mj lord, to lose Tangle ; no, 
UD, we must take care of Tangle." Innocent Doctor Oilead I Ak 
that moment he thought the agent the happy keeper of thou- 
sands of metal hirds of Paradise ; and alauk I they had made 
wings for themselves, and flown away. Had the Doctor known 
the condition of Tangle, what an aliject, forlorn varlet would 
he have seemed in the offended eyes of hia admirer I 

Mr. Tangle was announced. He entered the room ; hi 
galvaniaed into a smile. It was pluia, at least to Folder, whs 
knew aU, that the agent had laboured so hard to get that ainil* 
into hia conntenanee that it would be very difficult to diaiaiss it — ' 
it waa so fixed, bo very rigid. It seemed the hardest smile out 
in the hardest oak. . 

" Quite well, 1 trust, Mr. Tangle I None the worse, 1 hope, for 
last night t " said young St. James, gaily. 

Tangle's knees etrnok each other at his lordship's voice. iMt 
night ) Did his lordship, then, know of the robbery i Such was 
the first ooni'uaion of Tangle's thoughts ; and he then remembered 
that bis lordship doubtless hinted at the wine swallowed, and ont 
at the gold carried away. Wliereupon, Tangle declared that he 
was quite well— never better. And then he resolutely put down 
a rising groan. 

" Nothing the worse for any tiling last night, I '11 be bound, eh, 
Mr. Tangle]" cried Doctor Gilead, alive, as every man ought 
to be, to the reputation of hia wine, when the wine, like the 
Soman's wife, is not to be auapected. " I should think not. And, 
Mr. Tangle, I 've not forgotten the carp that pleased you so much- 
There 's plenty in the pond ; and we '11 have some of the finest, I 
mm tell you." At this moment the Doctor was summoned fronj 
the room ; whilst new viators continued to arrive, assembling Ui 
escort the noble candidate to a Tery modest fabric, largely chris- 
tened as the Town Hall. Young St. James knew everybody — 
welcomed everybody. There was not a man present with whom 
he would not and could not have shared his heart ; it waa so 
uneipectedly large upon the happy ocaaaion. 

" Don't you wish, my lord, that your noble father the excellent 
Marquess was here to see your triumph 1 " exclaimed one of the 
artletiB Miss Gileads. Bosy Ignorance ! She knew not that, 
however the paternal heart might have yearned to be present, it 
was sternly checked by a strong sense of constitutional duty. For 
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I Marquess, aa v. peer of England, coulU nnt, must not, directlj 
indirectly Beetn to interfere in the election of a member of 
fliament — in the freeaaaertionof the people's choice. TherBfore 
■ras only permitted to the fiither, the peer, nud the patriot to 
id his banker. 

L And still the visitors poured in ; and aa the crowd (jrew, every 
□ looked more important, aa thongh catching zeul and constancy 
purpose from new corners. " The borough 'b been in the family 

le thonsMid years," cried a spare, fibrous, thin-faced man, with 

'high piercing voice, " and the constitootion had hotter go tO 

lep at once it any nobody 's to oome to reprEsent us." 

"Tell 'ee what, Master Flay, we own't stand it," said a free- 

' ler in a amock frock, that in its anspecked whitenesB might 

a typified the purity of election. "We own't stand it. My 
jther and his father — and hisn after liisn — all on 'em did vote far 
A family, — and when folks come to ax me for my vote agin tm. 
■why, aa I Bays to my wife, it 's like a flyin' in the ikoe of 
tovidnnce." 
■"To be sure it ia" — answered Flay — "it's ungrateful ; and 

-it 'b unconstitootional." 
* No, no, Muster Flay : the Blues have always paid ma anil 
faia very well " — 

"Huah I Not BO loud," said Flay, with hia finger at hia 
ffqnent lip. 

" Bless 'ee, eveiybody knows as everybody's paid," answered 
IS elean-breasted voter. . 

" To be sure they do j nevertheless," observed Flay, " it isn't 
hurtitootional to know it. It 's what we call a fiction in the law ; 



'the fine specimen of ignorance before him. 
* What 'a a fickahun 1 " asked Stump. "Sometlun' o' use, I 'spose 1 " 
"I believe you — the constitootion couldn't go on without it. 
'ionin the constitootion ia like the flour in a plum-pudding — it 
S all the prime things in it together." 

I see," answered Stump, with a grin ; " if they hadn't no 
efcahan, th^ 'd make a very pretty biling of it I " 
And sJler this irreverent fashion, comjiaring the lofty uses and 
le various wisdom of the constitution to the ingredients of a. 
hriatmas pudding, did Flay, the Blue barber, and his pupil in 
le art of govenuuent, discourse amid the mob assembled in the 
Ittonds of Lazarus Hall ; when a faint clieer, an ineffectual 
lut, rose from some of the mob gathered about a horseman 
ived in haste, with special news. This intelligence was speedily 
Dtveyed to Doctor Gilead, whose faoe suddenly glowed like 
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Htmned glass, he was Bo deliglited with the tidings. Making hia 
way batk to his lordahip, the Doctor cried — " Joy, my lord 1 
Joy I Joy 1 The enemy won't stand t The Yellow 'a mounted 
the white feather ! No contest, my lord — no contest ! Three 
eheera gentlemen, for our memher ! " And DoiJtor Gitead, (or 
awhile forgetful of the meekness of the pastor in the aeal of 
the patriot, aprmig upon a chair, and loudly bmtzaed. Hia note 
(rf rejoicing was responded to, but somehow not heartily. The 
•asembly tried to look very delighted, very triumphant ; yet, it 
was pl^n, they felt a latent annoyance. Was it thnt they were 
disappointed of the pleasing excitement of a hard-eontesteii 
constitutional fight 1 Was it, too, that every man felt himaelf 
considerably lowered, not only to hia self-eatimation, but in tlio 
Tolue that would otherwise have been set upon him bj opposite 
buyers 1 It is a painful feeling to be at the tyrannous, the 
ignorant valuation of any one man ; and doubtless, many of the 
electors of Liquorish shared in this annoyance, for now the; 
might be bought at young St. Jiunea'a own price. When a 
man does drive his principle, like his pig, to market, it must 
try the Christian spirit of the seller to find only a solitary 
buyer. The principle, like the pig, may be a very fine prin- 
ciple ; a fine, healthy, thorough-going principle ; and yet the 
one buyer, because the only one, may chaffer for it aa tbougii 
the goods were a very meaaly principle indeed. The man must 
sell ; so there goes a principle for next to nothing ; a principle 
that, vith a full maaket, would have fetched any money. To sell 
a principle may be the pieasantest thing in the world, but to 
almost give it away is surely another matter. 

In Mr. Tangle, the news excited mixed emotions. He rqoieed 
that the money would be less needed than had au opposing buyer 
been in the market : and then he felt doubly sad at the loss : (cw 
with the gold in his possession, and there being the less nectenty 
for its wide expenditure, he might — ho felt sure he could havs 
done it somehow — yes, he might have levied a heavy per centage 
upon what remained. There would have been a latter bo«^ «" 
metal for the experiment ; and let this be said of him, Tan 
always preferred such eiperiments on a grand scale. Thus T 
confused in soul, and downcaat in demeanour, suffered h." 
bo led to one of the half-dozen carriages prepared for the p 
to the Town HalL 

Shall we attempt a description of the mob in vehicles — thoioob 
on horseback — and the mob on foot, departing from the reetoiy, 
bound on the solemn duty of making a fire-new senator t No : 
we will merely chronicle the touuhijig truth that, as the mob 
moved on, they sunt forth a cheer, that was shriily answered 
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from the topmost wuidows of the rectory, whereat all aorta of 
HiuidB, covered all over with blue rilianda, screamed, and flut- 
tered handkerchiefs and iinpkina in glad augurj of triumph. 
The order of the rector for the profusest diapla? of St. James's 
coloors had heen carriod out with, responding Keal by his re- 
taincre. Blue fluttered eveiywhere. The dairy-maid had decked 
Cmmpie'e homa with bine, and the cow, as the moid averred, 
aeoued very proud indeed of the badge ; bad she worn it in 
hmoar of her own son, then only a fortnight old, ehe could not 
have looked more complacent, happy. There was not a eijigle 
UB belonging to the reutory that (lid not somewhere carry the 
Boioor J and we do assure the reader, very grave and very wise 
the auea looked under it. They seemed, na Jock the hind ob- 
served, to understand " the thing, like any Christian." A blue 
Sag fluttered from the top of the rectory — and Line etreameiB 
from every out-bouse. Even the gilt weiithercoek— tho fact some- 
how escaped the eye of the rector — liore at its four points a long, 
long strip of blue riband in honour of the political principles of 
'fte Blue candidate. 

The mob, we say, cheered as they set forward from the rectoiy, 
tad the men-servants and the mfud-eervants cheered again. The 
household gods of Loiorus Halt drew a long breath as relieved 
the crowd and tumult of the mob that had hustled and con- 
them ; and the solemn row of Ecclesiostieal Fathers, stand- 
in Church-militact file upon the library shelves, once more 
ii«d to feel themselves the undistorbeil possessors of their 
homti. Poor old fellows ! — many of them, too, such won- 
:derflil hands at chopping one hair into little bundles of hairs, the 
'batter to make springes with — so nkany too, the Eloquent Dumb 
^—Ae Great Forgotten — the lUnstrious Dim — the Folio Furniture 
in aJf OF truly pastoml vellum, — for five-and-twenty yean had 
'ahiod upon the shelf, and no rude hand had ever touched them. 
•^eiy had been bought by Doctor Gilead, and made to stand 
liefbre all men visiting the library, a:s vouchers for the learning of 
iho rector. But when Scipio — of course, sir, you remember the 
'Wary — when Scipio, by the fortune of war, was made the some- 
Umo guardian of a beautiful pTnceaa, Scipio himself was not 
more respectful of her cliaiius, thaji was Doctor Qilead of the 
IksdnaUons of the Fathers ; he newer knew them — never. We 
Me aware that there may be vulgar souls who, judging from 
IIieiF simial salves, may doubt the continence of Scipio ; wa think 
this very likely ; for sure we are that many folks, seeing the 
boholasUo beauties possessed by Duutor Gilea<l, believed he must 
cqoy them : for the Doctor, like Sdpio, never braggad of his 
Abalineniie. Ht^^ood soul, autfered men to \,\wn3tyMS.VtiaS.ft«:j 
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pleased : but this we know, although, tiie Fathers were for &v^ 
and-tweoty years in the powur of Doctor Gilead, jet, a Scipio in 
liU way, he uever — to speak acrupuloualy, like v. matron— Im 
□ever bo much as laid his little finger on them. 

Therefore, shortly before the arrival of hia lordship, wfiaitft 
great aurpriae to the Fathers to find themselves one morning 
taken from the Blietves and op^ed. How stiff, poor fellowH, were 
they all in the hack 1 And no doubt, very much aatoondeii was 
Origan, and Basil, and Theoptjlact, and Jerome and Tertullian, 
and other respectable Fathers, to find themselves dusted and 
thwacked aa they, when, in the fleah, were wont to duat mid 
thwack their disputants ; the man-servant and the matd-servan^ 
otherwise intent, taking no m,ore account of them than if they 
were old day-books and ledgers. In the vanity of their hearts — 
at least, in as much vanity as. can belong to chorchmen — they 
thought they were to be consulted and reverenced ; in a word, 
made much o£ And their owner, Doctor Gilead, did make much 
of them. He paid them the deepest devotion of which the good 
man was sensible ; for he had them all packed off to be newly 
Jurbished and newly pit; and there the dead Fiithera of the 
Church stood glietenLognith living gold; and possiblyfeeling as nu- 
easy in the splendour forced upon them ss any bishop in a coAfb' 
and-four. There they were, like the cherubim, "in burning 
row ; " doomed, however, to perpetual silence — perpetual neglect. 
Now and then the good Doctor would, of course, glance at them 
to satisfy hiniaelf that they stood in order : he would oooaaonally 
run hia eye along the shelves, like an ofSeer inspecting his rep- 
ment ; but the Doctor no more thought of consulting some of 
those picked men of the army of martyrs, than would the very 
gorgeous colonel pause to gossip with the drummer. There they 
stood, a sort of diviiuty guard of honour. A body, very neces- 
sary to assert the importonce of tlie rank of the great man in 
whose service they were called out, but on no account to be made 
fiunllior witli. 

And, we say, the tumultuous mob departed from the Hall 
and left the Fathers — with their newly-gilt backs glittering in the 
Hun — to meditate on human turbulence and human vanity. Poor 
Fathers I twice were they doomed to be fed upon. They had 
been duly eaten in the grave, and now their body of divinity, 
embalmed, as they vainly thought it, in printer's ink, wna drilled 
and consumed by that oumlvorous library worm, of the birth and 
history of which entomologists have, we are sure of it, a veij 
fiilse and foolish notion. For it ia our conviction that, m 
wormi that consume the body of the author ai'e bred not it 
grave dust, but in his own flesh, so do the worms — the only lira 
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thingH that go entirely through Bonie tomea — found in books, 
wholly originate and take their birth from the written matter of 
I the Tolume. Henco, the quiddities, and cone^i, and what Eve, 
I once in her pouts with Adiiin (for the phrase is as old,) called the 
I jiiaggots of the brain, that abound in much controversial theology 
I do, in process of time, become those little pestilent things that 
I entirely eat up paper, print, and all. A ■warning this to men, if 
f they would have their printed bodies last, to take care and avoid 
the aforesaid quiddities, and conc^li, and maggots. For little 
JtiiowB the thoughtless beholder of maay a tall, sturdy volume, 
"what certain devastation is going on among its leaves. Many a 
controversiahst who has slutkeii thunderbolu, hut which, imleed, 
^ere nothing worse than little pebtles in a tin-pot — (by means of 
-which, by the way, we have seen boys make asses gallop, pebbles 
jingled in a pot being thunder to asaea,) — many a Jupiter of syl- 
lables in Ms day is, at this moment, being slowly but surely de- 
voured, and that too by the vermkelli bred in what he deemed 
his own immortal thunder. Was there not, to give a very femiliar 
instance, the famous Miianbettimartinius, who wrote a mighty 
folio to prove that there were no Seas in the Ark 1 Did he not 
stand upon ids flea aa a postdiluvian creation — stand upon it as 
the great pyramid on its base, for the bows and Balaams of all 
jwsterity 1 And where and what is Miianbettimartinius now 1 
A dead body of polemics. Now and then we see him handsomely 
bound upon a rector's, a bishop's shelf Doctor Qilead had a 
very fine tall copy ; but we can see through the binder's cuticle ; 
our mental vision con pierce through ctUf-skin, and behold the 
worms at work. Fooh ! the whole thing is as alive and wriggling 
IB an angler's box of gentles. 

Bat we must quit the Fathers, and fall in with the mob, 
■ffe ahail not attempt to count the number of votes upon horse- 
back — the number of votes on foot — that preceded and followed, 
and on each dde hemmed about the carriage of the noble candi- 
iate. Everybody, save Tangle, looked happy. And he, although 
be rode in a very fine coach, would insist upon looking as though 
bs was taking a final journey in a cart ; and although a young 
clergyman of excellent family, one in whose orthodoxy Doctor 
OLleBd hod great hopes for one of his daoghters—although the 
young gentleman let ofl' some capital Jokes, bran-new from Com- 
biitlgc^ in Tangle's private ear, for his private delight — he, 
T&Qgle, did nothing but slightly bow, and look glasuly about 
htm, aa though that very promising young clergyman was, at 
the moment, imparting the most solemn consolation ; which, it 
IB but hard justice to him, again to nnsui-e the reader, he wa« 
Tangle's soul was with hia guineas. And it was as if 
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everj guinea had a particular hold of his soul. Bind each guinea 
wa« fljing B. different way, — teai-iiig and tugging at the poor 
soul in a thousftnd directicuiB. The young clergyman m 
sant in his attentions. " I say, old DeatliVhead " — thus familiar 
did the great cauae in which both vere riding make the r 
of Cam and the msn of law, — " I Bay, look at that girl n 
cherry ribands." 

Tangle was determined to put down this libertine familiarity afc. J 
once and for ever. He, therefo-re, never deigning to look at eitltet^ I 
cherry lips or cherry ribands, observed, " 1^, I am a married^ ¥ 
man," Mr. Tangle believed that he had at once abashed, otnr- 
fonnded his ft-ee acquaintance. He had uttered that, which he felt 
ought to silence any decent person : he had spoken his worst, and 
looked to be, at least, respected. He wished, however, to be reryr 
BQcnre, and therefore repeated, — "Sir, I am a maj^ed man." 
"Whereto the young clergymaa responded, and let us do Mm jns- 
tioe, with evident sympathy— "Poor devil ! " 

The procesdon moved on — the music played — and thers was 
not one of the mob who did not feel a huge interest in the tstj 
handsome young lord who wna going up to Parliament to take 
especial cure of all of them. — In the like way, that when tita 
knight of old was armed, and about to go forth to slay the dragon. 
that carried off men, virgins, and cattle, and continuijly breathed. 
a bnmBtone blight upon the crops and herbage, making dumpiah. 
the heart of the farmer, — in the like way that he wsa attendeJ. 
by sage, grey-headed reverence, by youths and maidims, bearing 
garlands and green boughs, and accompanying him with shouts, 
and prayers, and loving looks, — so did the young lord St. JamcB 
take his way to tie hustings, that he might therefrom depai-t for 
Parliament, there to combat with and soundly drub the twentjT 
dragons always ready to eat up everybody and everything, if not 
prevented by the one porticulajr member. Young St. James would. 
be the champion against the dragon taxation ; he would keep the 
monster from the fanner's bacon — from the farmer's wife's egga 
— &om the farmer's daughter's butter : he would protect their 
rights ; and the farmer, and farmer's wife, and farmer's daughter! 
all felt that they had a most dear and tender interest ui til* 
splendid young gentleman, who would do nothing but bow to 
them, and smile upau them, just for oil the world as if ho was not 
a, morsel better than they. 

" He 'U let 'em know what 's what when ha gets anioiig 'em," 
said an old countryman to Flaj, who, that he might be as near aS 
possible to the lord about to be made a law-maker, walked witk 
his hand upon the carriage. " They 've had it all thar c 
long enough ; he 'II make 'em look about 'em ' 
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"he raim for the cocstitootion. That 'a plain with half au 
he 'b Lorn with it all in his head, liie a cock with a, comb," 
id Flay. " It 'h in the familj," continued the harher ; " in the 
mUy." 

The procession halts at the Hall. We pass the cheering, the 
waning of the opposite parties. It wiw plain, that it wna already 
)wn there would be no contest ; whereupon ctark and blank 
re the looks of the Yellows, and very lund and fierea their 
lundationB. The Bines, too, though they pnt a boldly happy 
e on the matter, were ill at ease. A aharp opposition would 
re given them great delight, inasmuch e& their tried patriotiim 
luld have shone all the more efiiilgent for the test. 

the Bolenm huainesa is opened by Mr. Mayor, too 
{ireaaed by the grcatneas of the oocssion, to sufler one word of 
t very eloquent address to bo heard hy the tnultitudB ; who, no 
mht, in gratitude, cheered uproariouRly. 

The Eeverend Doctor Gilead then stept forward ; and atiddenJy 
n crowd seemed to feel themselves at chnrch, they were eo 
Uhed. The Doctor eaid that nothing but his long know- 
dge, hia affection for his lordship, could have induced him to 
&om that privacy which they all knew was hia greatest 
But he had a duty tu perform ; a duty to hU country, 
Uicm, and to himself. That duty was to propose the diatin- 
nobleman before them, as their legal and moral repre- 
! in Parhament, 

I And young SL James was duly proposed and seconded. "Is 
te no other cajididate ) " aaked thd Mayor, with a consoious 
I ihxt there waa not. 

Yea," cried a imice ; and immedia-tely a man atept forward, 
HA the Tellowfl roared with triumph. " 1 have to propose," 
i the mnn, — and reader, that man was no other than Ebenezei- 
kipertgii, husband of Clarissa Snipeto>n, — " I have to propose, aa 
e reprMentative of the borough of Litiuorisb, Matthew Cap- 

A ahont of derision burst from the Blues. For a moment, 
k TeUowB, taken by Buqiiiae, were silent : they then paid back 
k slioiit with shoutings vehement. 

^ Dmb anybody second Matthew Cipatick ? " asked the Mayor, 
^* It. 

does," cried Hasp ; and again the Yellows shouted. 
Ike Eeverend Doctor Gilead looked haughtily, eontemptuoaaly, 

&it tarce acted about him. Nevertheless, he thought it nocea- 
ry to demand a poll for young St. James ; the show of bauds — 

the astounded Mayor waa compelled to own — being " decidedly 

favour of Matthew Capstick, Etiq." 
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CHAPTER XSV. 

" Why ymi never mean to do it ? " asked Briglit Jsm aniiouBly, 
sorrowfully. 

"Annan is wedded to iua country, Jem; and being wedded, 
mi:at liaten to her voice," was the answer of Capstick. 

It was nearly midnight, and tbi: late mufBn-makor and his man i 
sat alone in the Tub. The news of hia prohabJe eleotioo for 
Liquorish had &llen Dpon Capstick explosively. He bsd, in. 
truth, been much startled, aa;itated by the tidings ; but, tba 
muflin-inaker -was a philosopher, and after a. brief hour or two 
he had suljdued the flesh-quakes of the merely modest man 
trembling at his own under-vsJuation, and sat-^re-asaured and 
calm, contemplating hia possible appearance amidst the sages of 
the land, himself a sage — with the quiet resignation of a patriot. 
Capstick industriously essayed a look, a manner of monumental 
trsiiquillity. He smoked apparently, for all the world, like a 
common man ; and yet — -it did not escape the affectionate glance 
of Jem — yet did Capstick's eye now and then bum and glow 
with a newbght, even as the tobacco, at the breath of the smokedj 
glowed through tie embers. Eapidly was his heart e 
with the good of the nation. Orations, to be uttered to the tt 
at the proper season, were conceived in the muffin-maker'a ' 
and as he sat, like a pagan god, in a cloud of his own makinj;, 
they already grew and grew, and he already felt for them the 
mysterious love of the parent towards the unborn. Already hia 
ears rang with the shoutings of an instmcted, a delighted senate. 
His heart beat thick with the thought of Magna Charta, and the 
tremendous uses he would yet make of that sublime teit. "With 
no hope, no thought of Parliament, it had been the pride of thfl 
muffin-maker to despise the worid and its doings ; a hopeleai 
world, overstocked with foola and knaves, altogether unworthy 
of the consideration of a philosophic mind. And now, with the 
chance of becoming a sen^r, Capstick felt a sudden charity for 
the universe. After all, it was a imiverse not to be neglooteJ. 
And for the men and women inhabiting it — poor two-ieggtfd 
emmets t — tliey must not be suffered to go to ruin their own per- 
verse way. He would, therefore, go to Parliament and save them. 

Now, when a man has onee for all determined upon a nu^f- 
nanimoUB line of conduct, he cannot but for the time look the 
better, the bigger, for the reaolution. It is thus in all cases. Tor 
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instance, when a. virgin, with lowered lids Bail lipa ti'embling at 

their awn coursge, drops the"je9" that is to make a man heatifio 

for the terra of Lis nfttural existence — a " yea " at which all the 

nBdding-rings in alt the goldsmiths' shops aymjiatheticullj vibrate 

— «he, the viigin, looks as she never before looked in her life ; 

mblimated, glorified, with a halo of beauty about her; a halo 

catching light from her liquid eyes, ajid rosy, burning faca. Aud 

.Then, too, the widow, with a sweet audacity, facing the mischief, 

an old soldier faces a cannon, says "yea," tolling the 

fllable shortly, boldly na a bell tolls one — she, too, expands 

-just a little, with the thought, the good determined upon, 

, too, has her halo, though certainly of a dimmer kind ) just 

I dulled, like a second-hand riag. So true it is, that mag- 

ity has an expansive, a decorative quality. And so when 

'Capstick, for a moment, felt himself a member of Parliament, he 

''ftlt for the time his waistcoat much, too small for him. Id the 

like way that when, stirred by great emotions, the female heart 

'Jlakea h sudden shoot, It is sometimes iieci;asaTy to cut the stay- 

; to allow for the growth. 

And Capstick sat enlarged by his own thoughts ; with the ears 

"iia Boul up-pricked — for souls have ears, and at times pretty 

s though listening for Uie firunpets that should sound 

for his triumph. But Bright Jem had a heavy, a, doloroua 

'on of the divine countenance of man. Kia master was in 

if b^ng mode a member of Parliament. He was, at that 

at) in the imminent peril of being taken from rustic delights, 

let, the flowery leisure of the country, t* be turned 

< R maker of laws. His conditjon weighed heavily upon the 

of his faithful, hia affectionate servant : who gazed upon 

U Pylodes would have r^arded Orestes, had dear Orestes 

I sentenced to the plilory. Capstick already felt himself in 

I House of Commons, and smiled through hia own smoke, aa 

ttlion^t of one of the hundred speeches be would make, and 

_ cheers that would celebrate its delivery ; and Bright Jem 

tnly thought of the unsavoury missiles to be hurled at his friend 

ill the hour of hia trial, 

"A man ia wedded to hia country, Jem," repeated Capatick, 
wth a growing love for the asaertion. 

* His country I Why, you don't call Liquorish your countty, 
■la you 1 Besides, what does the country kuow about you, 'icept 
your muffina : if the comitry hasn't quite forgot them by thiB 
time 1 If you are made a member of Parliament — heaven pre- 
I you, says I — you 11 only be made out of spite and malice," 
cried James, 
Mr, Capstick took his pipe wide Awaj from his mouth, and 



asa ST, GILES AWD ST. JAMES. 

began what would doubtless have been a very eloqneot speech. 
Bright Jem, however, suffered] him to get no further than — " The 
ehoicB of the people, Jem." 

" Hke people ! Tlie choice of the gijineaa, tlmt 's it, Mr. 0»p- 
eti(^. A member for Liquoriah J Well, the; might be well make 
a little iiaage of the golden calf oyer a^n, and send that to Par- 
liament ; for that 'b the people 'a choice hereabouts. Why, you 
muxt know, tlint it 'a for no loTe of you ttiat Snipeton — aa tiitj 
call him — put yon up. To carry hia pint agin hie young lordship — 
for there 'a some sore atween 'em— he 'd aend a chimbly-«we«per 
to Parliament without washing him." 

" Impoasible ! " cried Capetick, with very conHiJerable iKgnity. 

" Certain of it," inmsted Jem, " eiae why, may I be ho bold to 
Bilk, should he pitch upon you ? " 

" I am not exactly a chimney-sweeper, Mr. Jamea ; not exoct^," 
observed Capstick, majestically. 

" A course not : a good way &om it ; hut you know "what 1 
mean, dontt you I " said Jem. 

" It ia no matter. Mr. Suipeton b&s vety briefly saticified nu 
of the purity, the patriotism of his intentions, and — good sight 
Mr. James," and Cajistiok rose. " I must rise early tomorrow." 

" Bon't Bay' Mr. Jamen, tliea : it 'h a putting a atone is nij 
pillow that I couldn't sleep on, seeing 1 'm not used to it. God 
bless you, air — good night," and Jem held forth his hand. 

" GJood night, Jem," said Capstiefc, taking Jem's hand. " And 
mind, to-morrow, early, Jem — very early, Jem." 

Almost at dawn Jem was ia the garden, digging, digging M 
though he would get rid of thought. At timea, very sava^dy 
would he plunge the spade into the earth, as though it relieved 
him. And then he groaned — hummed — and sigheil. And the 
morning broke gloriously ; and the birds Bang and whistled j and 1 
the flowers came laughing out in the sunshine. The sni 
earth, one wide altar, steamed with sweetest incense ia heaven. < 

Jem had laboured for a couple of hours before Capstiek joined 1 
him in the garden. " Why, Jem, you "ve done a full hnlf-day'^ 
work already," said the candidate for Liquorish. 

" Somehow 1 couldn't rest : and when I did sleep, I had 
nothing but nasty dreams. If I didn't dream you waa taken 
to the Tower for pulling tho Speaker's nose — and I know 
your temper, sir — nothing more likely — I wish I may die. 
Never had such a clear, clean ditam in all my life. It wu 
all made out so." 

" And what did they do with me at the Tower ! " asked Cap- 
stick, a little tickled by the importance of the impriaonment. 

" Why they cboppeil yuur head off as clean as a sheqi'i^" aii 
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Jem, earnestly. " I saw 'em do it ; heard the uhopper go right 
thmiigh bone, gristtc^, and all." Capetick clapt hie band to hin 
neck, then auddenly took it away a^ain, and shook hia head and 
nniled. Jem continaed, " They chopped it off, and I bean) it 
bll from the block with a. bump. And after that they cut yon 
into four quarters to he hung up for an example." 

"Ha! ha 1 and that's the worst they did," cried Capstick; 
"there was an end, then 1 " 

"No there wasn't," smd Jem ; "for I ilreamt that they made 
me pack up one of the quarters, like spring-lamb, and carry it to 
your old mnffin-ahop, and hang it Jeat over the door atweeu the 
two windows, as a warning to all traitors. And I himg it up. 
And then I dreamt I sat down on the door-step, and it was as 
much BB ever I could do to keep the birds from, pecking at you, 
for all I did nothing but pelt 'em with dollars." 

"Very exti-avagant," said Capstick, who added gravely, laying 
hia hand very tenderly ujwn Jem'a shoulder, "when the time 
waJly comes, dou't throw away silver ; first try penny piecei." 
Jem shook his head : he could not relish the humour of the 



I^ now, they really should make a member of parliament of 
ymi," — Jem shuddered at the notion as at the thought of som« 
BanfleouB drug — " you don't mean to say you '11 leave the Tul^ 
the garden and aJlI " 

." The voice of the country, Jora, must be obeyed. We '11 come 
down here, and recruit imrselvea when the Honae is pronged. 
We shall enjoy it all the more for the work of the seEsion." Cap- 
stick already spoke like a member. 

" Well, I know somethin' of parliament, for I knew poor Sam 
Clhiltenis, the linkman, as was killed by the late hours. He used 
to tell me a good deal alxrnt it. Whatever pleasure you can have, 
to go and sit steaming among a mob of folks — and hearing speeches 

of figures that you don't know nothing about — and ni 
(fiening your own mouth " — 

" Never think it, Jem," cried Capatick, " I sliall speak, and veiy 
often — very often." 
" The Lord help you I " exclaimed Jem, amazed at audi deter- 
' At your time of life, too ! " 
That's it, Jem. Twenty, ten, years ago, I shouldn't have 
n ripe for it, lleally great men are of alow growth ; I feel 
tiutt I have just now reached my prime, and my country shall 
hkve it. You don't know — how should you } — what I may meet 
with in parliament." 

" A little on it," smd Jem. " Yoa '11 meet with bad houTB and 
noisy company; and you'll turn night into day, and day into 
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night, ami bo do no good with ueitLer one nor the other. Meet' 
Will you meet with auy such company as jnu leave l I ahonlii 
like to know that." 

"Why, what company do I leave}" asked Capstick ooldly, 
and with dignity. 

"Why, the company ahout you," cried Jem, and Capstick 
shortly coughed. " Look at 'em : will you meet with anything like 
them roses, jest opening their precious mouths, and talking to yuu 
in their own way — for how often yon Ve said they do talk, if 
people will only have the sense to imderatand 'sm ] You 'Li go to 
court, perhaps ; and, if yon do, will you meet with finer velvet 
than 's in them ieartseaie 'i will you Bee any diamonds " — and hero 
Jam Btmck a bueh with hia epade, and the dew-drops in a wlvar 
rfiower trembled and fell from H~"any diamonds brighter and 
wholeaomer than them ! Will you hear anything like that in 
paeliameut ? " — cried Jem, emphatically, and he pointed upwards 
to a lark singing in the high heavens. 

* These things are to be enjoyed in their due season ; when, as 
I my, the House is prorogued," said Capstick. 

" And what 's to become of all the animals that I thought you 
so fond on 1 They 'U none on 'em come to good when yon 're 
(Kway, There's them heautiiul beea — sensible things! — yon 
don't think they 11 have the heart to go on working, workingi 
when you 're wasting your time in the House of Commoml 
And yon '11 go and make Jawa ! Ha \ We aha'n't have no luck 
bAst that. If the hantaui hen that 's ^tting doealj't addle all 
her eggs, I know nothing of hantama. Why, how," — and Jam 
spoke in a saddened tone — "how in six weeka do you think 
you'il lookl" 

" Look t how should I look 1 " cried Capstick, bending hia hrows, 

" Why, you '11 look like u act of parliament ; and a predoos old 
aet^ too ; all parchment like, with blaok marks. And yon 'U go 
tobed when the anngeta up ; and instead of meeting him, as you 
do uow, with a head as clear as spring water — and looking at 
him, all health and comfort — and walking about hearing the 
birds and smelling the cows, the flowers and the fresh eartli — 
why, yon '11 be Blinkin g home to your bed with no heart to stare 
in the sun's face — and your precious head will seem biling with a 
lot of talk ; all wobbling with speeches you can make nothin' on 
— and yon 11 soon wish jrourself u mushroom, a toadstool, anythii^ 
to be well in the country a^." 

" Jem," said Capstiok, " you mean well ; 

" You may call me what names yon like," B»d Jem, 
signadly, " but you 'U never be happy away 'from the Tub.' 
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"You'll lay the breakfeat," observed Capstick, peremptorily 
ending the conversation as he turned from the garden to the 
house, whilst Jem — ae if he had a new qnarrel with the soil — dug 
luB spade into the earth with increaBed energy. 

In a lew minutes a hen broke out into the customary proclama- 
tion of a new (^. — " Well, I know," cried Jem, pettishly, " I 
tBow : you "re like a good many people, you are ; oant eren give 
poor folkfl an «gg without telling tdl the world about it. Humph ! 
he may as well have 'em fresh while he can ; " and Jem took He 
TSfcy to the hen-roost — "poor eoul ! he '11 get nothing fresh whan 
he 'a B, member of parliament." 

Id vary dompiah apirita did Jem prepare the breakfast. Bnt 
vben he bkk Capatick, habited in his very beet, issue h-om his 
ohamber, Jem groaned ss though he looked upon a victim arrayed 
for the sncrifiae. Capstick wooJd not hear the note of tribulation, 
but observed — " You '11 go with tne, Jem." 

" I 'd rather not," said Jem ; " but I 'spoee I mnat go m the 
mob, to see as nobody pelta you. Well ! I wonder what any Jew 
will give for that coat when you -come tome. But I 'spose it 's all 
li^t People put their beat on when they 're hanged, and why 
dumldn't yon J All right, o' ooorse." 

Capstiok managed to laugh, and tried to eat his breakJiifit with 
vma more than customary relisb — bnt it would not do : he had 
He ^ipetite. He felt himBBlf on the verge of greatness. And his 
heart i»a« bo big it left him no stomach. Suddenly was heard the 
Roond of distant ranue. " Heaven save you 1 " cried Jem ; " they 're 
eomii^ after you." 

" Don't be a fool," said the philosophic Capstick, and the music 
totd the ehoutiog seemed to euter his calm bosom like flame, for 
be suddenly obeervad, " It 's very warm to-day, Jem." 

" Notbii^ to what it will be,'" said Jem. " Here they come. 
Afbre it 'e too late, will you Mde under the bed, and I 'U say 
you "re out 1 " Jem rapidly put the proposal as a. last deafierate 



"Don't be a fool," again cried Capstick, and with i 
Tdtemence. " Open the door." 

" It "s all over — too kte," groaaed Jem, and almost immediately 
ttie muaic came clanging to the window, and the mob huzzaed, 
and BaKp, and others of Capstick's committee, tilled the cottage. 

" Hurrah ! " oried S«sp, " three cheers for Capstick ! Cap- 
stick and the Constitution ! " aiid the mob roared in obedience 
" Now, Mr. Capatiuk ; all right, I can tell you. His lordship 
hasn't a toe to stand upon — not a, single toe. This bletuied night 
you '11 sleep member for Liquorish 1 Down with the Blues ! 
Kie Coturtitutitai and Cupstick ! Hurrah I Why, Jem,"— 
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cried tlie barber, aiiddenly astounded — " you hnv'n't got di 
Here 'b oue." 

" Well, if I must make lajself a canary," cried Jen 
took the proffered riband, ajid shook his head. 

" Now, then, strike up, and three more cheery for Capatick and 
the Congtitution," roared Baep. The trumpeta Bounded — the 
druraa beat — the mob roared,^ — anil amidst the hubbub, Capstit^ 
suffered himself to be carried off by the committee to one of the 
three corrisges drawn up at the end of the lane, whilst Bright 
Jem, as though he wulked at « funeral, pensively followed. — In a 
f?w moments the line was formed ; and musicians and mob, 
taking new breath, gave loudest utterance to their several instni- 
ments. And Capatick, the philosopher, smiled and bowed about 
him with all the easy grace of an old candidate. Bright Jem 
gazed At him with astonishment. Cotdd it be possible that that 
smiling, courteotiB, bending man was the rigid muffin-maker 1 
After that, there was nothing true, nothing real in humanity. At 
once, Jem gave up the world. 

The procesMon reached the Town Hali. Hurrahs and hootinga 
met Capstick ; who felt warm and cold at the salutations. It was 
pliun, however, that Capatick and the Constitution^as Baap 
would couple them — must triumph. The great confidence in 
young St. James had, somehow, been severely shaken. It wae 
known even to the little children of the borough that the myste- 
rious chest of gold had been carried off; and as the customarj 
donation, to the electors was not forthcoming, it was believed 
that young St. James would rashly trust to purity of election. 
Tangle, secure in his belief that there would be no opposition to 
his lordship, had said ivo word of the robbery ; hence, he had 
suffered very valuable time to be lost — time that bad been im- 
proved to the utmost by the agents of Snipeton, who, though he 
scarcely appeared himself, laboured by meaos of his mercenAries, 
with all the ardour that hatred and gold could supply in the 
cause. When, however, it became certain that his lordahip would 
be opposed, Tangle felt the dire necessity — dire, indeed — of telling 
the truth. And then he felt he had not the courage to carry hitii 
through so unusual a task. Whereupon, he sneaked to his iun, 
ordere<t a post-ehnlse, placed himself and portmanteau therein, 
and late at night secretly drove towards London. Ere, however, 
he departed, he left a letter for the noble candidate. We give a 
correct copy. 

" Mr Lord, — Deeply, indeed, do I regret that a circnmstance — 
a tender circumstance — to which it is needless more partieularly 
to ^ude (for what — what right have I, at such a time, to force 
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rowH on your lordBhip'e attention ?) — a tender eir- 
imstance, I eay, compels my immediAte attendance in London, 
imnny judge of the importance of the event fi'omthe very fact 
it, at enoli a time, it can sever me from your lordship. I leave 
a, however, in the full BBannince of youi- triumph — in the full 
dief that parliament, which has received bo many omamenta 
□m your noble house, has yet to ohtain an unparalleled lustre in 
le genius of your lordBhip. With the profoundtsst respeotj I am 
nir lordship's most devoted eervanl, "Luke Tanoui" 

"P.S. — We are all, in this mortal world, liable to accidents, 
ly good friend, Mr. Folder, will inform your lordship of a cir- 
UQEtance that has given me much pain : a circumstance, however, 
bat when T sliall have the honour of tiext meeting ^our lordsliip, 
'doubt not I ahal) be able most fully to explain to your lordship's 
it perfect satiafaetion." 

There is great villany in this, — great villany, my lord," said 
Gilead, posaeaaed of the contents of the lettei' — 



at HO much the money that '» lost; that maybe remedied— it ^ 
le time, the precious time. There is no doubt that the other 
le have taken the most unprincipled advantage of the calamity, 
td liove bribed right and left. Nevertheless, -we must not de- 
Mr. No ; certainly not. We must look the difficulty in the 
H Uke men, my lord — like men." The Doctor, too, spoke like 
» determined to fight to the last minute, and the last guinea. 
ud the Doctor was not merely a man of words. No. With a 
le dedsion of character, he immediately drew a cheque for a 
lueb larger amount than was ever dreamt of by all the apostles, 
d confiding it to a trusty servant, be shortly, but eraphatiualiy, 
id to him — " Gold." The man sniilingly acknowledged the 
igic of that potent monosyllable, and departed blithely ou his 
[and. Nevertheless, there was a strong Eense of honour in the 
arts of the majority of the patriots of Liquorish ; for although 
De took double bribes — although some suffered themselves to 
b gjlt like weather-vanes, on both sides — the greater muober 
taoAJned true to the first purchaaer. It was the boast — the con- 
llation that made so many of the Yellows walk u]iriglit through 
U world — that they stuck to their lirst bargain. The double 
■ would have been welcome, to be sure ; but as some of them 
nchingly observed, they had characters to take care of, Besides, 
te Bamo candidnte might come again, 
" Can you have any notion of the cause of the motives of this 
1, Snipeton !" asked Doctor Gilead of young 8t, JomeH, who 
lightly coloured at the home questiou. " Why should he have 
tarted a candidate I " 
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"Poswblj — I can't tell — but I lay pcuiiibly ha hits strong 
pglitioal feelings, But, 'tLB no matter, 'twill onl; add to th« 
excitement : at the mnat, 't^will anlj be a joke; A muffin-makei 
Siting for Liquorieb ! For our borough ! 'Tis too lidiculouB to 
imagine," and ;oung St. Jajnes laughed. 

" A very cwitamptible person, certainly,'' siud Doctor Oilead ; 
'■ neverthelees, he's twenty a-heud of your lordship,. and aa there 
is not aboTe another hour for polling, and we know the niunbeT of 
votes, matters do look a little desperate." Such was the opinion 
of Doctor Gilead, very dolorously proaouneed at an advanced 
period of the day ; and young St. Jamea — although he had com- 
bated the notion like a man and a, lord — began to give ground : 
it no longer seemed to liim among the impoaailulitieB of the world 
that the family borough of liquorish might be usurped by a 
rautfin-maker. And then St. Jamea — thinking of Cktisaa — 
meditated a terriblu revenge upon her buabaud. 

In the meanwhile, the oonteit raged with every vatiety of 
noise and Tiolenoe conaequei^ upon the making of a mtauber of 
parliament. Songs were sung ; — how the poet waa i 
found, we know not ) but discovered, he was patently inspi 
ready gold and sle, and in oo time eushrined the robbei^ ol 
money-box in verse. Every v^e, like a wnap, had a atiug a 
end of it, ^mad at the aormptioQ. of the Bluea. The ccodai 
stanza, too, breathed an ardent wish for the future proapeiity 
and happiness of the thief— an espreaaiou of kindness that Tom 
Blast, aa he mingled among the mob, received with the silence of 
modesty. Tom's only regret was that Jingo, his own child, lu 
nut been enti'uated with the ballad, as the melody and thai m 
ment of the song were beautifully adapted 1 
intelligence of the young minstreL Besides, there would h 
been something droll— very droll, a matter to be ohnokled.a 
with private fiiends — had Jingo chaunted the satirical lamen' 
the stolen gold ; he being, nbove all others, peculiarly &Ua ' 
the melodious task. And where could he be 1— « 
thought the lather, and then the paternal anxiety w 
the deep interest of the hour ; for Tom Blast with ail Ua a 
roared and eheered and hooted in the cause of the YeQ 
Much, we think, would it hare abated the patriotic s 
Oapatick, had he known haw vodferoudy he waa lauded byB 
thief of Hog Lane. But at euch a time, afipkuae must QOt be too 
curiously analysed. 

And now both parties began to number minutes. A quarter of ' 
on hour, and the poll would close. The Blues had for the past I 
twenty minutes ralhed ; and Doctor Gilead rubbed his hands and 
declared that, in spite of the cori'upt practices of the Yellows, ii 
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_ B of the aool-buymg- bribery that had been resorted to by 
inchristian men, the rightful aeat of St. Jamea woold not be 
BBnrped by a jnuffin-inaker. Poor Jem hung about the Commlttee- 
Kams, and secretly exulted when Capetick receded ; as secretly 
Bionrned when he axlvansed. At length the final numbers were 

liiMted ; and to the joy of the TellowB, the despair of the 

oea, and to the particular misery of Jem himae!^ Mattherw 
Cofetick, Esq., traa declared ten votes a-head of his opponent I 

" Three cheers for Capstick, our member," cried Hasp from the 
wmdovr of the TeUow Committee^wim. " Three oheera for 
'^pstick and the Constitution I " 

" Give it him," cried Flay from an opposite houHe, and the 
iriMdleut loyal mob of Blues dtscharged a yoUey of mud and 
B and other eonatitiitioual missiles in vae on such glorious 
«B«a^OQa. Crash went the 'windows ; ami, on the instant, the two 
fcotionaiu the street were engaged id a general fight; aUrooving, 
a they combated, towarda the Town Hall, already beset by a 
VMring mob. 

A few minutes, and Ml". Capaticic appeared. Whereupon, the 
high bailiff declared him duly ele<:^ed a knight hurgesa, and 
Wttkled the Bword about him — the sword with which, by a pretty 
fiotion, the knight was to defend the borough of Liquorish fraw 
iS iorta of wrong. Capstick, -with the weapon at bia thigh, 
•dvaneed with great dignity ; for a time regardleaa of the showers 
tt sggH and potatoes tliat, from the liberal bonds of the Hues, 
ioinediately greeted him. The young Lord St. James — how 
Snipeton. le««d at him ! — also appeiired on the hustings, and acd- 
AmtaUy received fiiU in his &ce an e^, certainly intended fbr 
fta liMge of the succeasf^il candidate. It was plain, too, that 
IJ^Mlick thought as much, for he turned, aod taklog out his 
yiMiket4tfl»dkerchief, advanced to his. lordship, and in the politest 
Sumner observed, — "My lord, I have no Uonbt that egg was 
btsitded to be my property ; irill jou therefore permit me to 
Mdnun my own?" — and aayiug this, Capaticfc with his white 
■Iwchief removed the ofienaive matter fi-om hia lordship's fiice, 

_ _ it tlw crowd— touched by the courtesy of the now member— 
Jlogheii and cheered uproariously. 

Mr. Capstick then njlvanoed to the front of the hustings. At 
file same moment a potato fell short of him, uear Jus foot, 
-^^erenpan the member drew bin sword, and running it into the 
•j held it up to the mob. Another laugli — another cheer 
pe«t«d the action. " ailenee ! he 'b a rum 'un — hear liiw ! " waa 

iry, and in less than ten minutes tile new member 
Jennittod to proceed. Whereupon lie said r 

*'OattlMBea^-for gentlemen in a mob are always fcjiowi 
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Uieir £ggH BJid potatoes— I should, iudeei), be unworthy of the 
koBour you liave placed and Bhowenid upon mti, did I in uny way 
complain of the niaimer in wliich you Lave exercised the pri^egea 
I BBC lying about me. I am a~ware, gentlemeu, that it is the &ee 
birthright of Englishmen — and may they never forget it ! — to pelt 
any man who may offer himself for the honour of repreeraitJiig 
them in Purliatnent. It is right that it should be so. For how 
unfit must be the mou for the duties of his office — for the trials 
that in the House of Couunone he must undergo — if he camiot, 
properly and reflpectfUUy, receive at the hands of an enlightened 
constituency any quantity of mud, any number of eg^ or 
potatoes. I should hold myself a traitor to the tru8t reposed in 
me, did I at this moment of triumph object to either your c^b or 
your potatoes." (Very loud cheering ; ■with a cry of " You 're 
the sort for us.") "No, gentlemen, I look upon egga and potatoes 
a*i, I may say, lie comer-Htonea of the Constitution." ("Three 
cheers for the Constitution," roared Eaap, and the Ydloira 
obediently bellowed.) " Nevertbele^, jiermit mc to saj this nuu^ 
Peeling the necessity that you should always exenase for your- 
selves the right of pelting your candidates with egge and potatoes 
— permit me to observe that I do not think the aacred cause of 
liberty will be endangered, that I do not believe the basis of the 
Conatitutiou will be in the smallest degree shaken, if upon all 
future elections, when you shaJJ be called upon to exerds 
high prerogative of pelting your candidatea, you select eg^ 
are sweet, and first mash your potatoes." 

Laughter and loud cheers attested the reasonableness o 
proposition. When silence was restored, young Lord St. James 
stood foi'Ward. His rival, he aaid, was for a time notainally their 
candidate. A petition to the House of Commons would, however, 
speedily send him back to hta proper obseurity, His lordsh^ whs 
prepared to prove the grossest bribeiy 

"The bos of guineas ! " — ""Who stole the gold!" waaal 
from the mob, and Tom Bliist himself boldly halloed — '"Wllft I 
stole the guineas } " 

Doctor Gilead stept forward. "My frienda," lie said, ' 
true that a box of money was stolen — but, my fHends, you wilt 
rejoice with me to learn that the box is recovered." 

" Gammon ! " cried Blast wildly. 

" The thief or thieves had cast the box into my fish-pond ; but 
I have just been informed that on dragging the pond for carp — I 
luid given the order before I quitted home — the box has been 
found ! Three cheers, my frienda ! " 

Blast groaned and the Blues huzzaed. 

The ceremony of chairing was duly performed. Bright Jem 
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tho trinmph with a heavy heart : but Mttttliew Cap- 
atick, Esq^ MJ*., (he haxi been dalj qualified by Snipeton,) aa he 
was paraded along the ati-eets uf Liquorish had do wish ungratified 
-yes, there was one, a httle one. It was merely that the late 
Mra. Capstiok could, for n, vury brief time, look up from her grave 
andeeeher elected hnaband m his moment oi' glory ! 



CHAPTER XSVI. 



It is St we now explain a few nuittera of the past for the better 

Upprehenmon of the future. Let us therefore gossip five minuteB. 

Ijet na pause awhile in this green laoe — it is scarcely half-a-niile 

from the Town Hall of LiquoiuHh,— ere mounting Pen, our familiar 

liippogriiF, with you, sir, on the crupper, we take a flight and in a 

thought descend upon the mud of Loudon. The sweet breath of 

the aeason should open hearts, as it uucloHea myriads of buila and 

V UoBBomB. So, let us ait upon this tree-trunk— this elm, felled luid 

Blopped in Secember. Stripped, maimed, and overthrown, a few 

Kaof its twigs are dotted with green leaves ; spring still working 

I "within it, like hope in the conquered brave. 

Ib not this ati escape from the Ecu£Bing and braying of inmiortai 
man, moved by the feelings and the guineas of an election ? What 
a very decent, quiet fellow is Broivn ! And Jonea is a civil, 
peaeeable creature ! And Sobinson, too, a man of gentle bearing '. 
Yet multiply the three by one, two, three hundred. Let there be 
& mob of Browns, Joneses, and Bobinsons, and then how often — 
made up of individual decency, and quietude, and gentleneaa — is 
there a raving, roaiing, bullying multitude 1 The individual Adam 
■eta aside his dignity, as a boxer strips for the fight ; and whether 
the thing to be seen is a lord nutyor's caaBh, fireworks, or a zany 
tai a river, goose- jiaddled in a wajahing-tub, the sous of Adam wiil 
timiog to the sight, and fight and scream for vantitgL'-ground, with 
t vio^oe that would shame any colony of monkeys, clawing and 
jabbering for stolen sugar-cane. S-weet, then, is it to the philo- 
sopher to morallBe upon the hubbub and the jostling crowd. He 
[nties the madness of the multitude, and respects the serenity of 
his own soul : the more so, if looking from a window, bis own toes 
art) untrodden, and his own coat-tails untom. 

And BO, reader, let us breathe awhile in this green sohtude — i£, 
indeed, it be a soliLude. For who shall couot the little eye-like 
flowers peeping at us from the hedges — looking up from the swani 
ID our &ce, openly as bving innocence ? A solitude ! What a 
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worlil of groBBQB do we tread upon, a, world ao ovowded and 
humming with inacct oitUona ! If only one tarn' of the peg wa 
wonld let down oar pride — of all the heart-strings the baeo aad 
gmmbling one — we might compare many of these children, iaSAxeia, 
u>d grand&thera of a day with the two-legged Idsga of creation, 
the biped majesliea of threescore yesjs and ten. We might watch 
their little runmngB to and from their hoards ; their painful 
climbingB to the very needle point of some tall blade of grasa ; 
watch them and smile, even as the angels, at their pleasant Idaui'e 
watch and smile at you, Grubbings, when yon go to the Bunk 
and add to your sweet salvation there, the balance : amile, as at 
poor Superbua when, climbing and dimbing, lie rose to great 
Gold Stick, and kept it tW'enty years, — to angelic compataldou 
just twenty throbbings of a fevered he»4. Surely, there ia not 
an inoeet that we might not couple with an aoquaintanoo. Ecn$ 
in this httle, trim sobriety, is our quaker friend, Haoens; M"" 
here, in thia butterfly, tipsy with its first-day'a wings, is Fdl 
fboliiiL Polly, who caimot consent to see the world, unleas aha If 
it in her fineHt clothes. And so, looking at a jaece of ti 
bigger than a lark's footstool, we may people it with fnondaJl 
world acquaintance. 

Xs this solitude 1 And the bhifkbird, with his notes of n 
lioney, winds and whiEitleB— no. Solitude ) The jay, wLosa ■ 
is a continual diasant, grates — no. Solitude i And the hen 
rook swims upward in the air, and with homeward caJi^ a' 
busy thonghta of life, of the day's cares and the day's 
The earth haa no place of aulitude. Not a rood of the w 
that is not thronged and doqueat with, crowds and Toicas, c 
muning with the spirit of man ; endowed by such c 
with a kiiowIc(%e, whose doable fr^it ia dicinest hope and meekest 
humility.. 

So once more to our story : once more to consider the doings of 
men. Ihey are not to be thought of with leas charity for this 
gossip in a green lane. Nay, try it, reader, on your own account. 
Say that you have a small wrong at your heart ; aay, that in 
your boBom. you nurse a pet injnry Uke a pet anake. Well, bring 
it here, away icoia the brick-and-roortar world ; see the innocmiE 
beanty spread around yon ; the aouny hanTens smiling protvotiiig 
love upon you ; listen to the harmxtniea breathing about yon. ; 
and then say, is not this immortal injury of yours a wretched 
thing, a moraJ fungus, of no more account than a mildewad toad- 
stool 1 Of course. You are abashed by omnipotent benevokaice 
into charity : and you forgive the wrong you have received ttaaa 
man, in your deep gratitude to God. 

Nevertheless, there are natures hardly auBceptible of sot^ 
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iufluciiice. There ate folks who would take their smallest wrongs 
with tham into Paradise. Go where they wiU, they oany with 
them a trayeUiDg-case of iiijarieB. 

And wronga, natuially eoough, bring na back to Sibeuezer 
Snipeton. It was Ms trade to lend uionej' : neTorthelesa, he wag 
a mau who sufTered basiaeea to entirely absorb hia pleasore. 
Hence, whea he diflcovered that the patriot who, purely for the 
lake of his country, was to aoatckXjquoriali baai young St. James, 
thought better of the raslmeae, refiuiiug at the last moment to save 
Um nation, — he, Ebenezer, treated himself to a costly but duUnons 
CDJoyment. And he — it was thus he pondered — he could afford 
it. He was a thrifty, saving man. He dallied nut with common 
tamptatioiiB. He wasted no money upcoiluKurioua housekeeping ; 
ud for hia wife, no nun ever spent lesa with the milliner. He 
k. care of that. Well, aa the homely proverb goes, it is a poor 
hurt that never rejoices ; and therefore Ebenezer Bnipeton, 
(m^Mrate, self-denying in all othra: expensive enjoyments, was 
raolved, for once in lus dfiys, to pnrchasa for himself a handsome 
iwce of revenge. Determined upon a treat, he cared not for its 
(ost. He would carry Capstiek into Parliament, though in a 
disnot of solid gold. The young lord had dared to look apou 
Clarissa. The creature, a part of himself ; whose youth and 
htaoty, belouging to him, seemed to him a better aaaurance 
■giUBst decay ami death. He had bought her for his lawful wife, 
Md Holy Church had writt^u the ■■eceipt. Nevertheless, that 
mooth-faced smiling lord — he, too, to whom the good old husband 
a tha embracing philanthropy of a huodriHl per oeut. bad lent 
Tsady gold, to be paid back, post-obit fashion, on a father's eo£Bn- 
lid — he, the young, handsome, profligate St. James, with no more 
reverence for the sanctity of marriage than has a, school-boy fop 
U orchard fence, he — it was plain — would carry off that mated 
bird ! This one thought parched the old man as with a fever : 
waking, it consumed liim ; and he would start from his sleep, aa 
Plough — such y/iui hia worded fancy — an adder stirred in hia 
uight-cap. Therefore he would not irtint himself in his fenat of 
VWigeaiice. And therefore the fruBholdera were bought at their 
own piioe, — and they proved how dearly they valued a vott^ — 
ud Capstick, tiie muffin-maker, oouquei«d tha son of a marquis. 
People averred that the new member owed his elevation to the 
fiercest malice ; but he, misanthropa as he was, had now and 
tbea his holiday notions of biuuuut)r, nitd did not to the full 
believe the scandal. No : though he did not confess it to himself 
it was plain that his neighbours — at leaat the more thoughtful of 
tbeu — believed in his powers of stotesmunthtp ; it was thcor 
wish, theii- one hope, that he shouhi represent them ; and though 
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be himself cared not a, atraw for the hunour, it would have seemed 
uugracious to rcl'uae. And bo he quitted the Tub, aud Bright 
Jem went heavily aiong with hito to London. "I shall be quite 
the eiinplu Boman in this busiaess," said Capstick. " I feel myself 
very like CineinnatuB taken &oni tnmipB.'' " Without goiu' to 
that Parhament, I only wish you was well among 'em apn," 
interrupted Jem. "And tlierefore," continued the senator, "I 
Bhall lodge humbly." And Capstick kept his vord ; for he 
hired a three-pair floor and an attic in Long Acre ; and having 
purchased a framed and globed copy of Magna Chartn to hong 
over the chimney-piece, he began very deeply to consider hia 
manifold duties as Member of Parliament. 

With varying feelings St. Gilea bad watched the progreaa ot 
the election. He had — it was hia duty — shouted and bellowed fcr 
St. James. Nevertheless, the final prosperity of the mnffin-man, 
his early beneiactor, scarcely displeased him. Again, too, he 
thoaght that, should the young lord reiuse to employ bim — fin: be 
had still been baulked in his endeavour to see St. Jamee — thencror 
member for Liquorish would need new attendants to illustrate lua 
dignity. And Bright Jem had, of course, revealed to Caped^ 
all the transport's story ; for the felon had made a dean breoit of 
his mystery to Jem, on their way to Kiugcup, the sehoolmaatw. 
And SO, the election revet over, with a hghtencd heart St. Gilas 
set out for London. Should St. James fail him, he was sure ol 
CHpatiek. 

If human misery demand hiuuaii symputby, the condition of 
Tom Blast is not to be despised. It is our trust that the render 
followed him when, oppressed by the weight of gold, h 
and staggered from the Olive branch, and gasped and sweated « 
he reached the field, wherein he solaced his fat^e with the Mffl 
thought of fiiture fortune bringing future reformation. It « 
with this strengthening impulse tliat he flung the iron box, gfild- 
crammed, into the middle of a pond. There it lay, like one of 
Solomon's brazen kettlee in the sea, containing a tremendous geuiuB 
— an all-potent roa^cian, when, once released to work among men. 
And Tom would go to London, &nd in a few days, when Liquwiah 
had subsided from its patriotic intoxication to its old sobriety, he 
would return with some trusty ifellow-labourer in the vrorld's (Mud 
ways, and angle for the box. Unhappy, fated Blaat ! He had 
flung hie gold-fish into Doctor Gilead's pond. He had enriched 
the rector's waters with uncounted guineas. Next, of course^ to 
" the fiahpoola in Heahbon," the Doctor loved that pond, for it 
cont^ned carp of astonishing size and intelligence. Often would 
the Doctor Eeek the waters, and whilst feeding their tenautd — 
tenanta-at-wiU — delight himself with their docility and di 
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It was pretty, now to contemplate thorn in the pond, and now to 
fancy them in the diah. The Doctor knew the value, the pleasure 
of e^ierciaing the imagination ; and thua made Lub carp eqnally 
ministrant to his immortal and his ahcloaiinal powet^ Well, the 
pond was to be dragged for the election dinner, and the net 
becoming entangled with the boi — hut the Doctor has already 
revealed the happy accident. Tom Blaat felt hiinaelf a blighted 
m&D. It was always hia way, Any other thief would have 
deii the goods in any othtr pond : but somehow or the other, the 
clergy had always been his miafortuae. It woa no use to struggle 
with fate : he was doomed to had tuck. And when, too, he had 
made up his mmd lo such it qiuet, comfortable life ; when he had 
resolved upon respectability and an honest course ; he felt his 
heart softened — it was too bad. Nothing was left for him but ti 
return to the thief's wide home, London. He, poor fellow ! could 
have subdued his desires to live even at Liquorish ; for tobacco 
and gin were there ; but, he knew it, in such a place he must 
starve. With the loas of the box came a quickened recollection 
of the loss of Jingo. Where could the child have wandered 1 
Blast bad learned that Tangle had been despoiled of his purse on 
the night of the greater robbery. JN^ow, though the paternal heart 
was pleased to believe that such theft was the work of the boy, 
the &itber was nevertheless saddened at the child's diaobedience. 
If it was the boy'a duty to rob, it was no less his duty to bring the 
stolen goods to his affectionate parent. In prosperity the human 
heart is less sensible of slight. Blast, whilst the believed possessor 
of oountlees guineas, scarcely thought of his son ; but, strlpt of 
his wealth, hia thoughta — it was very natural — did turn to Ms 
(mant child and the puree the youngling had stolen. 

And now, reader, leave we the borough of Liquorish. 
street is silent, and save that oerbain of ita dwellers have bought 
new Sunday coats and Sunday gowns — save that here and there 
in good man's house a new clock, with moralising tick to human 
life, gives voice to ailent time — save that on certain shelves new 
painted crockery Uluatratea at once the vanity and iragility of 
btunan hopes, no man would dream that a member of parlia- 
mait had within a few hours bten manufactured in that dull 
abiding-place. 

And now, reader, with one di'op of ink, we are again in London. 
Hal We have descended in St. James's Square. The morning 
is very beautiful ; and there, at the Marquis's door, Hniiling in 
the sun, is an old acquaintance, Peter Crossbone, apothecary ; 
the learned, disappointed man ; for Crossbone had looked upon 
the escape of St. James from Doveanest as an espemal miafortune. 
All his professional daya he had yearned for what he called 
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dietinguiBhed practice. We doubt whether he wonld not luive 
thought tiie Tower lions, being crown property, most importsnt 
pHtientB. Tor Bomo time, ho had ponitoed on the poliey of 
visiting young St. James, the woimded phfcnii that had flown 
froni luH hauls. Ti"* will mia good ; all he wanted vaa a decent 
esruBe for the iutruaon ; and at length fortune bleaaed him. 
He felt certain of the young lord's eondeacendlDg notice, if he, the 
village apothecary, could fchow himself of service to him. 3%e 
marqiua's father was mnch persecuted by that luKnrioua sooi^on, 
the gowt, that ejrienrean feeder on the beat fed. Now Cto^bme 
had, in his own opimoD, a specific cure for the tormeat ; but he 
much doubted whether science woold be bis best FeoommoidAtitMi 
to the young heir. No : lie wanted faith in auoh an jitttaoemor. 
And thus, with his brain ic a pitch-black fog, he meditatad, and 
saw no way. And now is he Hurrottnded by miBt, and 
in a blaze of light. And what haH broken through the __ 
and dawned a sudden day? That lununous coneentration, ( 
world of eloquent light — for htvw it talks ! 

Suddenly Orossbone remembered a certain look of 
And that took was instantiy a light to bim that mode tH olear. 
That look sbowed the jealousy of the husband ; the passioii of tiie 
wife. Snipeton -was a tyrant, and Clarissa a victim. And then 
oompaEsion entered the heart of Croasbone, and did a little soften 
it. Yes ; it would be a humane deed to assist the poor wife, aad 
at the same time so delicious to delight his lordship. And tihes 
he — Crofisbone koew it,— he himself was ao fit for the gay world. 
He was bom, he wonld say, for the atones of London, aoid tbete- 
fore hated the clay of the eonntiy. 

Beader, as jou tamed the present leaf, Croesbone knookad at 
the door, and stood with an uneasy smile upon his tiux, awaiting 
the porter, wbo, with a fine, critjeal ear for fcnocte, knew it emdd 
be nobody, and treated the nobody accordingly ; that ii, mate 
the nobody wait, bi due season, Croasbone and the porter atovd 
face to face. "Is Lord St. James withint" And OMnbODB 
tried to look the ea^, town man. It wrmid not do. Had he 
been a haystack, the porter would as readily have known the 
country growth. 

" lordship within I " grunted the porter, " Don't know." 

But Mr. Crosabone knew better. It wae his boast ; 
life ; and therefore always paved it« little shabby ^ 
silver : other paasagea require gold, and only for that 
are not tJiought so shabby. True, therefore, to his pruidf 
Mr. CroBsbone sneaked a card and a dollar into the porteir'i 

" Balph, take this card to hia lordship. Qood deal botherM), 
all of UB, JQirt now," added the port«r. 
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" Good deal," eorToborat«d Ealph, the sou of Gum, and looking 
ip and down at the upotliecary,ho went hia way. Quick was his 
return ; and vith respectful voice hs begged tbe gentleman to 
foQow him. 

" We have met beforSj Mr. Crossbone," said St. James, and n 
shadow croBBBd his face. " I well remember." 

" No doubt, my lord. It waa my happiness to employ my poor 
ildU in a ease cj great danger. Need I Bay, how much I am 
rewarded by your lordship's preaent health ? " 

" I have been worse beaten aiuce then," mid the young 
I \<ad, and lie bit hia lip. He then with a, gay air contiiiued : 

"Mr. Snipeton ie, I beUeve, your patient ) " 
I " Blees your heajt, my lord, — that ia, I beg your pardon,'' — 
I for CroBsbone felt the familiarity of the benison — " Mr. Soipeton 
ifl BO man's patient. King Charles of Charing Crosa — aaving bis 
nutJMtf 'a presence — has just aa much need of the iaoulty. "When 
pmple, my lord, have no ieeliuga they have little sickneas : that 's 
a diacoveTy I 've made, my lord, and old Snipeton bears It out 
Hour his wife — ha ! tiat 'e a flower," 

"Tender and beautiful," cried St. James, with ardma;tion. 
" And her health, Mr. Croasbone t " 

" Delicate, my lord ; delicate as a bird of paradise. I 've often 
stud it, she wasn't node for this world ; it 'a too coarse and dirty. 
However, she '11 not be long out of her proper place. No : she 's 
dying &at." 

"luring!" ezGlaimedSt.Jaine& "Dying! ImpoBsiblel Dying 
— with what ?" 

" A more common malady than 'a thonght of, my lord," anewered 
Crosabonc. He then advanced a step, and projecting tlie third 
finger of the left hand, with kn-owing look obaerved — "Bing- 
wann, my lord." 

" Ha ! " cried St. Jamea, tdriiy. " King-worm ! Is that indeed 
M fatal ) " 

■ When, my lord, it fixes on the marriage finger of the young 
and beautiful wife of an old and ugly miaei', it 'a mortal, my lord 
— ^BOrtal, it doea Bo affect^ so ossify the heart. I 've aeen many 
cnn," added Croasbone emphatically, resolved to make the moat 
of ovtoin^ a very peculiar practice. 

" And there is no remedy 1 " asked St. James, as be placed his 
palnu together and looked keenly in the apothecacy'a face. 

"Why, I've known the worm removed with great sucoeu: 
thtX. ie," said the apothecary, returning the look, "when tlie 
pattcBt lias had ereaj confidence in the practitioner." 

"Mr. CrMsbone," cried St. Jamea, "you are a man of the 
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"My lord," answered the apothecajy, with, a thanksgiving Iktw, 
" I am." 

Now, when a man pays a, man this praise, it happens, say six 
times out of nine, that the compliment really means this mach : 
" Foil are a man of the world ; that ia, yoii are a shrewd fellow, 
who know all the bj-wajB and turnings of life : who know that 
what is called a wrong, aBhabbineBg,inthe pulpit or in the dining- 
room (before company), is ne'^ertheleas not a wrong, not a Bhabbi- 
nes» when to be undertaken for a man's especial interest, l^ey 
are matters to be much nbnsed, until required: to shake the head 
and make mouths At, until deemed indispensable to onr health to 
swallow." To praise a man for knowing tha world, is often to 
commend him oiily for his knowledge of its dirty lanes anil crooked 
alleys. Any fool knows the broad paths — the siiuares of life. 

And Mr. Crossboce — sagacious peraon ! — took the lord's com- 
pliment in its intended sense. He already felt that he was about 
to be enlTUBted with a secret, a mission, that might test the lofly 
knowleilge for which he was estolled. Therefore, to strengthen 
his lordship's confldenoe, the apothecary added, "1 am, my lord, 
a man of the world. There arc two golden yvlca of life ; I bavs 
ever studied them." 

" And thena are I " — asked St. Jamea, drawing him on. 

"These are, to keep your eyes open and your month shot. 
Tour lordflhip may command me." 

"Mr. Crossbone" — and St. James, motioning the apothecaiy ttfJ 
a oh^r, seated himself for serious oonsultfttion — " - - - 
this Snipeton. has deeply injured me." 

" I believe him capable of anything, my lord. SMI7 a 
Bay it," said Croaslmne, blithely. 

" He haa wounded the dignity of my family. He h 
from us the borough of Liquorish" — Crosabone looked wondroua 
disgust at the enormity ; — " a borough that has been ours, aye, 
since the Conquest," 

" No doubt," cried Crossbone. " He might as well have stolen 
(he family plate." 

" Just BO. Now, Mr. Crosabone, I do not pretend to be a whit 
better than the ordinary run of my fellow-creatures. I mutt 
therefore confess 'twould give me some pleasure to be revoiged 
of this money-seller." 

" Situated aa yon are, my lord ; wounded as you must be in a 
most patriotic part, I do not perceive how your lordship can, aa a 
noblemBn and a gentleman, do less than take revenge. It ia a 
duty you owe your station — a duty due to aodety, for whom 
better erample noblemen were made. Eevenge, my lord ! " cried 
Crosabone, with a look of devotion. 
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"The sweeter still the better," sftiil St. James. 
"Eight, my lord; very right. Revenge is a, inagnitiGeiit 
psEaioii, and not to lie meddled with in the epirLt of a chandler. 
No trumpery lia'porths of it, — 't"would bo unworthy of a 
Dobleman." 

" Mr. CroBsbone, yon are a man of great inteUigenoe. A man 
who ought not to Tegetrtte in the country with dandelion and 
punpemel. No, sir : you must he fixed in London. A genius 
Bke. yonra, Mr. CroHshone, is cast away upon bumpkins. We 
'lall yet see yon with a gold cane, in your own carriage, 
J. Croasbone." 

And with these words. Lord St. James gently pressed the tips 

'CrOBsbone's fingers. The apothecary was wholly subdued by 

« condescension of hia lordship. He ant in a golden cloud, 

big, and looking bashfiilly grateful. And then his eyes 

ambled with emotion, and he felt that he should very much, like 

acknowledge upon his knees the honour imworthily conierred 

him. It would have much comforted him to kneel ; never- 

ith heroic eelf-deuial he kept his seat ; and at length iu 

fiunt vtrice said — " It isn't for me, your lordsliip, to speak of my 

oor merits ; your lordship knows best. But this I must say, 

ly lord ; I do tliink I have looked after the weeds of the world 

oite long enough. I own, it is now ray ambition to cultivate Die 

" I nndaratand, Mr. Crosabone ! Well, 1 don't know tliat evau 

lie oourt may not be open to you." 

The vision wn^ too much for the apothecary. He sighed, oj 
ti suddenly oppressed by a burthen of delight. In fancy. 

e already had hia fingers on a royal pulse, whose harmonious 

' robbings communicating witli his own ennobled anatomy. 

reetly troubled his healing heart. However, with the will of a 
trong man he put down the emotion, and retuvueil to his k-ni- 
liip's bu^ess. 
^^^ " You spoke of revenge, my lord ! II|)oii that wealthy wretub, 
3nipetoa 1 May I ask what sort of reveuge your lordship desires 
^"lotakej" 

"Faith ! Mr. Crossbone, my revenge is like Shylock's. I 'd 
■ke it," said tho young gentleman, with a smile of signifiuaut 
littemesE — " I 'd take it ' nearest his heart.' " 

"Tea, I understand ; peifectly, my lord," said Croasbone with 
Vw gaiety. " The flesh of his flesli, eh ? Uls wife 1 " 

" His ^rife I " cried St. James passionately. 

" Excellent, my lord ! Exuellent ! Ha ! ha I ha ! " And the 
^Mthecary could not resist the spirit of laughter tliat tickled 
so droU to imagine a mBn^-eapetially an old niiui — 
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despuileil of hia wife. " Sbe would bo aweet revenge," cried 
Crosabone, rubbing his bauds with nn implied relish. 

" And practicable, eh ! " cried St. Jajnea. Cnwsbwie emiled 
again, and rubbed hia handB -with renewetl pleasure, nodding the 
while. " He haa carried her from Doveauest ; buried her some- 
where ; for this much 1 kuuw — ehc is not nt his hcnise in the 
city." 

" I know all, mj lord ; alL I have r»ceivod a letter — here it 
19," — ajid Croeaboae gave the missive to St. Jamea : " you see, ho 
writes uie that nhe ie ill — very ill— aud aa he has great faith in 
my knowledge— for there ia no man without some good point, let's 
hope that — in mj knowledge of her constitulion, he desires me to 
come and see her. I 've ajrivad this very moroing iu lionilon. I 
was going direct to him ; but — surely there 's proridenoe in it, 
my lord — ^but aomething tidd me to come and see you first." 

"And I am delighted," said St. James, "that you gave ear to 
the good genius. You '11 Baaiat me t " 

" My lord," said Croasbone aoiemnly, " I have, I hope, a |VopK 
reepect for the ri^ta of birth and the inxtitutiona of my countiy. 
And I hare always, my lord, considered politics aa nothing more 
than enlarged morals." 

"Thank you for the apoth^m," said the flattmng Sk Juinb. 
" May I u«e it in parliament when — I get there J " 

" Oh, my lord ! " simjiered Crossbone, and continued. " Bb- 
loTged morals, Now, this maji Suipetou, in oppoaii^yoBr Lordship 
for Liquorish, in brining in a muffin-makerover your noUa kcMl 
— all the town is ringing with it — has, I conceive, violated whole- 
sale moraUty, and should be punished acoordiogly. Boil hbvr 
punished 1 You can't touch, hini through hia money. No : 'ta 
his coat of maiL He 'a what I call a golden crooodile, niy lord, 
with but one tender place — and that '» bis wife. Then strike 
him there, and you puniab him for his prcaumption, and revenge 
the disgrace he haa put upon your family." 

•'Exactly," said St. James, a little impatient of the apoAacary's 
norala. " But, my good eir, do you know where the lady is 1 " 

■' No. But I shidJ order her wherever may be most conwenieiit. 
Would the air of BatJi suit you ) " asked the aputheeary with a 

" Excellently — nothing could he betta'," said St. JanuK 

" Bath be it. then. And ahe n>ust go alone ; that i% irithont 
that Mrs. Wilton. I don't like that woman. There's a Dold 
watchfulness about her that we can do without, my knd." 

" But how separat« them 1 " asked St. Jamea. 

"Leave that to me. Well handled, nothing cuts like a abarp 
't goes at once through heartstringa." St. James paaacd Us 
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hsad across his face ; lie felt his biood hud muuated there, " It 
has oileD aeparaled flesh of flesh and hone of bone, and may eaaii^ 
part mistress and servajLt. Talking of sei-vonts, have you. no 
tniBty liJlow to go between ua, my lord ) " 

Even aa the apothecaij spoke RaJph broQght in a <Mird ; the 
card given by St. Jamea to St. Giles. The retamed transport 
jiwaited in the hall the nommflnd of hia patron. 

"Nothing could be more fortunate," cided St. James. "Italph, 
tell the man -who brings this, to attend this gentleman and take 
his orders. To-morrow I wiU see him myself." 

"Ajid to-morrow, my lord," said the apothecary, with new 
courage holding forth his hand, " to-tnorrow you sh&ll hear from 

"To-morrow," said St. James. 

" To-morrow ; heaven be with youj lordship ; " and with this 
hope, the apotheeary departed. 

St. James hastily paced the room. The walls were hong witii 

The young gentleman — waa it a habit J — alill walked with his 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

WSBK Snipeton turned his horse's head from Dovemiest — for 

the which incident we must send back the reader some dozen 

chapters — he resolved, as he rode, upK>n closing his acconnts with 

die world, that freed from the cares of money, he might clieriah 

d protect his youthful, blooming partner. Arrived in Loudon, 

ted at big books in fit. Mary Axe, the resolution was strengtfa- 

d by the contemplation of his halaDoe against men. He had 

e tlum enough, and would enjoy life in good earnest. Why 

liDuld he toil like a slave for gokl-duat, and never know the 

eaings of the boon ? No : he would close hia accounte, and 

n wide his heart And Snipeton waa sincere in this his high 

For a wholo night, waking and dreaming, he wns filed 

; and the next morning the uxorious «^K)state fell back to his 

flret creed of money-bags. Fortune is a woma'., and therefore 

where she blindly loves — (and what Bottoms and Calibans she 

does embrace and fondle !) — ia not to be pat aside by slight or 

ill-usage. All his life Imd Fortune doted upon Snipeton, hugging 

him the closer as she carried him up — no infant ape more tenderly 

clutched in ticklish places, — and he should not leave her. And 
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t-j this end did Fortune bribe back her renegade ■with a lumping 
bargtuB. A yonng gentleman — a very young gentleman— desired 
for ao much ready metal, to put his land upon parcbmpnt, and 
that young gentleman did Fortune take by the hnnd, and, enuling 
ruin, lead him to St. Mary Axe, In few niinntee was Suipeton 
wooed and won agiua ; for, to say the truth, his weakness -was a 
mortgage. The written parchment, like charmed characters, 
conjured him ; put imagination into that dry huak of a, man. He 
would look upon the deed as upon a land of promise. He would 
see in the smallest pen-marks giant onka, with the might of 
naviea waiting in them ; and from the sheepskin would feel the 
nimble air of Arcady. There it lay, a beautiful bit of God's 
earth — a sweet morsel of creation — conjured and conveyed into n 
few black syllables. 

And so, Snipeton made his peace with hia first wife Portune, 
and then bethought him of hia second spouse, Clarissa. That he 
might duly attend to both, lie would remove hia second mate 
from Dovesueat. There were double reaaons for the motion ; for 
the haven of wedded bliss was known to the profligate St. James ; 
who, unmindful of the sweetest obligation money at large usance 
ought to confer upou the human heart, dared to accost his 
creditor's wife. Let Dovesnest henceforth be n place for owls 
and foxes, Clarissa should bring happiness within an hour's ride 
of St, Mary Axe. The thoaght waa so good, aent such large 
content to old Snipeton's heart, that with no delay it was carried 
out, and ere she well had time to weep a farewell to her &vou[ite 
roses, Mra. Snipeton left Dovesnest to the spiders. 

Was it a wise change, this 1 Hod Snipeton. healthy eyes 
did avarice, that jaundice of the soul, bo bleoi- his viraoD, that ' 
Kiw not in the thin, discoloured features of the wife of hu ~ 
aught to twitch a huaband'a heart 1 She never con^i 
Beddes, once or twice he bad questioned her ; and she wi 
ill. No, well, quite well ; and — this too he had afiked — vi 
happy. Nevertheless, it would the better satisfy bim if CroasbotM 
could sec her. Crossbone knew her constitution, and — and so 
that meek and knowing man was summoned to Iiondon. 

In a green, sequestered nook, half-way between Hampstead 
and Kilburn, embowered in the middle of a garden, waa a small 
cottage ; bo hidden, that oft the traveller posaed, unheeding it. 
In this cottage -vaa Clarissa. To this retreat would her husband 
amble every day from St. Mary Axe, quitting his mon^ temple 
for the treasure of his fireside, Ids pole and placid wife 
resolved to think himself blessed at boOi places. 

"Mr. Snipeton is late to-day," snid Mrs. Wilton, the n 
housekeeper. 
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He will come," replied Clariaaa, In the tone of one reaigned to 

B daily care. " He will come, mother." 

Mrs. Wilton looked with appealing- t^udemesa in hf r daughter's 
oe ; and in a low, calm voice, oontroUing her heart as she spoke, 
.e said — "This mnat not be : do not repeat that word — not 

*Ten when we are alone. Some day it may betray me to yoiiv 

iusbftnd, and then" — 

" What then 1 " aaked Ckrissa. 

" We should be parted ; for ever — for ever," cried the woman, 

tnd with the thonj^lit she burst into tears. 

"Not so. Notlii:;g parts us; nothing but the kindliuess of 

death," said Clarissa. "And death is kind, at leoat" — 

At least, my child, the world with you is too joiuig to think 

Old, old and faded," said Clarissa. "The spirit of youth is 
departed. I look at all things with dim and weary eyes." 
■ "And yet, my child, there is a aancUty in sufFering, when 
itroflgly, meekly borne. Our duty, though set about by thorns, 
ay etiU be made a staCf, supporting even while it tortures. Cast 
away, ajtd like the prophet's wand, it changes to a snake. God 
id my own heart know, I speak no idle thoughts, I speak a 
truth, bitterly acknowledged." 
An d duty shall suppoil me on this weary pilgrimage," said 
Clorisfta. Then taking her mother's hand, sod feebly smUlng, she 
■dded, "Surely, it can be no sin to wish such travel short : or if 
be, I still must wish — I cannot help it" 
r~ "'Rme, time, my child, in the sure conciliator. You will live 

to wonder at and bleas his goodness." 
I " You say so — It may be," siud ClaTisao, with a lightened look, 

I "at least. 111 hope it." And then both smiled gaily — wnnly ( for 
I botb felt the deceit they strove to act liut could not tarry through. 
I Words, words of comforting, of hope were uttered, but they fell 
eoldly, hollowly ; for the spirit of truth was not in tliem. They 
I were things of the tongue, passionless, mechaniiuU. ; the voice 
Hwitiiout the soul. At this moment, old Dorothy Vale entered 
^hthe room ; and she wna welcome : even though she announced 
^HBm ooming of the master of the house. 

1^ "Master's coming up the garden," said Dorothy, each hand 
rubbing an arm crossed before her. " Somebody 'a with liim." 
" A stranger here ! Who can it be T' cried Clarissa, 
" Don*t aay he 's a stranger ; don't say he isn't ; can only see a 
Homebody," answered Dorothy, in whom no show whatever of 
this world of shows oould have awakened a momentary curiosity. 
Her iuheritanco, as one of Eve's daughters, was this beautifiil 
<-arth, sky-roofed ; yet was it no more to her tbtm a huge deal 
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box, pierced with air-lioiea. A place to eat, drink, sleep, ani! 
hjiDg up ter bonnet in. 

Another minate, and Snipeton emtared the room. The huabfoid 
liad returned to the haven of tiia hopes, and was reaolved that the 
world — thMi compriHed in the single person of Peter Crosahone, 
who followed close at the heels of iaa host — should bear witness 
to his exceeding happiness ; to the robust delight that, as he 
crossed his threshold, instantly posaeesed him : fur with an anions 
look of joj, he strode up to his wife, and suddenly taking her 
cheeks between both hJM bsnda, pursed out her lips, aad then 
Tigoroualj khssed. them. He was so happy, be could not, would 
not feel hii wife Bhr j nlr at his touch. — could not, would not aee her 
white face flush as with sudden i-ea«Bitmrait,!uid then subadeinto 
pale endurance. No ; the huaband was resolved u[«ii cKsplaying 
to the world hia exceeding happinesa, and would not be thwaited 
in his show of bliss, bj trifles. He merely Baid, still dallying with 
hia ielicity — "Never mind Crosabone; he's nobody; & family num 
— hsB been married, and that 's all the same." Now, Croasfaonc, 
in his wayward heart, felt tempted to dispute snch position ; it 
was not all the same — to him. Nevertheless, be would not be 
captious. It was a [xwr, an ignorant opinion, and tberelbre his 
host and customer should have the free enjoyment alit. 

" Mrs. ^lipeton," said the ApotbeciLry, " though I do not feel 
it protessional to hope that anybody is well, naverthelesa in jooc 
case, I do hope that — well, well, I see ; a little pale, but nens 
fear it — we '11 bring the roses out again. In a. little while, sb^ 
you '11 bloom like a bow-pot." 

" To be sure she will," suid &upeton. " I thought of bnyii^ 
ber a pretty little horse ; just a quiet thing" — 

" Nothuig could be better — perhaps. As I often aaj, borar-- 
flesh is the thing for weak at<»michs. I may say aa uach tD yon 
as a friend, Mr. Snipeton ; folks often go to the doctor's, when 
they should go to the stable. Yea, yea— horse exeroia* and 
chfljige of air" — 

" We '11 talk of it sfl«r dinner," said Snipeton suddenly winian([j 
for hia heart could not endure the thought of aeparation. Bnd> 
ness and love were deUghtfuI whun united ; they gave » bm 
each other : but certainly— at leaat in the ease of Bnipeton — ^\ 
not to be tasted alone. Granted that he sat in a gulden i " 
in St. Mary Axe ; how should he enjoy the Indc falling 
from heaven upon hiin, if hia wife — that flower of his exist 
woa transplanted to a diataul soil ? Would not cMtain hem m 
butterflies hum and flutter round that human bloaaom 1 
if he himself tencJad the pretty patient, would not ruin — falting 
certain advantage of the ujAster'a absence — post itself al " 
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step I IXutiDg husband — devoted man of money 1 His heart- 

Btrin^ tore faim one way — his punie-stringB another. " We '11 

talk of it ufter dinner," he repeated. "And Master CroBabone, 

well havoabottleof exeeUeot wiue." In soiue matters Crossbone 

was the most ccmipKaDt of men : aud wine was one that, otFered 

coBt-free, never fbunil him implacable. And tlia truth is, Snipeton 

Isiowing this, hoped that the wine might contain arguments 

poeent over the doctor's opinions. After one bottle, nay two, it 

"was not imposaihle that Croeebone might reconsider his jndgment. 

The air of HampHteiHl mi^t be thouglit the best of ails for 

OariBso. Wine does wonders ! 

I The diimer was served. CroBabone was eloquent. "After yonr 

lahotm in town, Mr. Snipeton, you mnst find it particulajly 

I deUehtfuI, particnlariy so, to come home to Mrs. Snipeton," — 

I flie haaband smiled at his wife — " and dine off your own greeoa. 

M> own vegetables is what I consider the purest and highest 

it of the country, Of course, too, you keep piga ? " 

ya had prepitred himself for a compliment on his con- 

mfaigl happiness ; and therefore suffered a wrenching of the spirit 

tbea called npon to speak to his cabbages. With a strung will 

be waived the tender subject ; and m«rely answered, " We do not 

' keep pigs." 

" Wurt 's a pity : but all in good time. For It 's hardly possible 
I to iuu^e a jrettier place for pigs. Nothing like growing one's 
own bacon. But then I always like dumb things about me. 
, .And, Mr. Sntpetoa, after your work in town, you can't think how 
L tvmild tmbend yoop mind — how you might repose yourselt^ as I 
I, may say, on a few pigs. It 's beautiful to watch 'em day by day; 
D MS 'em grcrwing and unlblding their fat like lilies ; to mak« 
I Van yonr acquaintance as it were, irom the time they ci 
Utfl WOTld to the time they're hung np in your kitchen. In this 
^nj yoo seem to eat 'em a hundred times over. However, p' 
are tnatters that I must not trust mys^ to talk about." 

" Why not }" asked Snipeton, with a porter-like grunt? "Why 
*1'' 

"Dear Mra. Crosabone 1 Well, she 
& truth, CroBshone's primeat consolation 

c taste in eveiything' 
auag." 
"Pigs included 1 " asked Snipeton, with something lite a 
Bat CroBsbono wes too much stirred by deai'est i 
BwA it. He merely answered, " Hgs included." After a paose. 
.* However, I must renounce the sweeter pleasures of the conntTj. 
Pate calls me to London." 
" It delight* me to hear it, Mr. Crossbone ; (or we shall then 
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lie 90 near to one another," cried Soipeton. " Charming news 
trhis, lattt it, Clsry I " And the old huabanrf chucked lua wife's 
chin, and would smile iu her pale, unsmiling face. 

" Well, 03 an old friend, !Mr. Snipeton, I may perhaps make 
no difference with you. Otherwiasj my practice prom.iflea to be 
confined to royalty. To royalty, Mr. Snipeton, Yes ; I was aure 
of it, though I never condeaoended to name my hopea — hut I 
knew that I should not he lost all my hfe among the weeds of the 
world. Beputation, Mr. Snipeton, may be buried, hke a potato ; 
but, sir, like a potato " — and Crosabone, tickled by the felicity of 
the simile, was rather loud in its ntteranee — "hke a potato, it 
will shoot and show itsel£" 

" And yours has come up, eh J Well, I 'm very glad to hear 
it," said Snipeton, honestly, " tecause you 'il be in London. Your 
knowledge of Clarisaa's constitution ia a great comfort to me." 

" I have studied it, Mr. S.nipeton ; studied it as a botanist 
would stndy some strange and heautifol flower. It is a very 
peonhar constitution — veiy pecuhar." The dinner being over, 
Clarissa rose, 

"You'll not leave us yet, love?" cried Snipeton, taking his 
wife's hand, and trying to look into her eyes that — wayward eyes! 
^would not meet the old man's devouring stare. 

"Pray excuse me," said Clainssa, with a pohtenesa keen enough 
to cut a husband's beart-atrings. " I have some ord»-rs— direc- 
Uons — for Mrs. Wilton. You must excuse me." 

"That's a treasure, Crosabone!" eiclaimed Snipeton with a 
laborious burst of affection, as Clarissa left the room. "A 
diaoiund of a woman ! A treasure for an emperor ! " 

■'Don't — don't" — cried Croasbone, hurriedly emp^ring ■hia 

" I said a treasure ! " repeated the impassioned husband, striking 
the table. Crosabone shook his head. " What," cried Snipeton, 
knitting his brow, " you question it ? Before me-^er husband ? " 

" Pray understand me, dear sir," aaid Crosabone, tmnquilly 
Piling his glass. " Mrs. Snipeton ia a treasure. She 'd have been 
a jewel — a pearl of a woman, air, iu the crown of Kin g Solomon: ■ 
and that 's the worst of it," 

" The worst of it I " echoed Snipeton, 

" Tn this world, my good friend, if a man knew what he igM J 
about, be 'd set his heart upon nothing," The apotheoaty drunM .V 
his glass. " Looking, air, as a moralist and a philosopher, m' 
what the worth of this world at the best is made of,— ' ■ ■ - 
but a large soap and water bubble blown hy fate 1 
minute" — here the moralist and philosopher nused his wine 41 
if contemplating its ruby brightness — " and wher 
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Saying thiB, Crossbone swallowed the wine ; a fine praoticsd com- 
ment on his very fine philosophy. " I aalc where ia it ! " 

" Very true," observed Suipeton, taking truth as coolly aa 
though used to it. " Very true ; nevertheless " — 

"Mr. Snipetou, my good friend," cried CroBsbone — hia hand 
loringly round the neck of the decanter—" Mr. Snipetou, he ib the 
wisest ia«a who in this world loves nothing. It 's much the safeat. 
Did you ever hear of the river Stys J " 

" I can't say," growled Snipetou. " Ta it salt or freali ? " 

" One dip in it makes a man invulnerable to all things ; stones, 
arrows, bludgeons, swords, bullets, cannon-balls." 

" Twonld save a good deal in regimentals if the soldiers might 
bathe there,'' said Snipetou, grinning grimly. 

" So mnch for Styx upon the outward man," cried Crossbone : 
"hut I have often thought 'twould be a capital thing, if people 
could take it inwardly ; if they could drink Styx." 

" Like the Bath waters," sn^ested Snipeton. 

" Exactly so. A course or two, and the interior of a man would 
then be insensible uf foolish weakness," said Crosabone. 

" You 'd never get tha women to drink it," remarked Snipeton, 
Tary gravely. 

" Twould not be necessary, if man, the nobler anjmnl — for as 
Msa. Snipeton is not here, we can talk like philosophers" — Snipeton 
gnmted — '' if man, the nobler animal, for we know he ia, though 
it would not be right perhaps to say as much before the petticoats, 
— if man could make hia own heart invuhiBrable, why, as for 
woman, she might be as weak and as foolish as she pleased ; 
which, you must allow, ia granting her much, Mr. Snipeton." 
And here the apothecary would have laughed very jovially, but 
his host looked grave, sad. 

" It aeema, Mr. Crossbone, you are no great friend to the 
women," said Snipeton. "Yet you must allow, we owe them 
mudi." 

" Humph ! " cried Crossbone in a prolonged note. He (hen 
hutily filled hia glass : as hastily emptied it. 

" You aeem to dispute the debt 1 " said Snipeton, gallantly 
returning to the charge. 

" Look here, Mr. Snipeton," cried Crosabone, with the air of a 
man determined for once to clear bis heart of something that has 
long lain wriggling there — " look here. The great charm of a 
bottle of wine dler dinner between two friends is this : it enables 
tliem to talk like philosophers ; and so that the servants don't 
bear, philosophy with a glass of good fruity port— aud youra is 
ua}»tal, one tastes blood and fibre in it ;— philosophy is a very 
pleasant sort of thing ; but like that china diepherdesa on the 
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Qumtel-juece, it ia tuach too tine and delicate for the outside worid. 
No, no ; Jt is only to be properly enjoyed in a parlour ; auug and 
with the door shut." 

" Tery welt Perb&ps it is. We were talking of our debts to 
woumn. Oo on," said Snipeton. 

" Our debtB to woman. Well, to begin ; in the firat place we 
call her an tinge] ; have called her an angel for thousands of 
yeara : and I take it — but mind, I apeak as a philosopher — I takV 
it, that 'a a flam that should count as a good aet-oif oii our ri ~ 
Or I Bsk it, are men, the lords of the creatioti, to go on lying 
nothing ! " It was pltun that this wicked unbelief of CroBsboiM^ 
a little shocked his boat, and therefore, as the bottle was nearij 
out, the apothecary felt (bat he must regain some of hia ground. 
Wherenpon he Bought to give a jocular guiae to hia philotophy 
to make it, for the nonce, aaanme tlie comic mask. " Ha ! )» . 
I»)ok here : jou must allow that woman ought, as much 
lies, to make this world quite a, paradise for us, seeing that 
lost MB the original garden." Snipeton juat aniiled. ~ 
come," cried the hilarious apothecary, " we talk as pluli 
oud when all 'a said and done about what we owe to wonum, you 
most allow that we 've a swinging balance against her. Tea, yes ; 
you can't deny thia : there 'a tbat little matter of the apple still 
to be settled for." 

"Tiaadebt of long standing," said SnipetoD,withaEhort laai^ 

" And therefore, aa yon know — nobody better " — urged Cnia»- 
booe — "therefore it bears a heavy interest. So heavy, Mr. 
Snipetott — by-the-bye, the bottle 'a out — bo heavy they can nsnr 
pay it. And so we mustn't be hard upon 'em, poor soul* — nO) m 
mustn't be hard upon 'em ; but get whot we can in amaQ bat 
sweet instalments. I — for all I talk in thia philosopbie wmy^ — I 
was never hard upon 'era — denr little things — never hard Upon 
'em in all my life." 

For a few minutes philosophy took breath, whilst winc^ the 
frequent nutriment of that divine plant, as cultivated bf Ckmh- 
bone, was renewed. At length the apothecary obserrBd — "To 
aeiious budnese, Mr. Snipeton. Having had our little haindcss 
laogh at the ses, let us apeak of one who ia its ! 
aad its hrighteat ornament. Need I name Mrs. Snipeton 1 " 

The old man sighed ; moved uneasy in his chair ; aud 
with an effort began. " Mr. Croasbone, my Mend- 
you — no words can tell you, how I love that woma 

" I can imagine the case — very virulent indBod," said 
apothecaiy. " Late in life it 'a sUways bo. Love with young nusi 
I mean with very young men, is nothiDg ; a slight feviar. Now, 
le of life, it '» little short of deadly typhi 
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I apeak of iov« before majriage ; that is, lore with all ite fe&ra 
and fuixietiee ; for wedlock 's n good febrifuge." 

■' I havo atruggled, fonght with rayseH to think— but yon sltaU 
t«U me — yee, I will Htrengthea mjaelf to hear the worst. Now, 
man," — and Snipeton grasped the srras of hw chair with an iron 
hold, and his breast heaved as he loudly ntt^^ — " now sp«ak it." 

" Look you here, Mr. Soipeton. Do you think mo a atock, or a 
Bt<Bie, that I could ait here quietly and comforU'bly drinking your 
wine, if I couldn't give you hope — a, httle hope in return ?" 

" A. little hope ! " groaned the old man. 

" A man in my position, Mr. Snipeton — with glorious circum- 
Btances, as I have observed, opening upon him — cannot be too 
cwttioua. I shoold be Borry id Gompronuae myself by deairiDg 
you to be too confident. Nevertheleas, ahe is yotmg, Mr. Snipeton ; 
and the spirit of youth does sometimes puzzle us. In auch spirit 
then — strong as it is iu her — I ha^e the greatest Jiuth." 

"Ton have ! " exclaimed Snipeton, storting from hia seat and 
seizing Croaabone'a hand. " Save her and — and you shall be riA ; 
t&at ifl, 3'ou sbaU be well renompensod — irary well. My good 
friend, you know not the miaery it coeta me to seem happy in her 
^^t 1 laugh and jest" — Croasbone looked doubtingly — "to 
cheat her of her melancholyj yet" — 

" Tet she does not laugh and jote in return 1 " obseryed Cross- 
bone. " But she will — no donbt s-he wilL" 

"And then, though I know her to be aiek and suftring, ahe 
never complains : but atill assures- me she is well — very well." 

" Dear soul \ Yon ought to be a happy man — yoa ought, but 
you won't. Can^ you see that ahe won't eonfess to sickneae 
because — kind creature ! — she can't think of paining you 1 She'd 
snile and say 'twas nothing — I know ahe wotdd, if slic were 
dying." 

" For Goit'a sake, apeak not such a word," aied the old msfi, 
taming pale. 

" She must die some day," aaid Crossbone. " Though, tn be 
sure, according to the courae of nature, that is, if I save her — of 
which, indeed, to tell yoa truly, I have now no doubt — I will 
stake my rc^mtation preeeni and to oome upon the matter " — 

" Tou give me life^ youth," eiclftimad Snipeton," with sudden 

" But I was about to say that, if saved, the chances are you may 
leave her yet young and blooming, bdtind you." The old man'a 
face darkened. It was a bitter thought that Was there not 
Bome plocu in the East, where, when a husband dj^, his wife, even 
through the torture of fire, followed him ) This horrid thought — 
how, |ioor man ! could he help it 1 for reader, how know yon what 
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thougiit you ahtJl next think J— this thought, we aaj, passed 
through Snlpeton's brain. Tiat Clarissa waa no Hindoo wife. 
She might — as the prating doctor said — she might be left, ye^ to 
ignile and be happy, and more, to award happiness to anotlLer on 
this earth, when her doating, passionately doating husband Bhonld 
have his limbs composed in the grave. Again ; he might live 
these twenty years. And in twenty years that beautifiil face 
would loae its look of youth — those eyes would bum with sobered 
light — that fall Ecarlet lip be shrunk and fiided. And then — ya^ 
then he thought, he could reugn her. In twenty years — parhaps 
in twenty years. With this cold comfort, he ventured to reply to 
the apothecary. 

" Never mind my life, that's nothing. All I think of ia Claiiaaa ; 
and there is yet time — she is eafe, you say )" 

" It 'e very odd, very droll, that just now you should have 
named Bath — the Bath waters, you know," smiiied Crosaboue. 

"' Wlierefore odd — how droll 1 I do not understand you." Anj 
yet he had caught the meaning. 

" She muEt go to Bath ; ehe must drink the waters. Kotbing '« 
left but that," averred the apothecaiy. 

" I tell you, man, for theae three months I cannot quit London. 
A world of money depends upon my stay." 

" And why should you builge ) You don't want your wife, do 
you, at St. Mary Axe} She doesn't keep your bocka, ^1'" 
Snipeton fi^>wneil, and Mt bia lip, and made no answer, Th'eu 
Crossbone, his dignity strengthened by his boat's wine, roee. 
" Mr. Snipeton, I have studied this case, studied it, sir, not only 
M a doctor, but as a friend. I have now, sir, done my duty [ I 
leave you aa a husband and— I was about to say as a &ther, bnt 
that would be premature ; as a husband and a man to do yours. 
All 1 Bay is .this : if your wife does not immediately remove to 
Bath,"— Crossbone paused. 

" WeH," anariad Snipeton, defyingly, " and if she does not !" 

" In two months, sir — I give her two months— she 'U go to the 
church-yard." 

" And BO she may — so she shall," — exclaimed Snipeton, violently 
striking the tabic — his face blackening with rage, his eyes lurid 
with pnssion. " So she shall. An honest grave and my name 
clear — I say, an honest grave, and a fair tombstone, with a teir 
reputation for the dead. Anything but that accursed Bath. Why, 
sir," — and Snipeton, dilating with emotion, stalked towards the 
apothecary — '' what do you think 



1 



I apothecary — what do you tnink rao i 

Now this qnestion, in a somewhat dangerous manner teata^^^H 
CroBsbone's sincerity. In sootli, it is at best a perilous interroM^^H 
I tive, trying to the ingenuousness of a friend. Crossbone pause^^^^H 
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Hot that he had not an answer at the very tip of hia tongue : an 

answer babbling hot from that well of truth, liia heart — ftH'l for 

a not the answer to be rendered. He therefore 

looked duly sfltoniahed, and only asked — " Mr. Snipeton, what do 

lu mean }" 

" I tell joa, m,in, 1 M rather sec her dead ; a fair and honest 
MTpae, than smd her to that peat-pluce," eried the husband. 

" Peat-place ! Really, Mr. Snipeton 1 thia is a little too much 
to wipe off the reputation of a. city — the reputation of hnndredB of 
years tco— in this wanner. EeputoWon, sir — that is, if it 'a good 
for anything — doesn't come up like a toadstool ; no, hItj tho resd 
thing 's of slow growth. Bath a peat-place ! Whyj the very 
fountain of health." 

" The pool of vice — the very slough of what you call faahion. 
And you think I 'd send my wife there for health ! And for what 
health! Why, I'll say she returned with glowing face and spark- 
ling eyes. What then ? I should loathe her." 

" Lord bless me ! " eickimed Crosabone. 

" Now, we are happy, very happy ; few wedded eouplea more 
so : Tery happy " — and Snipeton ground the worda beneath all 
the teath he had, and looked furiously content. Croaabone stared 
Bt the writhing image of connubial love. 

•"Ton certainly look liappy — extraordinarily haj^," — drawled 
the apothecary. 

" And whilst we live, will keep so. Therefore no Bath insects 
— no May-flies, no June-bugs." 

" Tian't the Bath season for 'em," put in the apothecary. 
' They 're all in London at this time." 

•' All's one for that. I tell you what — here, Dorothy, another 
bottle of wine — I tell you what, Master Croasbone, aa you say 
we 11 talk the matter over philosophically, I think that 's it ; and 
therefore, no more words about Bath. Come, come, can there be 
a finer ah- than thia ! " cried the husband, rubbing his hands, and 
tiying to laugh. 

" My dear sir, the quality of the air is not the thing — it 's the 
change that 's the medioine. And then there 'a the waters " — 

" We have an excellent fipring at HampsteaJ. Years ago I 'id 
told the nobility used to come and drink it." 

" Then, air, the waters hadn't been analysed. Since then 
th<y 've been found out : only fit for cattle, mt, and the lower ordera. 
Never known now to agree with a person of gentility of atomach — 
that is, of true delicacy. And for the air, it 's very good, certainly, 
jnst for the common purposes of life ; but as I say, it 'a not the 
quality, it 's the change that 'a the thing. There 'a caaea, sir, in 
which I 'd aead patients, ay, from Montpelier to the neighbourhood 
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of Flee^ditet. TUb fact ia, air, there can't be a.t times a. bettM 
change than from tlie be«t to the woraL The lungs, air, get tired- 
heartiljaicic ofgoodair if it's slwajs the same : juat as the atomach 
-would get tir«d of the veiy beat mutton, had it nothing but mutton 
every day." 

Saip«ton was silent ; pondering a refutation of Him &lse philo- 
aophy. 9till he tu£g«d at hie brain for a happy rejoinder. He 
fett — he waa certain of it — that it wonld cume when the apothe- 
caiy had gone away, but unhappily he wanted it for present uee. 
Ha felt himself like a rich wnn with all hia cash locked up. Now 
wit, like money, beam an eitra viilue when rung down imme- 
diately it is wanted ; men pay severely who require credit Thus, 
though Snipeton knew he had somewhere in that very strong box, 
hia akuD, a whole bank of argument^ yet because he could not at 
themomeat draw one, Croasbooe — the way of the world — believed 
there were abaolately no etfecta. Snipeton, however, got over a 
difficulty as thousands before him — and thousands yet unborn will 
Jump an obstacle ; — be asked hia opponent to take another 
glass of wine. If BacGhua often lead men into quagmires deep 
aa hia vats, let ub yet do him this Justice, he aometijueB leada 
them out. 

" I believe you said aomething about horse exercise, Crois- 
bone! Nowwith ahorae — you don't drink " — a hospitable slander 
this on. the apothecary — "with a hoi-ae there's change of six at 
will, eh } " 

"To be sure there is. And then there's HighgateandKachlBy, 
and — well, that might do, perhaps," said Crosabone. 

"And in the evenings" — and Snipeton brightened at the 
prospect — " we could ride together." 

" Death, air, — oertaia death " — and Crosabone gave one of his 
hapinest shudders. " The night air is poison — absolute poison. 
No, the time would be from — let me see — from eleven to three." 

" Impossible ; qxute imposmble. Can't leave buaneaa — certain 
ruin," cried Snipeton. 

" Certain death, then," said Crossboue, and he slowly, solemitly 
drained his ghus. " C^aiu death," he repeated. 

" Don't say that, Croasbone," cried Snipeton, softened. " Un. 
Wilton— perhaps she rides, and thiai " — 

" Ab for Mrs. WiJtoa, I trust you are under no partiaular obli- 
gation to that person i " 

" Obligation," cried Snifieton ; aa though the thought implied 
an insult. "Why do you aak ) '' 

" Nothing but for your wife's health. The fiict ia, Mrs. Wilton 
always seems melancholy, heavy ; with something on her mind. 
Now, my dear sir, it is a truth in moral philosophy not sufficienttj 
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fwtiU known &Dd attended to, that dumps are catching." And 
CroBsbiMii; looked the proud disuoverer of the aubtletj. 

"Indeed — are thej 1 Perhaps they may be. Well, there's 
« wench coming up from. Kent — somewliere near DoAVSuest. I 've 
a coased to consent to it. She nay make a, sort of merrier 



" She m«y,"Baid Croaabone ; " but what you want is an honeet, 
fellow — for honesty tvithout sharpnees in this world is like a 
Opd w^ihout edge or point ; very well for show, hut of no real 

" Go on," cried Snipeton, bowing to the apothecary's apothegm. 

" Now, I have the very muu who '11 suit you. The miracle oi 
groom. Honest as a dog, and diarp as a porcapioe." 

" Humph i " cried Snipeton, marvelling at the human wonder. 

" Your servant, Mr. Croeahone " — said Dorothy Vale, opening 
18 door — '' has called as you desired." 

" Tell him to come in," cried Crosalxme : who iJien said to 
Dipeton — " At leoat you can see the feUow." And close upon 
tJieae wortln, St. Giles stood in the room. 



CHAPTER XXVin, 



aiay be remembered that Snipeton and 6t. Giles had met 

ion. And certainly St. Giles had not forgotten the event : 

Ua BNnewhat anxious look declared liia recollection of the scene 

Doyeeaeet, in which he played the part of rogue and vagabond 

Dovding to the statute ; but as Snipeton had no corresponding 

Mwit in the circnmstance, he had wholly forgotten the person 

«f the outcast in the candidate for afornce. But in truth, St Giles 

. not the same man. At Doveanest he was in rags : feiu- and 

tt had sharpened bis &ce, withering, debaaing bim. And 

r, he breathed new courage with every hour's freedom. — 

wiB comfortably, trimly clad ; and his pocket — too oft the 

Awometer of the sonl — was not quite at Kero. Hence, in few 

he looked witli placid res.pect at Soipeton, who stared 

■U about his ikce, as a picture-dealer stares at an alleged old 

with a look that in its cunning, would even setm to 

hope a counterfeit. Was St. Giles really llie honeet fellow that 

•ppeared ; waa there in truth the original mark of the ori^nal 

ist upon him : or was he a fraudful imitation especially made 

gall « trusting gentlcmaii ) — Waa there really ug flaw in that 
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lioneat eeemiiig face 1 And Snipetou us he looked hnlf-wiBb«d 
that all men — or all sertacta at least — were &shioned I" 
earthen vessela ; that, properly filliped, they ahoiild perfo 
reveal a, danmiiymg fracture, Ceilaiiily, Biieh aort of human 
pottery, eKpreasly made for families, would be an exceeding 
comfort to all hoiiaekeeperH. Snipeton thought this ; to hia own 
diaappointment thought it : for there being no aueh teat of moral 
souudness, he could only choose the domestic, two-legged " 

before him by its looks. AIhj < why was there no instant 
of trying the music of ita ting ? 

" That will do ; you can ■wtdt," said Crossbone to St, Gi 
who thereupon left the room. 

"And what can you aay for this fellow 1 Do you 
shout him — who begot him — where he comes from.!" 
Snipeton. 

Croasboue was a man of quick parta : ao quick, that few 
better than he, the proper time for a complete lie. We aay a 
plete lie ; not a careiesa, fragmentary flam, with no 
but a well-hni!t, architectural lie, buttreaaed about by i 
Therefore, no iouner was the question put to him than, withoDt i 
or heaitation, he poured forth the following narrative, 
man ! falsehood flowed from him like a fountain. 

" The young man who has just quitted us ia of humble 
honeat origin. Tfin parents were villagers, and ranted a litUe 
garden ground whereon they raised much of their lowly but 
healthy fare. Far, far indeed was the profligacy of London &om 
that abode of rustic innocence . Hia playmates — I mean the young 
man's — were the lambkins that he watched, for at on early age he 
was sent out to tend sheep : hia hooka the flowera at his fee^ the 
clouds above hia head. Not but what he reads remarkably well 
for hia condition, and writes a good atout, servant's hand. He 
seven years old — no, I 'm wrong, eight, eight years— when tie 
Ids father, who, good creature, fell ft victim to his humanity. 
sad matter that. He was killed by a windmill." 

" I thought you said 'twaa hia humanity," observed SoipetoB. 

" And a windmill," averred Crosabone. " A neighbour'a child 
was gathering buttercnpa an-d d^sies, and had strayed beneath 
the mill's revolving sails. The young man's father obeying the 
impulse of hia benevolent heajrt, ruidied forwaid to save the little 
umocent. Hia humanity, not measuring distance, carried turn too 
near the biuIb ; he was atruck to the earth with a compound frac- 
' re of the skull, and died." 

" Thia you know ) " muttered Snipeton, looking with a wary 

u being |H>or, aod 
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I the case desperate, 'twas given up to me to do my beat •with it. I 

r letmed a g;reat deal from that caae, a^d from th&t raomeiit felt a 

BatoTsl interest in the orphan. And he ha.3 been wortlij of it. 

Yon 'd hardly believe the things I could tell you of tlmt young 

num. Tou can't think how he lovea hia mother." 

" No great credit in that, — eh ?" said Snipeton. 

" Why, no ; not exactly credit ; but you nmal own it 's gracefiil 
— Tery graceful. He nuikes her take nearly al! bis wages. 
Hardly savea enough for ahirta and poeket-handberchiefa. Now, 
this strikea me as beiug very filial, Mr. Snipetoa 1 " 

" And you think he 'd make a good groom, eh ) " asked the 
Cs.ntiauB husband. 

" Bless you ! he knows more about horaes than they know 
thenmelvea. But all he knowa ta nothing to his honesty. I've 
trusted him with untold gold, and he has never laid his finger 
upon it." 

" How do you know, if you never counted it 1 " asked Snipeton. 

" That is " — said Crosabone, a httle pulled up — " tiiat is, you 
know what I mean. And— the thought's been working in me, 
though I've talkedof other matters— I do thiok that ahorse with 
the quick and Ireqnent change of ajr a borse can give, may do 
everything for Mrs. Snipeton ; for, as I 've sajd before— she 'a 
young, very young ; and youth takes much killing. And there- 
fore, you'll make yourself easy ; come, you'll promise me that!" 

" I will," said &upet«n, a little softened. " You "ve given me 
new heart. Come, another glasa." 

" Not another drop. Pen and ink, if you please; I must wrii« 
a little prescription for a Uttle nothing for your good lady j not 
that she wants medicine," said Croesbone. 

" Then why poison her with it ) " asked Snipeton with some 

'- " She wouldn't be satisfied without it. Therefore, just a little 
'^aoloured negative ; nothing more." Pen and ink were ordered, 
^fcrought ; and Crosabone strove to write as innocently as his art 
Allowed him. "There must be an apothecaryat Hampatuad, and 
I '11 aend the man with it ;" and CroBsboue folded the prescription 

"And wh«n shall we aee you again 1" aaked Snipeton. 

" Why, in two or three days. Bat I have done all the good I 

JL at present. You '11 try the horse ) " — 

"I will."— 

"And the man 1"— 

"I'll think of him. — Tell me, does he know anyl>ody in 




Any calf you like, brought to Soiithfleld, knows more of the 
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ways — more of the people of town. Hb'h a regular bit of eowntty 
turf. Green and freEh. Elne do you think I 'd recommend him 1 " 
aaked CroBsbone very earneatly. 

" I almost think — I mean I 'm pretty aure — that is, I will tiy 
him," said SnipetoiL 

" Then between ouraelvef, I 've recommended you a treftsore, 
And — atop ; I was about to go, forgetting the most unpoi'tant 
thing. You heard me say that dumps were catching I I hope 
you 'vB thought of that. Now, that Mrs. WilMn — the haDW~ 
keeper — ahe'd ruin any youug woman. Blaaa yon I She'l 
hypochondria in petticoats." 

" Humph ! I don't know ; I prefer a serious woman for hsr 
calling. Perhaps a little over melancholy to be sore, never- 
theleas " — 

"I hate your very grave-looking people. If Ihey really att 
what they look, tliey 're bad ; if they am 't, they 're worse. And 
In a word— I might say more if I chose, but I won 't — in a won), 
I don't think that Mrs. Snipeton will ever get any good from 
yonr housekeeper. Oood-bye, God ble^ you ; — the man sbal] 
bring the medicine." So aaying, and looking deepest mystery, 
CroBsbone departed. 

The apothecary had achieved more than he had hoped. It was 
very true, thought Snipeton, the woman was cold — melancholy. 
A^in, she had never looked upon him with pleaeant looks. Ho- 
respect .leemed wrung from her : it was not free — natural. And 
yet her eye watched hie wife with unceasing regard. Evftry 
moment — when least wanted, too — she waa hovering new her. 
How was it, he had never seen this before ? It was plain tlu 
woman had some false influence ; exercised some power that 
estranged Ida wife from hini . 

Let us leave Snipeton for it brief time struggling and weltering 
in this sea of doubt ; now trying to touch certain ground, and now 
carried away again. Let us leave him, and follow the apotheoaiy. 
He had had just wine enough ; which circumatanoe was to him 
the most potent reason for having more. He had put up at the 
Flask at Hampstead ; and to that hostelry he strode, St. GUea 
silently following him. 

"My man," said Crosabone, "who was your fathep — where 
were you bom — what have you been doing — and where do you 
come from I An answer if you please to each of these qnestiouL** 

St. Giles, plucking up courage, simply replied — " I am his lord- 
ship's servant ; and have his orders to follow yoo." 

"Thei'e 'a not the aUghtest doubt, hia lordship's servant, that 
you 're a convenient rusual of all work, and quite up to the busineoa 

) shall put you to." Let not the reader Imagine that thess 
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irorde were Tittered by Croaabone : by no maana ; not a syllable 
of them. But the thought — the cihereal. easence of won!a-~haii 
touched the br^n of the apothecary, aud hia whole frame tingled 
with the awakened muaic. He hiid found a aconudrel, he waa 
'e of it, and he vaa happy. 

' Very good, my man ; very good : I uadeTBtand yoH. As yon 
say, you are hia lordahip's aervant, and have his lordship's orders 
to take my directions. Very well You will therefore please to 
take your father and mother from my hands. Understand, for ooce 
that they were honeai, reapectable people; and be gratelul for 
the pareuta I Ve given you. Your &ther, good man ! was killed 
by a windmill ; aud your mother attU lives in the country, and 
n^;ularly takes three-fourtha of your wages. And you are cot 
to forget that you have a great love for that mother, And now, 
take thia prescription to the ^wthecary's ; teO him to make it up, 
and aend to Mr. Snipeton'a. After whiidi, you'll oome to me at 
the Flaak. Go." St. Gilea, with perplexed looks, obeyed Cross- 
bone, and went upon bin errand. "I've given the vagabond a 
father and mother to be proud of— it 'a quite clear, much better 
than were really beatowed upon him j and ha hasn 't a word of 
thMikH to say upon the matter. Let a gentleman lie as he will 
fbr the lower orders, they 're seldom gratefuL Ifeverthelesa, let 
UB have the virtue that he wanta. "Were he a, piece of pig-headed 
honesty, he wouldn't auit our work. No : Providence baa been 
very good in aending us a rascal." With these mute tJiou^ta, 
this final thanksgiving, did Croaabone atep onward to the Flask. 
Ho would tliere further ponder the plan that, throwing Snipe- 
bm's young wife into the arma of a young nobleman — (and, in 
common justice, so old and vulgar a man had no claim to auch 
refinement and beauty ; ahe must have been originally intended 
fbr high life, and therefore cruelly miaapplied,) — would throw him, 
Crosebone, the prime conspirator, into the very highest practice. 
He would keep a carriage ! As he looked at the glorious clouds, 
ccdoored by the Betting aun, he felt puzEled whether hia ooach 
panels abould be a bright blue, a flame-coloured yellow, or a 
rich mulberry, Still the clouds changed and shifted, and still 
with tbe colour of hia carriage at his heart, he looked upon them 
ais no other than a celestial pattern-book, rolled ont to help him 
in hia choice. The wide weat was streaked and barred with gold ; 
and staring at it, <>osBboDe was determined that lace, three-inch 
laoB, should bUuw upon hia liveries. And rapt in this sweat dream, 
he walked on, his heart throbbing to the rumbling of hia coach 
wheels. That music was ao aweet, so deep, absorbing, that accom- 
panying hia footsteps, he was within a few paces of the Flaak ere 
he MW a crowd gathered about the door, and heard tlio worda 
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" he 'b killed." ?'■ proffssioiial zeal was immediately quickened, 
uid honying into tie middle of tte erowd, he saw the hody of 
a man, apparently lifeltaa, cajiied towards the inn. The people 
crowded around, and by their very anxiety impeded the progress 
of the bearers towards the door. " Stand naide, folks — stand 
aeide," cried drosBhone, " I 'm a physician ; that is, a niedieal 
man. Keep his head up, fdlow." 

" Get out o' the way," exclaimed a stranger, "you don't know 
how to carry a feUow-cretiir," and the benevolent new-^Jomer 
Ijirust aside the rustic who wna, awkwardly enough, supporting 
the shoulders of the wounded mniij and with admirable zeal, uid 
great apparent tendemesa, relieved him of the charge. "Poor 
sold — poor80ul!"he cried, much affected, "I do wonder if he's 
a wife and family ) " 

" A. bed-room ; immediately — a bed-room," eielaimed Oross- 
hone, and his sudden patient was carried up-staira, Crossbone 
following. Aa he ascended, a horae bathed in foam, and every 
muscle quivering, was led to the door. 

" It 'a my beUef that that Claypole sends out his boy to fly his 
kite a purpose to kill people, that he mny bury 'em. That 'e the 
third horse he 's frit this week ; the little varmint ! And this 
looks like death any how." Thus delivered himself a plain- 
spoken native of Hunpstead. 

■' You may say death. Cracked like a egg-shell ; " and saying 
this, the speaker BigniScontly pointed to his own skulL " The 
doctor 's a trying to get blood : it 's my opinion he might aa well 
try a tomb-stone. Well, this is a world, isn't it 1 I often thanks 
my luck I can't afford a horse : for who 's safe a-borseback I A 
nii|.n kisses his wife and his babbies, if he has 'em, when he 
mounts his saddle of a momiu' — and hia wife gets bim lamb and 
Bparrow-grass, or something nice for supper, — 'xpecljng him home. 
She listens fur his horse's fecit, and he 's brought to his door in a 
shell." 

" Well, mate, you do speak a truth ; nobody can deny that," 
B^d one of the mob ; who, it is probable, scarcely dreamt that the 
Bometiuie moralist and truth were so very rarely OD epeaklng 
terms. And this the I'eader will, doubtless, admit, when we inform 
him that the man who so humanely, so affectionately lent his aid 
to the thrown horseman, helping to hear him with all teadeniesa 
up stairs, waa Mr. Thomas Blast It was his 'business, or rather, 
as he afterwards revealed, his pleasure to 1* at Hampstead-— his 
solemn pleasure. At this moment, St. Giles on his return from 
the apothecary's, came to the inn-door. Ere ha was well aware 
of the greeting, Mb hand wa.s grasped by Blast, — " Well, how do 
jou do ) Who 'd have thought to see you here 1 " Who, In sooth 
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fbut Blaat himsal^ — eeeing that he had dogged Ilia pray from 
St, Jainea'9-8<|uarc ? "Ha! my good friend," cried Blast, very 
wtieh moved, " yoa don't know the trouble I 've had siiioe we met. 
Bat you must see it in my looks. Tell me, ain 't I twenty yenra 
older 1 " 

" I don't see it," muttered St. Giles r though, assuredly, 
such a sight would have carried ita pleasure to the runaway 
truiaport. 

" Ha I you woa't see it ; that 's so like a friend. But don't 
let OB stand in the street ; come in and have a pot ; for I Vc 
somethin' to say that '11 set your art u, bleeding." Hoping, pray- 
ing, that Croasbone might not observe liiro — and feeling dwarfed, 
poiwerlesB, under the will of Blasts — St. Giles turned into a side- 
room with his early teacher and destroyer. 

" J don't feel as if I could do anything much in the way of 
drink," eeXd Blast, to the waiter following, " aud so, a little brandj- 
and-water. Well, yoa woDder to see me at H&mpstead, I daro 
avf 1 Yoa can't gueaa what brings me here 1 " 

" No," said St. Giles. " How should 1 1 " 

"I'maalteredman. I corns here all this way for nothin' else bat 

to see the sun a settin'. Your health ;" and Blast, as he said, did 

nothing in the way of drink : for be gulped his brandj-and-wat«r, 

"?o see the sun a-setting ! " cried St. Giles ; we fear, too, a 

little incredulously. 

" Ha ! you 're young, and likes to see him a gettLng" up ; it '« 
natml ; but when you 're my time o' life, and have Btootl th« 
wear and tear □' the world as I have, you '11 rather look at the 
when he sets, then. And, do you know why ) Tou don't ? 
I'll tell you. Acause, when ha sets, he reminds you of where 
you Ve a going. I never thought I should ha' been pnUed up in 
the way I have been. But trouble 'h done it. My only comfort '■ 
now to look at the settin' son — and he sets nowhere so stylish 
here at Hampstead." 

"And 80 you've had trouble?" anid St Giles, coldly. 

"Don't talk in that chilly way, as if your words was hailstones. 
I (eel as if I could fall on your neck, and cry like a 'oman. Don't 
freeze me in that manner. I said trouble. Loes o' property, aud 
death." 

"Death I "cried St. Giles. 

" Little Jingo. That apple o' both my eyes ; that tulup of a 
diild. Well, he was too clever to live long. I always thought it 
Much too fbr'ard fur his age. He 's gone. And now he 'a goae, 
I do feel that I was his father." St, Giles sUded a risbg groan. 
" But — it 'b my only comfort — he 'a better looked arter now than 
witb me." 
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" No doubt," Baid St. Giles with a qaiokness that mode Blast 
Htare. " I mean, if he ia where you hope he is." 

"I should like to pay him some reapeet. I don't waut t« do 
much : but — I Icuow it 's a. weakness ; still a man without a 
weakness has no right to live nmoQg men ; he 'a too good for this 
Mnfiil world. As I was aaying, I know it 'a a, weakaeaa ; atdll, I 
should like to wear a little bit o' black — if it was only e. rag, BO it 
waa black. You couldn't lend me nothing, could you ) Onlya 
coat would be something to begin with." 

St. Giles pleaded in excuse his very limited wardrobe ; and BUtt 
was suddenly satisfied. 

" Well, he's gone ; and if I was to go aa bluek as a lugger, he 
wouldn't rest the better for 't. Besides, the settin' sim telh me 
we shan't lie long apart. Nothing like sunaetB to pull a mill np; 
and BO you '11 know when you 've had my trouble. Your health 
agin." 

" And you have had a loss of property besides 1 " asked S 
Giles. 

" Look here," cried Blast, taking off hia hat and rompUng up 
hia hair : " here 'a a change ! Once as black as a orow ; and now 
— ob, my dear friend "—-St. Giles shrunk at the appeal as at a 
presented pistol — "if you want to put silver on a man's head, 
you 've only to take all the gold out of his pocket. Had a loss ! 
You may say a loss. I tell you what it is : it 'a no use for a a 
l>o tliink of being honest in this norld : it isn't. I 've tried, and 
I give it up." 

" That 's a pity," sdd St. Giles : knowing not what to aay^ 
knowing not how to ahake off his tormentor. 

" Why, it is ; for a man doesn't often make his mind op to it. 
Well, I 'va had my faults, I know ; who hasn't 1 Still, I did 
think to reform wheu I got that lump of money ; and more, I did 
think to make a man of you. I 'd chalked out the prettiest, inno- 
centest life for both on us. 1 11 make a sojer of Jingo, I thought ; 
yes, I '11 buy him some colours for the army, and nuke him a 
gen'Iman at once. And thee I thought we would so enjoy our- 
selves ! We 'd ha' gone and been one all among the lower ordere. 
In summer time we 'd ha' played at knock 'em-downs trith 'em, 
jest to show we was all made o' the same stuff; and in winter 
we wouldn't ha' turned up our noaea at hot-eockles, or blind-n 
buff, or nothin' of the sort ; but ha' been as free and oomlbii 
with the swinish multitude (for I did begin to think 'ran that if 
I got the money) as if they *d got gold rings in their noses, ■■ 
like the pig-faced lady, eat out of a silver trough. I thou^ 
you 'd be a stick to my old age. But what 's the uae o' thiidong 
it) As my schoolmaster used to say, — 'Him aa sets hi< 
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n the thiDga of thia Ufa,' — t *ve forgot the teat ; 
all ol a, piece." 

"And how did jou get this nioiiejj" naked St. Gilea. 
very well-acted innoeence. 

" How did I get the mosey I How ahojild I get it t By the 
sweat of my brow." And ho fw, the reader who remembers the 
labour of Hast in Iiis theft of tlie gold-box, may acquit him of an 
untruth. 

"And havipg got such a heap of gold," rejoined St. Gilo^ 
" pray tell me — how did you lose it J " 

Now Blast had, and never suspeeted'it, a sense of hum'jur : he 

could really enjoy a joke wheu loaat palatable to most men; 

namely, when made against themselTea. Nevertheless, with 

people who hare only a proper pride of such philosophy, he hud 

bis share of Benaitiveness, to be call ed up at a reasooable ctiBts. 

I Hence, when St. Giles pressed him to explain his loss, the jest 

kljMCBina a hurt. Good nature may endure a tickling with a 

(Aather, but resents a scratch irom a, tenpenny nail. " My dear 

J iricud," said Blast, "don't do that; pray don't. When 

laYe as old aa me, and Hud the world a siipiiia' from under yon 

e a hill o' aand, you '11 not laugh at the losses o' gray hairs," 

W-tad again filuat drew hia fingers through Iiia locks meekly, 

aonmfiilly, "How did Hose it J No: you wam't at liquorirfi, 

't J No ; you don't know 1 Well, I hope I 'm not 

ie than my neighbours ; and 1 don't like wishing bad 

is sieh old woman's work ; it 's only barking the loader 

IT wanting teeth. But this I will wish ; if a clergyman o' the 

I 'Stablished Ohureh is ever to choke himself with a flah-bone, I do 

Bftope that that clergyman doesn't live for from Lazarua Hall, and 

e begins with a G. I 'm not a spiteful man ; and so Z 

■ iront wish anything more plain than that. But it u 

•gain Blast, he could not help it, recurred to his losi 

when I 'd resolved to live in peace with all the v 

little money to the poor, and — as we oil must die- 



i* hard" — and 

orld, to give a 
— when I did 



— ^E^ to have sich a clean, respectable moniment put up to n 
' * the church, with a naked boy in white stone holding oi 
O his eyes, and the other putting out hia link — you 've sei 
[t o' thing I dare say ) — it ii hard to be done out of it after 
nil. It 's enough to make a man, as I say, think o' nothin' but 
the setting sun. Howsomevar, it serves me right, 1 ought to 
[ lift' know'd that sich a fine place must ha' belonged to the 
. If I 'd hid the bos iu a ditch, and not iu a parson's 
fish-pond, at this blessed moment you and I might ha' been 
hi^^y men ; lords for life ; and called, what I 've beard, useful 
ineml>ers of society. And now, mate," asked Blast with sudden 
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warmtli — " how do yon like jour place J Ib it the tiling 1 — is it 
clover?" 

"WTiat p!ace1"»aked St. Giles. "I'm in no place, eerttun, 

"There, then, we won't say notliic' about it. Only this. Whta 
yon 're butler — if I'm spared in this wicked world so long, — yon 
woa't refuse an old fliend. Jingo's friend. Jingo's mother's friend" 
— St. Giles turned aick at his motlier'a nume, ho spoken — "yoa 
won't refuse him a bottle o' the best in the pantry ? You won't, 
will you I Eh J " 

"No." stammered St. gScs. "Wiy should I! Cert^nly not, 
when I 'm butler." 

" And till then, old fellow," — and Blaat bent forward in Ms 
chidr, and tonched St. Giles's knee with bis finger — "lend OB a 
guinea." 

St, Giles recoiled from the request ; the more so, aa it mm 
seconded by contact with the petitioner. He made no answer ) 
but his face looked blank as bSonk paper ; not a mark was in it 
h) serve as hieroglyph for a farthing. Blast oonld read fiwM 
better than books. "You won't then ) Not ao much as a guinea 
to the friend of Jingo's mother 1 " SL Giles scowled. " Well, u 
it's likd the world, why should I quarrel 1 Now jest see the 
difference. See the money, I 'd ha' ^vea you, if miafortin' hadn't 
stept in. ' He 's a fine fellow,' I kept continally saying to myself; 
'I don't know how it is, I like him, and he shall have hal£ Not 
a mite less than half.' And now, yon won't lend me — for mind I 
don't ax it as a gift — you won't lend me a guinea." 

" I can't," said St. Giles. " I am poor myself : very poor." 

" Well, as I said afore, we won't tjuarrel. And so, you shall 
have a guinea of me." Saying this, Blast with a cantioua look 
towards the door, drew a long leathern purse firom his pooket. 
Bt. Giles suddenly felt as though a party to the robbery that — he 
knew it — Blast must somewhere have perpetrated. 

" Not a farthing," said St. Giles, as Blast dipped bis finger snd 
thumb in the purse. " Not a farthing." 

" Don't say that ; don't be proud, for you don't know ia this 
world what you may want. I dare say the poor cretur up stairB 
was proud enough this momin' ; and what ia he now J " 

" Not dead ! " cried St. Giles, " I hope not dead." 

" Wliy, hope 's very well j and then it 's so very cheap, But 
there's no doubt he's gone; and as he's gone, what, I should 
like to know" — and Blast threw the purse airily up and down 
— " what was the use of this to him 1 " 

"Good God! You haven't stole itl" exclaimed St. Gile% 
leaping to his feet. 
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"Huab ! " cried Blast, " don't make aich a noise aa tjiat with 
a dead body in the houBe. The -worst o' foita treat the dead with 
reapect. Elae people who're never thought of at all when in the 
world, wouldn't be gone into black for when tliey go out of it. 
I 'd no thought of the matter, when I run to help the poor 
cretur ; but aomehow, going up Btuirs, one of hia coat taila did 
knock at my knuckles bo, that I don't know bow it was, when 
I 'd l&id him comfortable on the bed, and waa coming down B^giu, 
I found thia aort o' thing in my pocket. Poor fellow 1 he 'U never 
mias it. Well, yoa won't have a guinea, then ? " 

" I 'd starve first," exclaimed St. Giles. 

" My gooil lad, it ian't for me to try to put myself over your 
head, — but this I must aay ; when you 've seen the wofld aa I 
have, you 'U know better. You won't talk of starving in that 
manner." 

At this moment, the waiter entered the room. 

"How ia the poor gentleman up stairs I " aaked St. Giles. "Is 
there DO hope 1 " 

" tor bleas you, yea ! They Ve bied him and made htm quite 
comfortable. He's ordered some nunp-ateaka and oniona, and 
nys he 'II make a night of it." Thus spoke the waiter. 

" Do yon hear that ! " asked St. Giles of Blast. 

" Sony to bear it : sorry to think that any man arter ainh an 
eaeape, ahould think o' nothing better than supper. My man, 
what '8 to pay J " St. Giles unbuttoned hia pocket. " No ; not 
ft &nlen ; tell you, I won't hear uf it. Not a farden : bring the 
diaoge out o' that," and Blast laid down a dollar ; wid the waiter 
departed on hia errand. 

" I tell you, I don't want you to treat me ; and I wont have 
it," said St. GUca. 

" My good young man, a proper pride 'e a proper thing ; and 
I don't like to see nobody without it. But pride atween Mends I 
hat«. So good bye, for the present. I '11 take my change at the 
bar." And Mr. Blaat was about to hurry himaelf from the room. 

" Slay," sfud St. Gilea ; " ahonld I wish to see jou, where are 
yon to be found J " 

" Well, I don't know," said Blast. " Sometimes in one plac 
sometimes another. But one thing, mj dear lad, ia quite aui 
Here Blast put both his hands on St. Giles's shoulders and 
looked in his face with smiling malignity—" One thing ia quite 
tare ; if you don't know how to find me, I ahall always know 
where to come upon you. Don't be afeard of that, young man." 

And with thia, Blast left the room, while St. Gilea sank in hia 
doit, weary and sick at heart. He was in the villain's power 
and seemed to exiiit only by bis sufferance. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



Does it live in Uie memorj of the reader that Snipeton, oidj i. 
chapter smce, spoke of a handcaaid on her way froni Kent to 
make acqu^ntioce wiUt Us fire-Bide divinities) That htmuui 
flower, with a freelinesa of soul Uke the dewa of Paradise upon 
her is, reader, at this very moment in Fleet Street. Her face is 
beaming with bappinesa — her half-opened mouth is Ewallofring 
■wondara — and her ejea twinkle, as though the London pavement 
she at fength treads upon was really and truly the very heat of 
'gold, and dazzled her with jta glorifying hrightneBS. She looks 
npon the heauty and wealth about her gaily, innocently, aa a IJttle 
child would look upon a state coffin j the velvet is bo rich, and 
the plates and nails eo glitteiing. She has not the wit to read 
the true meaning of the splendour ; cannot, for a momeot, dream 
of what it covers. Indeed, she ia so delighted, dazzled by what 
ehe sees, that she scarcely hears the praises of the exceedli^ 
beauty of her features, the wijndrous symmetry of her form ; 
praises Tehemently, jnduatrioudly uttered by a youthiiil swain 
who walks at her eiUe, glancing at her fairness with the Ubertine'B 
felonious look. He eyes her innocence, as any minor thief wotild 
eye a brooch or chain ; or, to give the youth his due, he now and 
then ventures a bolder Btare ; for he has the fine intelligenoe to 
know that he may rob that country wench of herself and no 
Bridewell — no Newgate — will punish the larceny. Now, even 
the bow of sixpenny riband on her bonnet ia protected by a 
■tatute. Besideti, Maater Balph Gum knows the privil^j^ of 
certain people in a certain condition of life. Toung gentlemen 
bom and bred in London, and serving tlie nobility, are bom Bod 
educated the allowed protectors of rustic girls. Tha pretty 
country things — it was the bigoted belief of the young fbotmam — 
might be worn, like bouquets on a birth-day. — And the wBnch at 
his side ia a nosegay expressly sent by fortune fi^>m. the oonntiy 
for his passing felicity and adornment. True it is, that UaotW 
Balph Gum is aeareely looming out of boyhood ; but Oitsre is • 
sort of genius that soars far beyond the parish register. Balph'a 
age is not to be counted by the common counters, years ; bat hj 
the rarer marks of precocious intelligence. He ia a Uveried 
prodigy ; one of thoaa terribly clever animals that, knowing 
everything, too often confound simple people with their fatal 
knowledge. Therefore was it specially unfortunate ibr the ill 
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that of all the crowd that streamed through Fleet Street, ahe 
should have aaked Balph Gum to indicate her way to St. Mary 
Axe. At tlie time, ahe was aetting duo eastward ; when the 
SuthleBs vassal aaaured her that she woa going clean wrong ; 
and, as happily he himself had particular bnsinesa towards her 
destination, it would give liim a pleasure he could never have 
hoped for, to guide her virgin steps to St. Mary Axe. And she — 

Cmaid I^ — believed and turned her all-uncouscious face towards 
pie Bar. The young man, though a little dark, had such 
bri^t black eyes — and such very large, and very white teeth, — 
tmd wore so very fine a livery, that it would have been flying in 
the face of truth to doubt him. Otten at the rustic lire-side had 
ahe listeued to the narrated wickedness of Iiondon ; agiun and 
again had ahe pre-armed her soul with sagacious strength to 
meet and confound the deception tha,t in bo many guises prowled 
the city etreeta, for the robbery and destruction of the Arcadian 
Stoanger, She felt herself invincible until the very moment that 
Itelph gave smiling, courteoua answar to her ; and then, as at the 
look and voice of a charmer, the Amazonian breast-plate (forged 
over many teas) she bad iiucklGd on, melted like frost-work at 
the son, and left her an unprotected, becauae believing woman. 

"Why, and what's them I" cried the girl, suddenly fixed 
lefbre St. Dunstan's church. At the momeut the aun reached 
the meridian, and the two wooden giants, mechanically punctual, 
ifltnking their clubs uyran the bell, gave warning note of nooiT. 
iXhoae giants have passed away ; those two great ligneous heroes 
lof the good old times have been displaced and banished ; and we 
save Bubmitted to learn the hour from an ordinary dial. There 
Wu a grim dignity in their bearing — a might in their action — 
that enhanced the value of the time they noted : their clubs fell 
the senses of parisliionere and vvay-larers, with a power and 
;sraveness not compaasable by a round, pale-taced clock. It 
yitit, we say, to give a worth and solemnity to time, to have time 
ttedby such grave tellers. If the parisbioDera of St.Dimstaa 
the frequent paasengers of Fleet Street have, of late years, 
9<mtributed more than their fair quota to the stock of national 
'Vidcednesa, raay not the evil be philosophicaUy traced to the 
'dcpoation of their wooden monitors T This very valuable surmise 
~ODTe ought to be quoted in parliament — that is, if lawmakers 
^woperly prepared themselves for their solemn tacks, by duly 
'VtDiuug histories like the present — quoted in opposition to the 
tavulntioDary movement of the time. For we have little doubt 
that a motion for the return of the number of felonies and 
itnisdemeanoura — to say nothing of the social oflfences that may 
be the more grave because not named in the statutes— committed 
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in the parisli of Ht. Duuatau'a, would show an alarming increase 
aince the departure of St. Donstan'B wooden geniL A triumphant 
argument tliia — wb modestly eoneeive — for the conservation of 
woodea things in high places. " La ! and what 's them ! " ag^n 
cried the prl, twelve o'clock being told by the atrikerB. 

" Why, my tulup, them 'a a couple of crue! churchwanlens 
turned into wood hundreds of years ago, for their sins to the 
poor. But you are a beauty, that you are ! " added Balph, with 
burning gallantry. 

" It can't be ; and you never mean it," said the maiden, really 
forgetting her own lovelinesa in her wonder of the giants. 
" Turned into wood 1 Unpoaaible ! Who did it ? " 

" Why, Proyidence,^-or, aomething of the kind, you know," 
replied the audacious footman. " Tou 've heard of Whittjngtcsi, 
I should think, my marigold, eh 1 He made a fortin in the 
Indies, where he let out his cat to kill all the vermin in all the 
courts — and a nice job I should think puss must have had of it. 
Well, them giants waa ehureh wardens in his time ; men with 
fleah and blood in their hearts, though now they'd bleed nothing 
but aaw-dust." 

" Tou don't say bo ! Poor aouls ! And what did they do ) " 
aeked the innocent dainseL 

Mr. Ealph Gum scratched his head for inspiration ; and then 
made answer ; " You see, there was a poor woman — a sailor's 
wife — with three twins in her arms. And she went to one 
churchwarden, and said as how she was a starving ; and that her 
very babbies couldn't cry ibr weakness. And he told her to come 
to-morrow, for it wasn't the time to relieve paupers : and then 
c^e wont to the other churchwarden, and he sent out word that 
she must come again in two days, and not afore." 

"Two days I " cried the maiden. " The emel cretnrH ! didnt 
they know what time was to tbe starving 1 " 

" Why, no ; they didn't ; and for that reason, both the churdw 
wardens fell sick, all their limbe every day a turning into wood. 
And then they died ; and they was going to bury 'em, when next 
morning their coSinB was found empty ; and they vraa seen where 
they now stand. And there was a Act of Farhament made that 
their relations shouldn't touch 'em, hut let 'em stand to atrika 
the clock, as a warning to all wicked churchwardens to know 
what hours are to folks with hungry bellies." 

"Wonderful! " exclaimed the girl, innocent as a bleating 
lamb, " And now, young man, you 're sure this is the way t* 
Mary Axe 1 " 

" Didn't I tell you, my sunflower, I was bom there 1 I would 
carry your bundle for you, only you see, his lordship, the uoblemaa 
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I serve, is very particular. Livery 'a livery ; — he 'd diecharge any 
of us that demeaned himself to cany a bundle. Bless you ; there 
are young feliowa in our square — only I 'm not proud — that 
wouldn't speak to you with such a thing aa a bundle j they 
wouldn't, my wild rose. But then, you 're such a beauty ! " 

" No ; I am not. I know what I am, young niaa. I 'm not of 
the worst, but a good way front the best. Besides, beauty, as 
they say, ia only akin-deep ; ia it ) " asked the maiden, not 
unwilling to dwell upon the theme. 

" Well, you 're deep enough for me anyhow," replied the footboy, 
and he Bxed his eyes as though he thought them buroing-glnases, 
on the gnilelesa stranger, " And now, here yon are, right afore 
Temple Bar." 

" Mercy ! what a big gate 1 and what 's it for, young man ? " 
eiied the wondering girL 

" Why, I once heard it said in our h»l! that Temple Bar waa 
built on purjmse to keep the scum of the City from running 
over into the West End. Now, this I don't believe," averred 
Ralph. 

" Nor I, neither," cried the ingenuoua wench, "else, doesn't it 
stand to reason they'd keep the gate shut J " 

" My 'pinion is what I once beard, — that Temple Bar was really 
built at the time of the Great Plaj^e of London, to keep the 
disesae &om the king and queen, the rest of the royal family, with 
all the nobility, spirital and temperaL" And Ralph coughed. 

" Well, if you don't talk like a prayer-book ! " exclaimed ths 
maidea, lull of admiration. 

" 1 ought by this time j I was born to it, my dear. Bless your 
heart, when I was no higher nor that, I waa in our house. I learnt 
my letters from the plate ; yes, real gold and HUver ; none of your 
liom-books. And as for pictures, I didn't go to books for them 
{either ; no, I used to study the coach-panela. There wasn't a 

' "" a cockatrice, nor a tiger, nor a viper of any sort upon 

. _ . _. _ _m't acquainted with. That 's knowing life, I think. 
It isn't for me to talk, my bed of violets j but you wouldn't 
think the Latin I know ; and all from coaches." 

" Wonderful ! But are you sure this ia the way to Mary 
Axe 1 " and with the question th« miuden crossed the city's 
barrier, and with her lettered deceiver trod the Sti'and. 

" If you tmk me that again," answered the slightly-wounded 
Salpb, " I don't know that I 'U answer yoo. Come along. As 
the earriage aays, ' ffora et semper.' " 

" Now, if you go on in that way, I won't believe a word you 
«ay. English for me ; acause then I can ^ve you as good as 
you send. No ; wholesome Engliah, or I won't step another step :" 
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and it Wfui plain that the timid rustic felt some alight alarm — waa 
a little oppressed liy the mjBterioiia knowledge of her first London 
acquaintance. She thought tliere waa aomo ht/eva pocua nasocialed 
with Latin : it vaa to her the natural utterance of a cunjurar. 
With some emphasis she added, " All I wiict to know is — hov br 
is it to Mary Axe ? " 

"Why, my carnation, next to nothing nilw. Step out; and 
you 'U be there afore you know it. As I say, I only wish I could 
carry your bundle — I do, my daisy." Mr. Gum might have spared 
his regrets. Bad his gracious majesty polled up in his cnrriagB, 
and offered to be the bearer of that bundle, its owner would hsTC 
revised him the enjoyment ; eouTinced that it was not the king of 
England who proposed the courtesy, but the father of all wicked- 
ness, disguised as a royal Brunswick, and driving about in a car- 
riage of shadows, for the especial purpose of robbing rustic maids. 
As we have intimated, the damsel had, in the Gistnesaes of Keat, 
learned prudence agaiaat the miquities of London. And so, be- 
lieving that St. Mary Axe was close at hand, she hojietully 
jo^ed ou. 

" What ft many churches ! " she said, looking at 3t. Clement's, 
" Well, the folks in London ought to be good." 

" And BO they are, my waMower," rejoined the footman. 
" The best in the world ; take 'em in the lump. And there, you 
see, is another church. And besides what we have, we "re a going 
to liave I don't know how majiy hundred more built, that every- 
body, as is at all anybody, niay have a comfortable pew to Us 
whole sellj and not be miied up — like people in the gallery of a 
playhouse — along of the lower orders. I dare say, now, your 
grandmother in the country" — 

" Ain't got no grandmother," said the prl. 

" Well, it 'a all the same : the old women where you come from 
— I dure say they talked to you about the wickedness of Loedon, 
did'nt they J And how all the handsome young men you'd meet 
waa nothing more than roaring lionft, rolling their eyes about, and 
licking their mouths, to eat up anybody is come fresh from ttie 
dfljaies t Didn't they tell you. this, eh, beauty ) " cried Baljdi. 

" A little on it," said the girl, now itoutiog, now giggling. 

" And you 've seen nothing of the sort 1 Upon your word and 
honour, now, have you t" and the footman tried to look winningly 
in the girl's eyes, and held forth, appealingly, his right hand. 

" Nothing yet ; that is, nothing that I knows on," waa the 
guarded answer of the damsel. 

" To be sure not. Now my opinion ia, there 'a more downright 
wickedness — more ixiguety and sin of all sorts in an hxa^ of the 
country than in any five mile of London streets ; only, we don't 



ST. GILES AND ST. JAMBR, 303 

kick up a noise about our virtue and all that sort of stuff. Whilst 
quite to the contrary, the folks in the country do nothing but talk 
about tbeii' innocence, and all such gammon, eh 1 " 

" I can't hear innocence called gammon afore me," said the 
girl. " Innocence is imoceace, and nothing else ; and them as 
would altijr it, ought to blush for themHelvea." 

" To be sure they ought," answered Gum, " But tlie truth is, 
b«cauae Iambs don't run about London streets — and birds don't 
ho[i on the pavement — and hawthorns and honeysuckles don^t 
gi'ow in the gutters — London 's a place of wickednesa. Now, ynu 
know, my lily of the valley,— folks am't a bit more like lambs for 
living among 'em, are they 1 " 

" la thi« the way to Mary Axe ) " asked the girl, with growing 
impatjeoce. 

" TeU you, tisn't no distance whatever, only firet " — and the 
deceiTer turned with his victim out of the Strand — " first yoil 
must pass Drury-tane playhouse." 

" The playhouse — really the playhouse ! " eielairaed the wsnch, 
with an interest in the inatitution that in these times would Lave 
iufBeiently attested her vulgarity. " I should Uke to see the play- 

" Well then, my double heartsease, here it is," and Italph 
with his finger pomted to the tremendous temple. With carious, 
jret rev^'ential looks, did the girl gnze upon the mysterious iabiTC 
It traa delicious to behold even the out^de of that brick snd 
mortar nu«ashow. And staring, the ^rl's heart was stirred with 
the thonght of the wonders, the mysteries, acted therein. She 
hud seen plays. Three times at least she had sat in a wattle- 
built fiuie, and seen the dramatic priesthood in their hours 
of sacrifice. Pleasant, though confiised, was her remembrance 
of the strange hormoniee that filled her heart to overflowing 
■—that took her away into another world — that brought sweet 
lean into her eyes — and made her think (she had never 
thoDght BO before) that there was really something besides the 
dnw^ry of work in life ; that men and women were made to have 
some holiday thoughts— thoughts that breathed strange, com- 
forting music, even to creatures poor and low as she. Then recol- 
lections flowed afresh as she looked upon that mighty London 
mystery — that charmed place that in day-dreams she bad thought 
of — th^ had revealed its glorious, fantastic wonders in her sleep, 
The London playhouse 1 She saw it — she could touch its walls. 
One great hope of her rustic lii« was consummated ; and tb« 
greater would be acoomplished. Yes : sure as her life, she would 
eit alofl in the gallery, would hear tJie muMc, and see the Loodtn 
phkyers' spangles. 



I 



3H ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES. 

** And this U Snuy-lane 1 " cried Uie weuch, softened bj the 
Qkou^t — "well! I never!" 

" Yoa like plays, do yon 1 So do L Well, -when we kuow oiui 
another a little bettei^-for I wonldn't be so bold as to ask it auv 
— in conrae not — won't we go together % " said Balph ; aud the 
girl was silent She did not inqnire (tboat Sb Mary Axe ; but 
tmstingtj followed her companion, her heart dancing to the 
Addles of Drary-hme; the fiddles Uiat ahe would hear, "And 
this b flow-street, my jessamjr," swd Bolph. 

" What 'a Bow-atreet ? " inquired the maiden. How happy in 
the ignorance of the question I 

" Where they take up the thieves, and examine 'em, afore they 
send 'em to Newgate to be hanged." The wench shivered. 
" Never saw nobody hanged, I suppose ) Oh, it 's nothing, after 
two or three times. We 'II have a day of it, ray sweet maijonon, 
some Monday. We '11 go to the Old Bailey in the morning, and 
to the play at night ; that's what I call seeing life '. — eh, yon 
{a«douB pink ! Bat, I say, ajn't you tired 1 " 

"Well, I just am. Where u Mary Axe!" And the pri 
stared about her. 

" Why, if I bav'n't taken the wrong turning, I'm blest, azid 
that 'sloatna half amile andmore, I tell you what we 'U do. Thil 
is a nice comfortable house." ICalph spoke of the Brown Bear ; 
at that day, the house of ease to felons, on thdr transit &om the 
opposite police ofGce to Newgate. " A quiet, respectable placft. 
We '11 Just go in and re^ ourselves, and have atween ub balf-o-iniit 

" Not a drop ; not for the blessed world," cried the girL 
" And then, I 'II tell you all about the playhouse and tha 
players. Bless you ! some of 'em come to our house, whcu the 
servants give a party. And we make 'em sing songs and t«U 
stories, and when they go away, why, perhaps we put » bottla< 
of wine in their poi^eta — for, poor things, they cant affiwi 
such stuff at home, — and then they send ns orders, and we gy 
into the pit for nothing. And so, we 'U just sit down and have 
half-a-pint of ale, won't we ) " 

Silently the girl suiTered herself to be led into the Brown B«ar. 
The voice of the charmer had entered her heart and melted iL 
To hear about plays and players was to hear sweet nmsic ; to listen 
to one who knew — who had spoken to the glorious London actors — 
!who, perhaps, with hia own hand had put wine-bottles in their 
pockets — was to gmn a stride in the world. The gossip would 
not delay her above half-an-hour from St. Mary Axe ; and what 
mnders would repay her for the lingering ! Be^dea, she was 
'red — and tlie young man was vezj kind — very respectful — 
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Qothiug at all like what she had heard of London young men — 
and, a.ft<!r all, what was halfan-himr, sooner or later t 

Mr. Balpli Gum intoniited hia orders like a, lord. The ale waa 
brought, and Ralph drank to the maiden with both Ryes and lipa. 
Uquor made liim moaical : and with a delieat« compliment to the 
matic taate of his ikir companion, lie vrarbled of birds and flowera. 
One couplet he troUed over again and again. " Like what they 
cftli sentiment, don't joii I" said Ealph. 

" How can I tell 1 " answered the girl ; " tt '9 eoroB of your fine 
London stuff, I suppose." 

" Not a hit on it ; sentiment 'a sentiment all over the world. 
Don't you know what sentiment is ) Well, sentiment's words that's 
pnt together to sound nicely as it were — to make you feel inclined 
to clap your hands, you know. And thut's a sentiment that I 've 
been singing " — and he repeated the burden, bawling ; 



"There, don't you see the sentiment now 1 " The mtuden shook 

her hiaui "Why, sucking the little birds' eggs — that 's the 

sentiment. Precious clever birds, them cuckoos, eh ) They 're 

what I call birds of quality. They 've no trouble of hatching, 

H^^ havnt t no trouble of goinf; about in the fields, picking up 

^BfevmiH and grubs for their nestlings ; they places 'em out to wet^ 

^^BntSB ; makes other birds bring 'em np ; while they do nothing 

^^^emse1<raB but sit in a tree, and cry cuckoo all day long. Now 

^^ihat's what 1 call being a bird of quality. Howshould yon like 

to be a cnckoo, my buttercup 1 " 

" There, now, I don't want to hear your nonsense. What 'a a 
euckoo to do with a Christian ? "—asked the damsel. 

" Nothing, my passion-flower — to he sure not ; just wait a 

minute," said Ralph — " I only want to speak to my aunt that lives 

a little way off; and I'll be hack with you in a minute. I've 

got a message for the old woman ;. and she 'a such a dear cretur 

I — ao fond of me. And atween ourselves, whenever she should be 

Binade a angel of-— and when a angel 's wanted, I hope she '11 not 

" « ftwgotten — shan't 1 have a lot of mouey ! Not that I care for 

>e me the girl of mj heart, and all the gold in the 

orld, ae I once heard a parson say, is nothing but yellow dirt 

in't be a minute, my precious periwinkle." 

f And with this Mr. Ralph Gum quitted the room, leaving tho 

Bur stranger, as he thought, in profoondeat admiration of tha 

B/jiaiiitereBtednesa of footmen. 
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The eountrj girl, alone in the Brown Bear, had some aligUt 
twitcLiDgs of remorae. She felt it j she had Tery much alandered 
London and the Londoners. She hod been taught — ahe had 
beard the stoty in fields and at Jire-sideB, seated in the shade of 
hajBtacka, and in -winter ehinmey-corners — that London w«a a 
fiery iumace ; that all its inhaliitonts, especially th« males, were 
the pet pupils of the Evil One, and did his work with vondcrful 
docilitj. And now, how much ignoi-anee had departed from hei'l 
la an hour or two, how large her stock of experience I She wna 
alone— alone in a London tavern ; and yet she felt as comfortable, 
as secure of herself as though perclied upon a Kent haycock. She 
had seen thousands of people ; she hod walked among a swarm of 
men and women, and nobody had even so much aa attempted to 
jnck her pocket ; nobody had even snatched a kias from her, 
With the generosity of a kind nature, she felt doubly trustful Ui»t 
she had unjustly doubted. Slie was in a London hotel (poor haw- 
thorn innocence \) and felt not a bit afraid ; on the contrary, she 
rattier liked it She looked about the room : carefully, up and 
dumi its walls. No ; there was not an inch of looking-glasa to be 
seen. Otherwise she thought she mi;;ht have liked to take a peep 
at herself ; for she knew she must be a fright ; and the young 
man would be back 80on ; and though she cared not a pin about 
him — how could she 3 — still, still she shonid have liked one look. 

" What, my little girl, aU alone 3 " asked a new-comer — as the 
young woman thought, a very mde, and ugly, and somewhat 
old man. " Got nobody with you, eh } Where 's your pareolal" 

" I 'm not alone, and that 's enough," said the girl, and she 
fervently clutched her little bundle. 

" Tery well, my dear ; wouldn't offend you, my lass ; 
wouldn't " — 

" I 'ra not your dear ; and I don't want at all to bo talked to 
by you." Saying this, the girl continued to grasp her property, 
and looked with very detei-mined eyes in the hai^h, ngly &ce of 
the old intruder. The fact is, the girl felt that the time ww 
come to teat her energy and caution. She had too soon thought 
too well of the doings of London. The place swarmed with wicked 
people, there vaa no doubt of it ; and the man before her was one 
of them. He boked particularly like a thief as he loolied at 
bumile. 

" That 's right : quite right, my little wench. This 
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in whict you can't be too pftrticlar," and saying thia, Bright Jam 
—for it was tlia uncomely honesty of that good lellow'a face that 
had alarmed the spinster — Bright Jein, with his mild, benevolent 
look, nodded, and passing to the fhrther end of tJie room, seated 
himself in one of tha boxes. And the giri fdt more assured of 
his wickedness ; and aniioualywiahed the return of that very nice 
/oung footman — that honest, sweet-spokeii young man — so long 
CDgaged in conyerse with his aunt. Would he never come back ? 
St was Olid, but every moment of his absence endowed him, in the 
l^l's mind, with a new charm. Brigbt Jem was all unconsciously 
deapoiled of every good quality, that his graceless relative, Ralph 
I 0uni, might be invested with a foreign excellence. 

Hark ! a footstep. No ; it is not the footman ; he still tarriea 
Hith his aunt. It is Jerry Whistle, the Bow-street officer, with 
)uB daily flower between his lips ; bis happy face streaked like an 
^iple ; and his cold, keen, twinkling eje that seemed continually 
'BOtployed as a search-warrant, looking clean through the bosoms 
of bU men. He paused before the girl, taking an inventory of her 
qnalities. And she, to repel the boldness of the fellow, tried to 
Ann herself with one of those thunderbolt looks that woman in her 
dif^ity will sometimes cast about her, striking giants off their legs 
and laying them in the dust for ever. Poor thing I it was indig- 
nation all in vain. Bhe might as weU have irowued at Newgate 
dtones, expecting to see them tumble, as think to move one nerve 
lOf Jerry Whistle. Medusa, staring at that officer, would have had 
■Jhe worst of it, and bashfully, hopelessly let lirop her eyelids. 
■And so it was with the country maiden. Jerry still stared i 
Jeaving the ^rl nothing to do but to wonder at his impudence. 
At length, however, Mr. Gum enters the room; mid Jerry, 
jtloncing at him, and, as the ^1 thoij(;ht, very much awed by hia 
^e^ instantly moves sway. 

ill, I 'm so glad you 're come ! " cried the girl, and her 
s sparkled, not unnoticed by the footman. 
Sorry, my daffydil, to keep you wtuting ; but aunt is such a 
for tongue. A good cretur though ; what I call a reg'lar 
, 'omau ; made a' nothing but milk and spice and 
,*iigar." 

" What ! and no eggs t Pretty custards they'd be," cried the 
^rl, with a smile of pity for the detected ignorance. 

" That's like you women," said Mr, Gum, playfully twitching 
the girl's bonnet-string j " you can't allow for a bit of iancy ; 
always taking a man up, and tying him to particlars. Well, 
w-bud, though!" 
" Never mind : I know that : let as go to Maiy Axe," and the 
' vigorously retied her bonnet-strings, and stood bolt up. 
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" la ft minuta. Just half-a-moutliful of brandy anil water 
atween us ; just no more thun would fiU the eye of a little needle. 
You can't think what a lot of morals my aunt always talks : and 
you can't thick how dry they aJwaya tanks me. Now, don't 
shake your dear little head as if it was of no use to you : I tell 
you, we must have a little drop, and here it is." (And Mr. Gum 
spoke the truth.) " I ordered it as I came in." 

" Not a blessed drop— I won't, that I won't, as I "m a fdnnar," 
cried the girl with feminine etnphoais. 

" A sinner ! There never waa a cherub on a tombstone like 
you. T should like to hear anybody call you a sinner — 'twould 
be a bad day's work for 'em, I can tell you. Now, just a drop. 
Well, if you won't drink, put your lips to the edge of the glaffl, 
just to eugar it." 

" Well, what a eretur you are ! " said the girl ; and with cheeka 
a little flushed, she took a bird's one sip of the Uquor. 

" Ha ! now it 's worth drinking," cried Ealpli ; and he backed 
his opinion by taking a long draught. " And now," said he, 
staring full in the girl's fiwe, and taking her hand, " and now, 
aa a porticlar favour, I want you to tell me one thing. Just 
one private question I have to put. Ijook in my eyes, and kll 
me what you think of love." 

" Go along with your rubbish I " exclaimed the girt ; at once 
cutting the difficulty of a deGnition. Love t Bubbish ! She 
knew it not ; but the wench spoke with the tongue of old plulo- 
Bophj. She gave a homely expression to the thoughts of sagea, 
anchorites, and nuns. The shirt of hajr ; the iron girdle ; the 
flagellating thong, all declare the worthlessness of lore. "Laveu 
rubbish " chants the shaven monk : and the like treason breathes 
the white-lipped sister, and sometimes thinks it truth. The words 
are writ on monastery, convent walls, though dull and tlim-eyed 
folks without do not beUeve them ; and — perverse is man ! — 
turn from the ffllver music of the syllables for jangling inamagB- 
heUa. 

" Ain't you afeard the roof will tumble on you 1 Loverubbinh ! 
Why, it 's what I call the gold band about natur'a hat," — for 
liquor made the footman meta-phorical. " Jjove, my slip of lavBnder, 

" I don't want to know nothing about it, and I wont stay a 
minute longer from Mary Ajxe." And again the girl stoo>l 0]>, 
and began to push her way from the box, Mr. Ralph Own reftiMng 
to give place, at the same time lifting the teaspoon from tlie 
glasa, and vainly menacing her with it in the very pretllwt 
manner. 

" Well, my peppermint, you shall go ; 
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There now " And witli dotecmined swallow, Mr. Gum 

emptied the glass to prove his devotedness to Iwr will " Wu 11 
pay at the bar, my poppy. Don't forget your hundle. Got your 
heat things in it, eh t Don't &rget it, then." 

A emile, with something of contempt in it, played about tlia 

mmden'a lip. Forget it 1 — aia if any woman ever forgot u bundle 

the more especially when It contaiaed bxxj of those veatmentB 

that, looked upon with thoughtful, melancholy eyes, are only 

flowing, Bliining proo& of a £illen state, though the perverse 

ingenuity of the sex contrives to ^ve a prettineas to the livery of 

Bin, to tie badges of our lapsed condition. When we remember 

that both sorts of millinery, male and female, are the consequences 

of ori^nal wickedness, ought not the manly heart to shrink, and 

feel nfrog-liku coldness at an embroidered waisteoat 1 Ought not 

i, smitten with the recoUectiou of the treason of her great 

I mother, to scream even at the rustling of a pompadour, as at tha 

f tnoviog scales of a gliding snake 1 She ought ; but we fear she 

a does. Nay, sometimes she actually loves — determinedly 

-fine clothes, as though she had first waked in Paradise, like 

I a qneen fi-om a siesta, in velvet and brocade, with jewels in her 

I luir, and court-plaster stajs upon her cheek. With heart-'breakiug 

IS, ahe refuses to admit the naked truth to her soul, that 

the milliner came into the world with death. Otherwise, could 

philosophy with its diamond point engrave this truth upon the 

crystal heart of woman, it would very much serve to lessen pin- 

moiiey. We have heard it said — of course we immediately wrapt 

our countenance in our cloak, and ran from the slanderer — that 

woman fell for no other purpose than to wear fine clothes. In the 

preecience which she shared with man she saw the looms of the 

fiiture world at work, and lost herself for a shot saranet. It is 

I just as possible, too, that some of her daughters may have tripped 

I at the window of a mercer. 

We cannot at this moment put our finger upon the passage, 
I Intt surely it is somewhere written in the Talmud, that Eve on 
Bl^Ting Eden already took with her a choice and very various 
I ■wardrobe. We have entirely forgotten the name of the writer 
rTbo gives a very precise account of the moring. Nevertheless, 
|l JBtB-J of the detiUls are engraved — as with pen of iron upon rock 
P —-on our heart. First came a score of elephants ; they, marching 
L irith slow pace, carried our first mother's gowns bestowed in 
■ ^riofcer-work, To a hundred and fifty camels were consigned tha 
P'C^W and 'kerchiefs. And our author, we remember, compasaion- 
I *tely dwells upon a poor dromedary, — one of two hundred — that, 
(rrerladen with bonaet-boxes, refused to get upon his legs until the 
I fewl was lightened by hal^ and another hunchbacked beast 
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appointed to ahr»re the burden. Whole drorw of ponies that have 
tdnce made their way to Wales and Shetlaud, carried shoea and 
silk stockings, (with the zodiac goid-worited for clocks,) and niffi 
and wimples, and farthit^ales and hoods, and all the various 
srtille^ that down to our day, from marked batteries aim at tlie 
heart; of heedleea, unsuspecting, ingenuous man, — weapons thirt, 
all unseen, do sometimes overthrow him [ And in this waj, 
according to the Talmudist, did Eve move her wardrobe into the 
pkin country ; and in so very short a time — so active is woman, 
with her heart like a silkworm, working for fine clothes — did ant 
first mother got about her, what she, with natural meekness colled, 
only a few things ; but which Adam — and at only the nine 
thousandth package, wiih an impatient sulkiness that we fear has 
deaaended to some of his sans — Jenomioated a jjack of trumpaiy. 
If women, then, are sensitive in the matter of bundles, thej inherit 
the tenderness from their first rosy mother. And our oonjitiy 
wench, though we think she Lad never read the Talmud, had an 
instinctive love for the fine clothes she carrieil with her. — An 
instinct given her by the same beneficent law that teaches parrots 
and cockatoos to preen their i-adinnt feiithers. 

Whilst, with profane fingers — like an allowed shopman — wb 
have twiddled with the legendary silks and muslins, and other 
webs the property of Eve : whilst we have counted the robe-l 
elephants, and felt our heart melt a little at the crying, eloqni 
pathos of the bonnet-crushed dromedary, Mr. Balph Gum ~ 
paid for his liquor, and, hix heart generous with alcohol, has 
into Bow-atreet. Glowing with brandy and benevolence, he heira? 
cally observed — " Never mind the bundle. I don't care if any of 
our folks do see me. So, my heart's honej^uckle, take my arm." 
And, with little hesitation — for now they could not be very far 
from St. Mary Ase — the girt linked herself to that week footman. 
" Don't know what place this is, of course ? Covait-garden 
market, my bluebell. This is where we give ten guineaa a jrint 
tOi green peas, and " 

" Drai't they choke you 1" cried the wendi, astounded at what 
she thought a ^fulness of stomach. 

" Go down all the sweeter," answered the epicurean vassal, 
" When they get to ten shillings a peck, they 're out of our squara 
altogether ; only fit for pigs. Noble place, isn't it ! WiU you 
have a nosegay ? Not but what you 're all a nosegay yourself } 
nevertheless, you shall have something to sweeten you ; for that 
Mary Axe — ^well, I wouldn't set you ag^nst it — but for you to 
live there ; you, a sweet little cretur that smells of uotbing but 
Cow's breath and new-mown hay ; — why, it 's just murder in a 
slow manner. So do have a noiiegay ; " oud Sir. Gum insisted 
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npon disbursing threepence for a bunch of wnllflowera, which — 
against his nish and iotentinn — she berself plooeil in her bosom 
Then he aaid : "I do pity jou, going to Mary Asa." 

" But I'm not a going to stay there," Baid the girl : " no — 
1 'm only going to see maater, &nil he 'a to take me into the 
country, to live with sich a sweet young lady." 

" Well, there '11 be a ooupie of you," said Ealph, " I 'm bleased 
H thera won'L And whereabouts 1 " 

"That's telling," replied the girl ; aa thoiigh she stored up a 
profound secret in her heart, that it would take nt lea.^t five 
minutes for Ralph's picklock tongue to come at. This Balph 
felt, BO said no more about it. 

" And here, in this place, wa ma.ke our Members for Weat^ 
mbater — things for Pftrliameut, you know." 

" How droll I What should they bring 'em like turnips to 
market for ! " inquired the wench, wondering. 

" Don't you know 1 Because they may be all the nearer the 
bad tatoes and the cabbage stnmpa. That 's what our porter tells 
me is one of the rights of the constitution ; to pelt everybody as puto 
himself up to go into Parliament. "Well, I 've been done out of 
ii nice chance, I have," aaid the footman with sudden melancholy. 

" What do you mean ) Not lost anything ] " and the girl 
looked sweetly anxious. 

. " Ain't I, though I You Bee, his lordship, my young maater, 
wot and stood iu the country ; and I couldn't go dowu with him , 
Kow, if he 'd only put up for Westmiuster, I 'd just have come 
here in plain ciothea, and dressing myself as if I was a blackguard, 
shouldn't he have known what bad 'tatoea wae [ " 

" Why, you wicked uretur ! you wouldn't have thrown 'em Bt 
him!" 

" Oh, wouhln't I though I " cried Mr. Gum, and he ]inased hia 
tongue round hia lips, enjoy ingly. 

"What for? Is he moh a wicked master — sicli a very bad 
man 1 " inquireil the girl. 

" Dont know that he ia. Only yoa cant think what a pleasure 
H ia to get the upper hand of high folks for a little while j and 
ftatoes and cabbage stumps do it. It's a satisfaction, that's all," 
nid tlie footman. 

" I wou't walk with you — not another step," and the wenoh 
fSgrily withdrew her arm. 

"There you gOj now ; there yon go. Just lifca all you women ; 
'* man makes a harmless joke,— and that 'u all I meant — you 
im IU if it was a dash of lightning. Bless you ! I'd go to the 
vorld'a end for my master, even if I never was to see him ^ftin. 
Shat I would, my sprig of patsLey." 
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"latiiiB theway toMaryAae? If I'm not tteiB directly. Ill 
BBk soiuehmiy else." 

"Just round this taming:, snd it's no way at all." dud 
Mr. Gum vent tlirough the market, and through street aAei 
Btre**, and threadsd two or three courts, the girl loukiog now 
impatient, now diBtrustful At length Ealph paused. " My deaf, 
if I havn't left something at my aunt a ! In that hoose, thare; 
just step in a minute, while I call for it." 

" No, I ahtt'n't," anawared the wench, with a determination that 
iomewhat startled Mr. Gum. " I sha'n't go into any house at all, 
Afore I come to Mary Axe. And if you don't show me the way 
directly, I '11 scream." 

" Why, whftt a little BweeW)riar you are ! Don't I tiili you, my 
auut lives there I A mce, good old soul, as would be glad to see 
you— glad to see anybody I brought to lier. I tell you what, now, 
if 1 must say the truth, I told her what a nice girl you was ; Mul 
how you was waiting for mo ; and the good old 'oman began to 
aeold me ; aad aaked me why I didn't bring you here. I slia'n't 
stop a minute — Qot a minute," 

The girl looked up iu Balpli's face ; looked up so trustingly, and 
again so innocently placed her arm in his, that that great-hearted 
footman must have felt subdued and honoured by the confidence 
of hia cotnpauion. And so he was about to hand her across Mb 
aunt's threshold— he waa about to bring her face to &ce with thnt 
venerable, experienced, yet most mild woman, — wheu, suddenly, 
he felt his right ear seized as by a jlair of iron pincers, and the 
next moment he felt himself apiiming round and round ; and the 
very next moment he lay tumbled in a heap upon the pavemnnl. 
Hia heart bursting with indignation, he looked up, and— aoinehow, 
again he felt another tumble, for he saw in his aas^laut Bright 
Jem, hia mother's brother-in-law ; the meddlesome, low feUow, 
that had always tukeu it upon Mmself to talk to him. A few pauva 
distant, too, waa Mr. Whistle, Bow-street officer, serendy tnming 
his flower between his Ups, and with both his hands in Ids po^ikete, 
looking down upon the footman as though he waa of no more 
account thaii a toadatooL Of course, the girl aoraamed as the 
BBBBult yma committed ; of course, for a few monieuts her rage 
against the ruffian, — the ugly man who had, and so like bis itapa- 
dence, spoken to her at the Brown Bear, — waa deep and womanly. 
But suddenly the face of Mr. Gum grew even a little ilarkor ; 
and the wench, though no scholar, read treason lu evea-y bUck 
line. Hence, with growing calmness, she beheld Mr. Gum eUbo- 
rately rub himself, as he slowly rose from the pavement, 

" Who spoke to you 'I What did you do that for ) " Such was 
the poor jiLktitude that the snutten footman uttered : for guilt wu 
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Beiglied upon him, and ho could not 



" Doesn't his aunt live here 1 " uried the girL " He said it was 
bia aunt that wanted to Eee me 1 " 

■■ The only aunt lie ever had," said Bright Jem, " is in heaven ; 
and— I know it — she's a blushing for him thia very minute. I 
say, Whiatle, couldn't we lielp him to a little Bridewell for all 
this I" 

Mr. Whiatle, shift ing his flower to the iwruer of his mouth, was 
about to aay aometMng ; but it was clear that Mr. Gam had not 
at the moment either tAste or leisure to attend to legal opinions. 
He therefore took to his heels ; and he never ran so iast, hecauae, 
perhapa, he never felt so Uttle as he ran. 

" Now wasn't I right, Whistle ) And didn't I say that there 
was mischief in him J And wasn't it ludcy we followed him &am 
the Bear 1 Well, he has a nice crop of early wickedness, hoan't 
hel" Thus apoke Bright Jem, with a face of wonder. Mr. Whiatle, 
however, was in no way disconcerted or astonished. He was one 
of those unfortunate people — thongh he himself cooMdered his 
happy superiority to arise from the ciroumstance — who had seen 
so much wickedness, that any amount or eccentricity of evil &iled 
to surprise him. He therefore twirled the flower in his month, 
•fid remarked a little phdntively — " "Why was you so quick ? If 
.ffcni'd only had patience, we might have sent him to Bridewell ; 
' now, you \e spoilt it all — spoilt it alL" With these words, 
.and a brief shadow of disappointment on his brow, the officer 
'd^iarted. 

' Poor little soul ! " cried Jem, taking the girl's hand, and 
looldiig paternally m her face — " where did you i;ome fi'om — nod 
hue are you going to ) Come, you '11 answer me, now, won't 
ra?" 

" I Dome from Kent, and I 'm going to Mary Axe. That yonng 

■u, I thought, was taking me the way " — 

" Poor little lamb ! You wouldn't think he was old enough fiir 

'IB big a villain ; liut somehow, he 'a been reared in a hot-bed, and 

be spindled up 'stonishingly. He 's my wife's sister's child, and 

I irill say this for his father ; he was aa good and as honest a 

~' Ker as ever a Christian white man stole to turn a penny with. 

It we can't aend goodneas down from &ther to aon ; it cHu't be 

away, like the family spoons. ' Virtue,' as Mr. CapsUck 

kya, * like vice, doesn't always descend in a right line ; but oAen 

»es in a agzag.' " 

The girl waa an attentive listener ; but we fear did not very 
" ■ understaud the uttered philosophy. She, however, felt 
she had been auatclied from peril by the interference o£ tha 
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odd end uglj-lookmg man before Iier, and gratitude and oonfidenaB 
stirred in her woman's lieart. "Bleaa you, bit; I was very 
nneivil, but I thought^-thttt la — I 'm in audi a tremble — can you 
take me t^ Mary Axe 1 I 'm going to a plac& Perh^e you 
know the gentleman — Mr. Siiipeton } I mean Mrs. Snipeton, his 
beantiful young wife J " 

Jem stared, and marveUed at the atrangeneBs of the ucddent, 
He, however, owned to no acquaiatanee with the fortunate owner 
of the lafiy. "Take my arm," he said, " and I'll leave you at 
the vary door." With thia Jem proceeded onward, and at lengtk 
turned into Long Acre. Passing the door of Capstick — for wa 
believe we have alreadj informed the reader that the memlier for 
Liquorish had token humble lodgings in that district — the door 
opened, and the senator himself, w)th no leas a person than 
Mr. Tangle, attomey-at-law, advanced to the threihold, 

" Eh, Jem ! What 's this ) A thing from the buttercups I 
Where did you pick it up!" cried Capstiok. Now the wench wbb 
no grammarian, yet she seeiued to have a bom knowledge that 
"ic" applied to one of the female gender was alike a violation of 
grammar and good-breeding. Therefore she echoed "it" between 
her teeth, with of course a agnificant tossing of the head. 

Jem olaerved the working of the feminine mind, and immift- 
diatelj whispered to the girl — " He 'a my master and a member 
of Parliament ; but the beat cretur in the world." Jem then in a 
bold voice informed the senator that " the young 'oman was come 
up from the country to go to service at Mr, Snipeton's," 

" Eleas me ! what a very strange accident ! Come to Mr. 
Snipeton's, eh I How very odd I " cried Tangle, feeling that he 
ought to speak. 

In the meantime Bright Jem, with commendable brevity, whis- 
pered to Capstick the iuatory of hla meeting with the gentle way- 
fiirer. " Well, and she looks an innocent thing," said Capstick, 
hie face scarlet witJi indignation at Jem's atory. " She looks 
innocent; but after all she's a woman, Jem; and won 
look whatever they like. They 've a wonderfid way of _ 
pocket-pieces for virgin gold. I don't believe any of 'em ; nei 
thelesa, Jem, run for a couch i and aa Mr. Tangle and myself 
going to Snipeton's, we can all go together. I daro any, yw .^ 
womun, you 're tired of walking 1 You look so ; if, as I say, loolia 
are anything. Jem, run for the coach. Come up stairs." And 
with this invitation, Capstick gently clasped the arm of the maiden 
— a little awe-struck that she felt the pressure of that mysterioos, 
solemn creature, a live member of iwxrliament — and led her, 
ascending, to his room. Mr. Tangle followed, much scandalised 
at the familiarity of the legislator ; and fortilying himself wi^t 
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e determination, not, withoat h. vehement remonBtracce, to ride 

e hackney-coaeli with a miid-of-all-work, 

Mr. Capatick htid, he was accUHtonied to declare, furnished his 

□ with B, vigUant eje to his duties !ie a memher of pBrliament. 

Over hia mantel-piece was Magna Churta, framed and glazed. " A 

fine historic fiction," he would say ; " a beautiful legend ; a nica 

aing'Bong to send men to sleep, like the tnie and tragical hietorj 

I pf Cock Eobin chaunted to children." He waa wont to chuckle 

ightily at the posBage — a fine stretch of iimcy he would call it — 

>ont "selling or deferring joetice,°aad vow itonght to bo written 

I in blood-red letters in the Court of Chancery. " There is fine, 

grave comedy, in this Hheet, sir ; on irony that strengthens tlie 

nerves like a ateel draught. They ought to hang it up on board 

the Tower Tender ; 'twould make pretty reading for the free-born 

Englishman, kidnapptil froni wife and children to fight, and, by 

"le grace uf the cat, to he cut into a hero to vomit eongs about." 

sd in this irreverent, rebellious fashion would the member for 

Bdquoriah talk of Magna Charta. HTe called it a great national 

never failed to allude to it as evidence of the 

a of tine fiction upon a people. "Because it ought to be 

" he would say, " they think it ia." 

And the miaantbrope member hod odd nicknack toys ; and all, 

'■ as he said, to continually remind him of hie duties as a senator 

and a citizeu. He had a model of George the Third's new drop 

in moliogany. " One of the inatitutiona of my country," he would 

aay, " improved under the reign of my gracious sovereign. Some 

' " a hang up the royal portrait. Now I prefer the works of a 

a to hia looks. Every ordinary morning I bow once to that 

as a type of the wisdom and philanthi'opy of a Christian 

once on common occasions, and three times on hnnging- 

Beades this, he had a toy pillory ; with a dead mouse 

I, and twirling in it. " And when I wont an unbending of 

e immortal mind vrithin me — by the way," Capstiek once said 

b Tangle, " what a bow we do sometimes make of the immortal 

1, the better to ahoot at one another with — when I want to 

a little, I place the pillory before me, and pelt the mousB 

titi cherry-Btones and crumbs. And you wouldn't believe it, but 

It does me quite as much good — quite as much — as if the dead 

e was a living man, and the stones and eruniha were mud 

■gga." 

There were other fantaatic movables which, for the present, 

ve must pass. Mr. Capstick, to tbe astonishment of Tangle, 

[■ «>proatihed a comer cupboard, taking therefrom a decanter of 

>ine and a glass. " You ai'C tired, young woman ; and aometimea 

ft little of this— just a little — is medicine to the weary." He 
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then poured out the wine ( which the wsuch obediently swallowed. 
Had it tweu the most uauseouB drug, thure waa such a, mixturt! aC 
kindnesB and authority iu the maoner of the member of fiuj'illl- 
ment, — the physic must have gone down, 

"Mr. Capstick, one word," said Tangle, and be drew the 
senator to a, comer of the room. " Doubtleaa, I made a mistaiib 
But juu know we have important business to tranBact : uud no, 
you never intend to go to Mr. Soipeton'a in the same eiiadx wiUi 
that gentleman's maid-of-all-work t " 

" She won't bite, will she j " aaked Capatiek. 

" Bite ! " echoed Tangle. 

" Coach is at the door, sir," said Bright Jem, entering the 

"Go you first," said Capstick to Tangle, in a tone not to be 
mistaken ; "I'll bring the young woman." And if Tangle had 
been really a four-footed dog, he would, aa he went down stairs, 
have fett a great depreseion of the oaudal member, whilst the 
senatorial mufliu-maker tript uiler him with, the ignominious 
maid-of-all-work. 



CHAPTER Txyr. 



nself. Mid -^m 

w, forltl^H 
ae of tli«^H 



For some days Soipeton had half reaolved to Eurprise his wile 
with a present ; a dear and touching gift, — -the miniature of hei 
father. A gain and again he had determined upon the graceful 
act ; and aa often put the eipenaive thought aside — trod the weak- 
nees down as an extravagant folly. And then it would occur to 
hia benevolence, that be might make a bargnin with himself, 
at the same time impan a pleasure to his spouse. The minial 
was enriched with diamonds ; first-water gems, he knew, for _ 
had lent gold upon them ; though hia wife — at the time Of thtf 
loan she waa yet tmmanaeled — was unconecious of the ready 
money kindness. Her father had withered, died, in the clalch of 
the usurer ; who stUl cherished the portrait of the dead una — it 
was BO very dear to him. The picture had been a bridal preeent 
to Clarissa's mother ; it hod Imn worm in her wedded bosom [ 
though SulpetoD, when he grasped the precious security, knew 
nothing of its history. Well, he would certainly delight Clarissa 
with this sweet remembrance of her father. She knew not of its 
eiiatence, and would bless and love her husband for his auddeo 
goodness. He would give th-e wife the miniature ; it was settled : 
he would do it. "What ! with the diamonds ) " cried Snipeton'a 
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careful genius, twitching bis lieartstriiigs, to pull him up in his 
headlong oonree. "With the diaraonds, Ebenezer Snipeton? 
Are you grown lunatic — doting J Diamonds, eternal diamonds, 
— diamonds everlaafing as the sun — the spiritualised essence of 
Gain — diamonds for one flickering look ; for one sick smile from 
withering lips 1 Have you forgotten the worth of wealth 1 Lost 
man ! are you suddenly dead to arithmetic } Give diamonds to 
your wife ? Pooh ! p>ooh ! Aa women love anything that glitters 
— and aa moreover they love Jnck-a'-lanthomB just as well as 
heaven's own stars — don't throw away the real treasure ; but 
mock it ; sham it ; pass off a jeweller's lie, and let the picture 
'tAaze with the heat and brightest paste. He 'a a fool who throws 
" 'is to pigs, and thinks the pork will eat the richer for the 
BQre. He 's no less a fool who showers diamonds upon his 
'■wife when, knowing no better, paste will make her just as 
gratefiil." And Snijwrton gave all his eara to this scoundrel 
genius, that lived in his heart like a maggot in a nut, eonsammg 
and rotting it. Tliere were limes, though, when the genina slept ; 
ajid then Snipeton — ignorant, unadvised man — was determined ta 
be honeat, generous. He would not countenance the fraud of 
false setting. No ; hia bird of Paradise ; his lamb ; his darling 
Clarissa ; the queen flower in hia life's garden — for she was thin 
and all of these — should have the diamonds. Besides, if given to 
her, they were still his own ; for according to the sweet rights of 
a hosbMid, property so bestowed— with no parchment to bind it — 
might at any time be reclaimed by t)je lawful lord. After all, it 
WBB but lending his wife the diamonds ; though — gentle simpleton ! 
— she might still be tickled with the thought that they were wholly 

It waa the morning after the visit of Crosabone ; and 
Snipeton seated betimes at his cottage window — hia eye first 
wandering among some flowers — his wife's only children aa he once 
bitterly called them — and at length fixed upon the labours of a 
bee that toiled among the blossoms, taking sweet per-centage for 
its honey bank : it was at such a time that Snipeton agiun pondered 
on the diamonds. Again be revolved the special pleading of his 
thrifty genius : again attended to the countei^reaaoning of his 
affectiona ; allowing that he had them, and again allowing that 
affectiona do reaaon. He watched the bee — conaciantious porter 1 
— load itself to its utmost strength, and then bazz heavily through 
the cBflemeut. The insect had taken all it could cany. Wise, 
frugal, man-teaching insect. No ; Snipeton would not give the 
diamonds. He would keep all he could : in bis own grasp. AIL 
And the determination, like a cordial, mightily comforted Uxo. 

At this moment Clarissa entered the room from her chamber. 
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Snipetoii suddenly rose aa to an angelie sia-tor. His wife looked 
BO beautiful— 60 vaij beautiful. With such new sweetneaa in her 
face ; such beaming inildnesa in her eyee ; there was such gmce 
in her motion, that love and vanity aweUedinthe old maii''B heart ; 
and his hand strajigely trembled us it greeted her. His prudential 
genius wus on the sudden paralysed and dumb. Clarissa looked 
a,t her husband, as he thought, never before so lovingly— and for 
the moment, the miser glowed with the prodiguL 

"Why, you are better, love ; much better. Even Croasbone's 
talk has revived jou. Ha ! a:id we '11 have this horse, aod 
straightway : and — and the rose of my life will bloom oguin. 
Look here, my love," It wna done ; even at the last, one Bpusm 
of the heart it cost, but it was over. The miniature — th.it 
diamond-circled piece of ivorj and paiut — vas in Clarissa's hand. 
Astonished, happy, she sud no word, but kissed the sudden gift ', 
again and ageju kissed it, and her tears flowed. " I have often 
thought — indeed, buve long determined to give it yon," eritd 
SmpetoD. 

" Thank — thank you, dear sir. Indeed, yon have made toe 
very happy," answered his wife. 

His wife 1 Did she anawer like his wife ) Was it the voice of 
Ids twin soul — did the flesh of his flesh move with her lips I Was 
it hia other incorporate self that spoke 1 Did he listai to the 
echoes of his own heart ; or to the voice of an alien 1 Wlien tlie 
devil jealousy begins to question, how rapid Ids interrogations I 

" I teli you," said Snipeton, " I repeat — I have all along deter- 
mined that you should have it ; in good season, have it. Tow 
father's picture, who with so great a right to it I He told 
twas oiice your mother's. She wore it, till her death. ~ 
thing 1 He must have loved her very dearly. When Ue spi^ 
of her, and never willingly, lie would tremble as with the agua" 
Clarissa bowed her head ; was silent ; and again kissed the 
picture. "This fondness — these tears, Clarissa, must— if spirits 
know such matters — be precious to your father, now OQce more 
joined with your mother in heaven. Why, what 'b the matter t 
So pale — BO lily white ; what is it, love 1 " 

" Nothing, sir ; nothing but the surprise — tlie joy at this gift," 
laintly answered Clarissa. 

"Well, I see it has delighted you. I hoped so. it 
delighted you ; vety much. You have kiBae<l the picture 
times, Clarissa. Is it not fllty — or have I falsely counted I 
me. Mfty— is it not 1" 

T cannot tell, sir," replied the wife, timidly. •'Can the] 
ouglit they to be counted ) " 

" Why — but then, I am a cold arithmetician — I 
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n ; at laast, all that Ml to my lipa. Can ^u not tell the 
■jLumber vouchsafed to the g^ft 'I Strange I I ciui count, ay, 
Beverj' one, bestowed upon the giver." Mournfully, tiD<] with some 
ViHtternesB did Snipetou speak. His wife, with h alight tremor — 
Kpappreased by strong, Buddeo will — approached him. Pale, sliud- 
Heiing victim ! with mixed emotiona fighting in her face, ehe 
rbowed her head, and placing her cold arma about the old mun'a 
neck, she closed her eyes, and kissed hia lips. 

" Indeed, air, I thaok you. Pardou me ; indeed I thank you 
for tliia and all your goodness." She felt relieved ; ahe hod paid 
the demajided debL 

And Snipetou — poor old man ! — waa he made happy by that 
I areflst How mucli real love was in iti How much truth 1 
I Bow much liypocrisy 1 Or at the beat, enforced obedience 1 It 
Dtuoe not from the heart : no ; it wanted blood and soul. It was 
not the fiery eloquence of love, telling a life's devotion with a 
touch. It was not that sweet communing of conuuon thoughts, 
in aflections ; that deep, that earnest, and yet placid 
interchange of wedded soul with aouL In bis heart, as in a 
crucible, the old man sought to teat that kiss. Was it truth, or 
ftlsehoodi And as he pondered — how mysterionaly are we 
bshioned I — a thing of forty years ago roae freshly to his mind. 
What brought it there I— yet, there it was. Tlie figure, the face of 
ttne who with proved perjury at his lips kissed the book, swearing 
the Mih woa true. 

■ C larissa saw her husbaud suddenly dashed with gloomy thoughti. 
^ey reproached her ; and, instinctively, she returned to the old 
nan's ude, and laying her hand upon hia brow — had the hand 
Men aaonbeam, it had not Hghted the face more suddenly, brightly 
— dM spoke to him very tenderly : " Are you not well, air 1 " 
' "Quite well ; always well, Clarissa, with you at my aide — with 
ron W flTen now." Anc' she looked so cheerful, yes, so alfection- 
|t% — he had wronged her. He was a fool — on exactiog fool — with 
M allowauce for the nntural reserve, the unconciuerable timidity, 
(f M gentle a creature. " And, as 1 was saying, you are better j 

kmoh' better ; and we '11 have this horse ; and but, Claty, 

B, we have forgotten breakfast." Resolved upon a full meal, 
inipeton moved to the table ; and whilst he strove to eat, he 
lilked quite carelessly, and, by the way, of a matter that a little 
disturbed him. " And how do yon find Mrs. Wilton, eh, 
idesnsti" 

Clarissa, with troubled looks, answered — '' Find her, sir J In 
idle not oU we could wish 1 " 

"Oh, honest, quiet, and au excellent housekeeper, no doubt. 
]^ you know her story 1 " 
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" Storj, air I " and Clariasa trembled aa she spoke. " "WbaX 

" Her story 1 Has she not one 1 Everybody, it 's my opinion, 
has; but here's the rab : everybody won't tall it, can't tell it, 
mustn't tell it. Is it cot bo I " 

" It is never my thought, air ; my wish to qaestmn your eipe- 
riencB. You know the worl J, jou say. For my part, I never 
wish to know it. My hope is, to die in my ignorance." 

" True ; you are right ; I "would have it so. For it ia a. know- 
ledge tha^-but no matter. My learning ehall serve for botii. 
Well, she never told you hev story 1 " Witli this, Snipeton ioakfd 
piercingly at his wiie, who at first answered not. At length she 
asked, " Do you know it, air 1 " 

"No : but it is plain she Kaa a story. I am firm in the fnith." 
" Some grief — some sacred sorrow, perhaps," said Olarisaa. 
" We should respect it r should we not 1 " 

" Why, grief and sorrow are convenient words, and often do 
duty for sin and ahame," crio d Snipeton. 

" Sin and shame are grief ajid sorrow, or shonld be to" replied 
Clarissa, mournfully. 

" Humph ! Well, perhaps they are. However, Mi-s. Wilton's 
story is no affiiir of ours," said Snipeton. 
" Assuredly not," cried Clarifisa, quickly. 

" But her melancholy is. Tis catching ; and infects yon. Her 
had spirits, her gloom, aeem to touch all about her with mildew, 
A bad conscience — or a great grief— 'tis no matter whiuh, throws 
a block shadow abont it ; and to come at once to my meaning, 
Clarissa, I think Mrs. Wilton had better quit." 

" Oh, ffir ! " exclaimed Clarissa, " "Twoiild break her heart — it 
would indeed, air." 

"It's wonderful how long people live, ay, and enjoy themselves, 
too, with broken hearts, Cluriasa. I Ve often thought brokan 
hearts were like broken china : to be put nicely together again, 
and — but for the look of the thing — to be quite aa nsetii] fijr all 
house-work aa before. Now Mrs. Wilton's heart " — 

" Do not speak of it. If — if you have any love for me, or "— ■ 
cried Cbrisaa. 

"If I have love ! Well, what think you *" Have I not— eren 
a few minutes since — given good proof 1 '■ It was soraewhal 
distasteful to the old man, that after the ^ft of such diamonds, hia 
love could be doubted. He had better have listened to his good, 
his wiae, his profitable genius, and presented paste. How many 
wives — however badly used ajid industriously neglected — would 
still bestow tbdr lave ! Now he, even with diamonds, could not 
buy it. For hia wife to doubt his love, was to refuse her own 
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And tb'iH after tine disr 

" Nay, I am sure of your love, sir ; oertwn ; moat confidrait," 
stud Clarissa, very calm in such asBuraace. " And therefore know 
you will refuse me nothing. T^h, denj mt ! " 

Again Snipeton's henrtatriagB relajted ; again, listening to the 
music ol tlie enchantress, his ilarker thoughts began to pass away, 
and Ilia soul enjoyed newsunlight. " Nothing— iiottiing," he said, 
" that is healthful," 

" Then promise me tliat Mrs. "WLlicai "hnH remmn. ludeeti, 
you know not how much I have learned of her ; liow much die 
loveB me ; how much she respects you." 

" Eespect ia a cold virtue, I know, Clarissa ; vei'j cold. Now, 
with her tis freezing. I sometimes think she looks at me, oa 
though— hut 1 11 Bay no more. She blights your spirit ; darkens 
your thoughts with her sorrow or her sin, or whatever it may he [ 
and, in a word, she shall stay no longer. I am resolved." 

" Bliglita me ! Darkens my thoughts ! Oh, sir, I would yoQ 
heard her talk. I would you knew the pains she takes to make 
me hiippy ; to make me cheerfnl ; to place all things in the 
hapjiieet ligt^i shedding, as she does, the beauty of her spirit 
ovtr all. Doubtless, she has suffered, but " 

" But — hut she goes. I am reoolved, Clarissa ; she goes, 
Eeaolved, I say." 

And El>eneeer Snipetou struck the table with his fist ; and 
tbr>:w himself back in his chair, as he believed, a statue of 
humanity, hardened by resolution into flint. And very proud he 
felt of the petrifaction. Nor hghtuiiigs, uor thuuderbolta should 
melt or move him, 

Clarissa — her suit was for a mother — ruse from her chair, and 
stood beside her husband. She threw her arms about hia neok. 
Fliut as he was he felt they were not bo lumpish, clay-like as 
when last they lay there. " Dear sir, you '11 not refuse me this 1 
You '11 cot refuse we 1 " Awl Claiiaaa for once looked fiill in the 
eyea o( her huaband. 

" Itesolved," said Snipeton thickly ; and something rose in hia 
tkru&t, " Resolved." 

"No; no. You must promise me — you shall not leave me 

f without," and the anus proBsed closer ; and the ttint they 
•mbraced became soft as any whetstone. " You wilt not deprive 
Bie of her solicitude — her afiection 1 " Snipetou answered not ; 
irben Clarissa — in such a cauHe what cared she for the sacriiice 1 
— fltoojung, kissed her husband with a deep and fervent aiTeotion 
£>r her mother. And the statue was suddeuly turned to thrilliog 
flesh : had the old man's heai-t been atuck with thorns, his wile's 
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lipa wotild have drawn them all away, and made it Wat with 
burning blood. The man waH kiwiecl for an oM woinan ; but he 
set the rapture to his own account, and was directly rich with 
imn^nary wealth. Need we say the man consented 1 What 
otherwise could strong resolution do ! 

A new man, with a newer, brighter world beaming about him, 
Snipeton that day depiirted {cata his rustic home to St. Mary Axe, 
His wife seemed to travel with him, he waa so haunted by her 
looks of n(^w-bam love. And now he hummed some ancient, 
thoughtless song ; and now he smacked Iiis lipe, as with fresliened 
reooUection of the touch that bad enriched Uiem. The uiiBt aoil 
cloud of doubt thai had hung about bis life hud passed away, and 
he saw peoeefulnesa ajid beauty clearly to the eud. And these 
thoughts went with hini to hia dark and dismal city nook, and 
imparted deeper pleasures ev^en to the bliss of money-making. 

This once, nt least, St. Giles was in luck. A few minutea tai^i 
after Snipetoti's arrival, with his new happiness fresh upon I: ' 
the young man presented himself with a letter &om Crussbi 
" He looks an honest fellow ; a very honest fellow," thu 
Btdpeton, eyeing him. " 'Tis a bad world ; a wicked wi 
yet, when all 'a aaid, there are some honest people j yes, i 
must be some." And this charitable thought eiihanced tor i 
nonce St. Oilee. He could not have come in lia{^ier 
" Humph ! and jou have known Mr. Crossbone some time 1 
be sure, he told me, from a child. And your fatlier i 
trying to dn good 1 That 's hard ; plaguy hard [ for people ( 
often killed in that humour. And you Ve bean kind — very 1 
to your mothei' J Well, that 's something ; I think I m^ t 
you. Yes : you may couside r yourself engaged. When can J 

" Directly, Bir," said St. Giles ; who had been duly imp 
by Crossbone with the nooesaity of obtaining Snipeton's pi 
age ; it was so very csaentiul to the happiueaa of hia brdsl^. i 
" Be vigilant, lie carefiil," thus had run the apothecary's couna^ 
"and hi8 lordship will make a man of you!" WhM u golden 
prospect for one who, with th« hopes and worthydeaireeof a msa, 
knew himself to be a social w olf iu the human fold ; a thing to ba 
destroyed, hung up ; awholeaome eiampleto runaway vngabouds. 
To be made a man of, what a load must he lay down ! What & 
joy, a blessing, to stand erect in the world— BJid be allowed to 
meet the eyes of men with confiding looka ! Now, he crept and 
crawled ; and felt that his soul went upon ail-foura. Now, he Kb ' 
times sbriink from a sudden gaze, as from a drawn knife. . " 
his brdship would make a man of him ! Glurioua labour, t 
divine handiwork ! And there ia plenty of such labour, i 
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this broad world, if we liad but the eaniBst-hearted workers to 
grapple with it. How many thousand thousands of buman 
animals ; crentures of outward humanity ; heings on two legs, sre 
yat to be made men of! Again, wlmt is a man ! You, reader, 
may possibly have a pretty correct notion of what he is, or ought 
to be ; now, Mr. Oosabone's ideal of a perfect man was but of a 
perfect rascal. He would make a man aa hu would have made a 
gin, a trap ; the more perfect the anare^ the nobler the humanity. 
And in this aense was St. Giles to be elevated into a man, for the 
direct advantuga of the young lord, and tlieBUppleinentary benefit 
of the apothecary. And St. OilcH bimself— it most not be foi^ 
gotten — had some miagivings of the model-excellence after which 
he was to be fashioned. It just passed through, hia brain that 
ths man he was to be made, might be a man, if not nearer to the 
gallows than himself^ at least a man more deserving (if any 
deserved it) the elevation. There seemed to him new peril to be 
flutde a man of. Yet, what could be do 1 Nothing. He must 
wait ; watch ; and take the chances as they fell. 

Snipeton read the letter. Nothing could have &llen out so 
hiekiiy. A friend of Croasbone's — a man of honour though ha 
dealt in horseflesh — had a beautiful thing to sell ; a thing of lamb- 
like gentleness and beauty. Tlia very thing for Mrs. Snipeton. 
A mare that might be reined with a thread of sUk. Moreover, 
Mr. SoipetoD might have the beast at his own price ; and that, of 
oourae, would l)e next to no-^rice at all. 

" Do you nnderatand horses, my man 1 " asked Snipeton, as he 
finifbed the letter. 

"Why, yes, sir," answered St. Giles; and he mlut have 
auawered yeii, bad the question been of uoicoma. 

"Well, then" — but at this moment, Saipeton's man brought 
in the names of Capatick and Tangle. To the great relief of 
St. Giles, he was ordered into aa adjoining room, there to wait. 
He withdrew as the new visitors entered. 

" Mr. Snipeton, this — this " — wLy did Oapatiok pause 1 — " this 
gentleman is Mr. Tangle, attorney " — 

" SoUdtor," was Mr. Tangle's meek correction. " It 's of no 
oooieqlience, but — solicitor." 

" Pooh, pooh ! It isn't my way, Mr. I always say ' altomey,' 
and then we know the worst," sidd Capstick. 

" I have heard of Mr. Tangle. We never met before — but his 
reputation has reached me," sneered Snipeton. 

" Reputation, air," observed Capatick, " is sometimes like a 
polecat ; dead or alive, its odour will spread." 

" Very true ; it is ; it has," was the coiroboration of Snipeton ; 
uid Tangle, though he tried to smile, fidgetted uueaaily. 
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" Yoti are, perhnps, not nwaro, Mr. Snipetun, that a petition us 
to be preaented to the House of Conunona — my House — for the 
porpofie of tumiiigout its preaeat patriotic member for liquoriabl" 
said Capstick. 

" Indeed ! Upon what groimd I " inquired Snipeton. 

" Bribery. "Would you imugine it 1 Could you think it I 
Charge me with briberf ! " said the member. 

" Pardon me. Not you ; oh, by no meana ! We nevar do Uukt. 
We 're not bo ill-bred. No, air. the crime — that is, the statatbble 
crime— for morals and statutes, air, are aometimes very different 
thingH — the crime of bribery is laid at the door of Mr. Capstiok'n 
agents. Hia agenta, air," aoid Tangle. 

"I had noue ; none whatever. It ia my pride — ii^ indeed, a 
man should be proud of aaytUing in thia dirty, iniquitous world — 
a world of flip-flaps and aumerBcta — my pride, that I was returned 
purely upon my own merits ; if, indeed, I have merita ; a matter 
I am aomettmea incliued to doubt, when I wake up from my first 
sleep. / go into Parliament upon bribery ! I ebould think myself 
one big blotch — a human boil. No ; I can lay my hmid upon my 
breast — -just where I carry my poeket-book— and answer it, before 
the world, — except the price of the hackney coach that carried 
me to the House, my seat didn't coat me aixpence." 

" Ha, Mr. Capatiok ! " cried Tangle, half closing his eyes ; 
" you don't know what friends you had," 

" Yes, sir, I do ; for I 've been intitiate with them all my life. 
Integrity, honour, out-speaking ' — Capstick paused ', and tbe 
next moment blushed, as though, detected in some grass fault. 
The truth is, he was ashamed of himself for the vain-boasting. 
Integrity and liononr ! Suppoaing that he had them — what then I 
Was it a matter to moke a noise about 1 Capatick blushed ; then 
hurriedly said — " 1 beg your pardon. Go on with the bribery." 

"And so they want to turn yon out, ehl" cried Snipeton. 
" The house of St. James can't swallow the muffln-moker. Ha ! 
ha ! I can only wiah you had been a chimney-sweeper. 'Twould 
have been a sweeter triumph," 

" I am quite contented, Mr, Snipeton," said Capstick, majes- 
tically, " as it is. Not that, as one of the social arts, I despise 
chimney-sweeping. By no means. For there may be cases in 
which it would not be such dirty work to clean folk'e chimneys, 
as to sweep their pockets," 

" True i very true," said Snipeton, who never aelfiaUy took a 
Barcaam to himself, when, as he thought, ao ninny of his fellow- 
creaturea equally well deaorved it, " And so to the bribery. We 
must meet this petition." 

" I thought so ; and therefore waited opon Mr. Capetiak to 
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offer my professional services. Tou see, sir, I have peculiar 
advantages — very peouliiir. For although, by that unfortunate 
and moat mysteriouH robbery of the gohi, the bribery— on the 
part of hia lordship — was limited, rather limited ; nevCTthelesa, t 
have here, sir,— here " — and Tangle tapped at his breast — " such 
fecta, that " — 

" I see," said Snipeton ; " and you '11 turn yourself iaaide out 
to oblige U8 1 " 

" I am a free agent ; quite free. Being no longer hia lordship's 
legal adviser — you wouldu't think that that paltry boK of gold 
could have piu1«d us : but so it ia— there is no gratitude in the 
great ; — being, aa I say, free, air ( and in the possession of 

" If you want a cheap pennyworth of dirt you can buy it — you 
can buy it," said Capatiek, 

" Mr. Capatiek ! " exclaimed Tangle with a darkly solemn fiwe, 
"Mr. Capatiek" — but the attorney thought it not profitable to 
be indignant ; therefore he suffered a smile to overflow his eheek, 
as he oontinued — " Mr. Capatiek, you 're a wag." But Tangle had 
in thia a secret consolation ; for in Ills legal opinion he had as good 
ae called the muffin-maker " thief and housebreaker." Tangle 
then proceeded. " What I shall do, I shall do for justice. And 
public juatioe, with her scales " — 

"Bleaa my soul ! I 'd quite forgot the girl Mr. Snipeton,your 
maid-of-all-work from Kent is below. A droll buaineaa. Quite an 
Mcape, poor thing ! But she '11 tell your wife nit about it," said 
Capstick. 

"Tour pardon. Just one minute;" whereupon Snipeton 
repaired to St. Giles. " You know my house ? Mind, I don't 
want all the world to know it. Well, make the best of your way 
there, and— stop. Come down stairs." And Snipeton left the room, 
St Oilea following him. St. Giles— so Snipeton determined — 
should at once escort the wench to Hampstead, Anuther minute, 
and to the joy and ill-concealed ustouiahment of the pair, the girl 
saw in St. Giles the wanderer and Tagrant to whom she hud given 
the slielter of a hani — and he belield in his new fellow-servant, 
Becky, the softhearted maiden of the Lamb and Star. 



ST. GILES AMD ST. JAME8. 



CHAPTEE XXXII. 



"What ia it you look at so eameetly 1 " askoil Mm. Wilton : 
tuid Clarissa, with a fiuehed cheek, plactxl tliu imitiatiirG in 
her boBom. Snipeton hod just quitted the hoUHe— for we must 
take back the reader to that point of time — and Clarissa aat, with, 
her heart in her ejea, gojsing at the youthful features of her 
bther. Ab she looked, with fond curiosity comparing thoae 
features, in their early bloom and strength, tempered with gentls 
franknesB ; as she giieed upon their manly, loving openness, and, 
with her memory, evoked that melancholy, care-worn face, thaL 
Hioiling on nought beside, would always unile on her, ehe fel^^. 
she shuddered — but still she ielt anger, bitterness towards hi 
mother. Her eye, reading tha.t face, could see where pain 
pven a sharper edge to time ; could see where, in the living tuaSf 
oare had doubled the work of years. Surely, she thought, ao fair 
a morning promised u fairer nigbt. That glad uiil hnppy day 
should have closed with a golden sunset, touching with sulemu 
happiness all it shone upon, as slowly irom the earth it piuued in. 
glory. These were the daughter's thoughts as she heard hi 
laotlier'A voice. A momentaty resentment glowed in her dieek- 
darkened her eyes. 

" Clnrissa 1 " 

" It is nothing — a, — a present from M>. Swpeton — from my hus- 
band," said Clarissa coldly. Her mother took her daughter'a hood 
between her own. AfiecUonately pressing it, and with all 4 
mother's tenderness beaming in her face — the only look hvpoorisy 
could never yet assume — she sdiil, " It is well, Clarissa — reiy welL 
It makes me happy, deeply happy, to hear you. I think it is tlia 
firsrt; time you have said ' husbajid.' " 

" Is it so 1 I cannot telL The word escaped me. YetJ 
learn to speak it." 

" Oh, yes, Clarissa. Make it the music of your life 1 
it a charm that, when pronounced, makes all earth's evil 
doubling its bleasinj^ A word that brings with it a sense of j( 
a strength ; a iiuth in human e^cistence. A word that may cli 
beggary itself with content, and make a hut a temple. You 
still pronounce it. Ob, never, never may you know what aj 
it is, to forego that word, The living makes it a blessing ; 
the dead sanctities and hallows it." 

Clarissa felt conscience-smitten, stung with remorse. All heed- 
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leaalx, omelly, she had arriiigned her mother ; thoughtlesB of the 
daily misery that wore Iter ; regardleaa of ihe penitence that 
corroded and eonanmed her. " Forgive me," she aaid ; " forgive 
me, mother. I will lay this lesson to my heart. I will leam 
I apeak the word You ahall atiil teach me its Bostaining 



"A moat unfit teacher ; most unfit," said the mother, with an 
appealing look of anguish. " Your own heart will best instruct 
jou." And theti, with resolute ealmuess, she asked : " What ia 
thia present ) " 

"You shall not know to-day; by-aiid-hy, mother. Afld I have 
a preaaut, too, for you," said Clarissa j and she looked so light, so 
happy, that her mother for the first time dared to hope. Did the 
young vi«un feel at length the wife J Would that aeeming life- 
long sorrow pass away, and the sunshine of the heart hreak ia 
that clouded face t 

" I will he- patient, child ; nay. I will promise what you will, I 
feel so grateful tliat I aee you thua eheei^ — happy. Shall I not 
aay, happy, Clarissa 1 " 

" Oh yes ; very happy," answered the wife ; and a midden 
pang of heart punished the treaaoo of the lips. " But I must not 
be idle to-day, I have so much to do." And Clarissa seated her- 
self at her work ; and the mother silently oucupied herself. And 
80, hour after hour passed, and scarce a word was spoken. At 
length Dorothy Yale, with noiseless step and folded anus, stood in 
the room. 

" Tliey be come," said Dorothy, with unmoved iace, ruhbing 
her arms. 

" Wlio are oome )" asked Clarissa. 

"Why, Becky be come, and a man with her," answered 
Dorothy ; and — it was strange — but her voice seemed to creak 
with suppressed anger. 

"I amglodof that," said Clarissn ; "tell the girl to come tome 
— directly, Dorothy." 

Dorothy stood, rubbing her withered arms with reliewed 
purpose. Her brow wrinkled, and her grey, cold eyea gleamed, 
like sharp points, in her head ; then she laughed. "She was 
brought lip in the workhouse; and to be put over my head I Well, 
it 'a a world ! The workhouse ; and put over my head ! " Thua 
nattering, ahe left the room. Iii a moment, Becky — poasimsed 
^rith delight, swimming in a aea, of happiness — was cuitseying 
before her new mistress. Now, were we not assured, pnat all 

or, that it was the same country wench that lialf laughed at, 
hait llateued to, the flatteries of the deceitful Gum, we should deny 
her ideutity with that radiant piece of fleshand blood, that, gluwii^[ 
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■wnh felioity, bobbed and continually bobbed before Mrs, Snipetoo. 
Certajnly, Ihers is a subtle power of reliDetuent in bappioeBa : k 
HODietliing elsvating, pnri^ng, in tbat expiuiaion of tbe heitrl 
Sudden blisB invests with Hudden grace ; and gives to homelineea 
itself a look of sweetness. The soal, for a brief time, fls^lies forth 
with brighter light ; asserting itaell^ — oh humiin pride is sometimei 
apt to think — in the vulgarest, oddest sort of people. And bo it 
was with Becky. To be sure, all the way from St Mary Aie— 
hanging, and somethnes at puddles and crossing with all b«r 
weight on the arm of St. Giles, she hail felt the refining process 
hinted at above, St. Giles hud talked on what be tbonght 
indiiferent matters ; but tbe -weather, the shops, the passers-by— 
whatever hia silver tongne dwelt upon — became objects of tlu 
dearest interest to the hungry listener ; who now laughed, aho 
knew not why, from her over-brimming heart ; and now bad much 
ado to check her tears, that — she knew it — had risen to her eyes, 
and threatened to flow. She walked in a region of dreams ; and 
intoxicating music broke at every footstep. Could it be true— 
could it be real— thpt that wayfaring, wretched man ; that unbajipf 
creature, with all the world hooting at him, chasing him to deatmo^ 
tion, like a rabid cur, that vagabond, to a suspicious world, dye 
in murderous blood, waa tbe trim, handsome — to her, 1 
ttful ! — young fellow walking' at her side; and now and th«4 
smiling bo kindly upon her that her heart seemed to grow Iw log 
with the blessing 1 And oh — eEtravogant excess of happiness t - 
he was to be her fellow -servant ! He would dwell under ths 
same roof with her ! Now she was steeped in bliaa ; and n 
a shadow fell vpoix her. Yes : it could not be. Tbe happinai 
was too full ; all too complete to endure. 

And yet the bliaa continued — nay, increased. Mrs. Snipe 
that creature of goodness ; tbat angel of Becky's morning dj 
— gave smiling welcome to her new handmaid ; greeted her with 
kindest words ; and, more than all, looked cordially on St. OiUs, 
■who could not remain outside, but sidled into the room topay his 
duty to bis handsome mistresH. The sweetne^ with which the 
spoke to both seemed to the heart of Becky to unite both. Tbt 
ffxVa affection for St. Giles — until that moment unknown to her in 
its strength — appeared sanctioned by the equal smiles of her \iidf. 

At this juncture, anew visitor — with a oonlidenae which hoip 
wont to wear, as though it mightily became him — entered t 
1-oom, paesi:ig before the alow domestic, leisurely bent upon hen' 
ing bis coming. Mr. Crossbone was again in presence of 1 
patient ; ugahx bad hia finger on her pulse ; again looked wi 
professional anxiety in Mrs, Snipeton's face ; as though hia ool 
thought, his only mission in th is world was to continually act tj 
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t of her healing angel. " Better, muoh better, my dear Mrs, 
ajpeton. Yea ; we ahal! be all right, now ; very hood ail right. 
lud 1 have brought yoti the best medicine in the world. Bless 

e!" — and Crosabone stared at Beckj — "the little wench from 

e Dog and Moon." 

"Lamb and Star, bit," awd Becky. "Wonder you've forgot 
be house, HIT ; wonder you Ve forgirf; Mrs. Blick and all the 

"I think it was the Lamb and Star," said Oroasbone ; but 
ben we consider that the apothecary liad already promised him- 
. If a, carriage in London, can we wonder that he should have 
Batten the precise sign ; that he should have foi^tten the poor 
Itildren (weeda that they were) who owed to him an introduetion 
M this over-peopied world J " You are a fortunate young woman, 
at you have been promoted from Buoh a place to yonr present 
. rvice. One always hna one's douhta of the lower orders; never- 
ielBBs, I hope you 'li be grateful." And the apothecary looked 

" 1 hope she ool," eaid Dorothy, with a sneei' ; and as she turned 
Mn the room, she went muttering along — " She was bom in the 
Brkhoose, and to be put over my head ! " 

" I have great faith in Beeky; she'll lie a good, a prudent gii'l ; 
«m Bure of it. You may go now, child, to Dorothy. Bear with 
IT temper a little, and soon she '11 be your friend." And with 
is mconragemcDt, Becky left her mistress, seeking the kitchen, 
qwbl and happy, as pilgrims seek a shrine. In a moment she 
td rewilved with herself to be a wonder of fidelity and patience. 
'.And then for Dorothy, though the ^rl could not promise herself 
to lore her very much, nevertheless, she determined to be to her 
ft pattern of obedience. " She may waJk over me if she likea, and 
I won't «fty nothing," was Becky's resolution ; should Dorothy, 
from the eaprieiousnesa of ill-temper, resolve upon such enjoy- 
ment ; walking over people, giving at times, it must be owned, a 
Btrauge satisbction to the tyranny of the human heart. Now 
Becky, though she had at least nine thousand out of the nine 
tbousanil and three good qualities that, according to the calcula- 
tion of an anonymous philosopher, fall, a natural dower, to the lot 
of woman, was not ordinarily so much distinguished by meekness 
as by any other of the nameless crowd of good gifts. Ordinarily, 
!iuy attempt " to walk over her," would have been a, matter of 
extreme difficulty to the stoutest pedestrian ; but Becky was mol- 
lified, subdued Her heart was newly opened, and gushed with 
idemees. She felt herself soothed to any powers of endurance. 
« houae was made such a happy, serious place to her by the 
B of St. GUea. He would live there ; he would be her 
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daily sight ; her dally miiaic ; and with that tliouglit, all the 
n-orid might walk over har, and she would not complain the 
value uf a single word. She wub astonished &t her own deterniined 
meekness ; she conld nerer Lave baliered it. 

" And Mr. Snipeton — excellent man ! — has hired jou 1 " And 
CrosBhone looked up and down at St. Gilea. " I trust, young 
man, you 'H do no discredit to my good word. It 'a a risk, a great 
risk, at aiiy time to answer for folks of your condition ; bat I 
have ventured for the sake of — of your poor father." St. CWefl 
winced. " I hope you '11 show youTBelf worthy of that honest 
man. Though he vsa one of the weeds of the world, nevartbe- 
leBB, I don't know how it was, birt I 'd have trttsted liim with 
untold gold. So, you '11 be sober and attentive in this house ; 
study the interests of your master, the wiahes of your excellait 
mistreaa who stands before you ; and, yea, you 'U also continue to 
be kind to your mother. And now, yon 'd better go and look , 
to the horse that I've left at the gaiiien. gato." St. Giles, glad 
of the dismissal, hui-ried from the room. He hiwi coloured wad 
looked oonfiised, and shifted so uneasily where he stood, that he 
feared his miatreas might note his awkwardness ; and thus auspert 
him for the lies of the apothecary — for whom St. Giles, in tb( 
liberality of his sh^nefacedness, blushed exceedingly, Gred, 
however, was the aerenity of Ofieebone on all such occosicni. 
Indeed, he took the same pleasure in falsehood that an epieiin 
receives from a well-seasoned dish. H? looked upon lies sa tlie 
pepper, the spices of daily life ; they gave a relish to what wonM 
otherwise be flat and insipid. Hence, he would now and then smack 
his lipa at a bouncing 8am, as though throughout hia whole nwnJ 
nnd physical anatomy, he hugely enjoyed it ; flourished, and pre* 
fikt upon it. 

" And now, my dear Mtb. Snipeton — Mrs. Wilton, with your 
leave, I 'U talk a little with my patient ;" and Crossboue, with an 
imperious smile, waved his hand towards the door. Uis. Wiltun 
stirred not from her sewing i said not a word ; but looked fall il 
the face of her daughter. 

" Oil no ; certainly not," said Clarisaa ; " Mrs. Wilton b 
too much trouble with her invalid, to rafuae to listen 
flirther complaints ; though, indeed, su-," said Clarissa « 
eantly, " I fear 'tis your aniiely alone that makes them at 
very dangerous." 

"Hal my dear madam. Yon are not aware of it — [laUentB 
am't aware of it — perhaps it is wisely ordered so — but the eja U i 
the tme doctor can ace, ma»3am — can see." 

"Pmy go Dn,air," smd Clarissa [ and Crosabooe, a little p' 
needed such encouragement. 
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And with erudite dUcourHe did Cmasbone strive to entertaia 
Ma patient ; who endured, with fullest female reaignation, the 
learning of the doctor. 

St. Giles, leaving the house, harried through the garden to take 

charge of the horse. Arrived a.t the gate, he eaw the animal led 

by a man down the rond, at a greater distmice from the houae 

than was uecesaary for mere exercise. Immediately he ran off, 

calhnj; to the fellow who led the oniroal ; but the man, although 

I he siaekeneil his pace, aever turned his head or answered a 

syllable. "Hallo, my man I" cried St. Giles, "where are you 

leailing that I " — and then he paused ; for Tom Blast slowly 

, turned himself about, and letting tbe bridle iall in his armSi 

j stared at the speaker, 

"Why, what's the matter, mate? I'm only taking care o' 
I tile gentleman's horse ; jest walking him that he mayn't catch 
cold. You don't thiuk I 'd steal him, do you 1 " asked BLtst, 
I winking. 

I " What — what bringa you here again, Blast 1 " stammered 

St, Giles, scarce knoniug what he said. 

" What brings me here ) Why, bread brings me here. Bread 

L t? any aort, or any colour ; dry bread at the best ; for I can't get 

I it buttered like some folks. Well, it's like the world. No 

I' KSpect for old age, when it walka arm in arm with want ; no 

boiiour ur nothiu' o' that sort paid to grey hairs, — when there 's 

uo silver in the pocket. Well, I must say it — I can't help it, 

tho' it go«e Ui my art to say it — but the aooner I 'm out o' tliis 

world the better, for I 'm sick of men. Men I Tliey 're wipei-u 

iritb legs," and the inimitable hypocrite spoke with so much 

80 much seeming sincerity, that St. Gilea was for a 

contbunded by a vague sense of ingratitude ; for a 

be ceased to remember that the old crime-graiuetl man 

Iwfinv him hail been the huckster of his innocence, hia liberty, 

-had made him the banned creature that he was, breathing a 

life of doubt and terror. 

What do yon want) What will aatitdy yout" asked St, 
IB, despniringiy. 

H& ! now you talk with eome comfort in your woice. What 
attjofy me 1 There is some sense in that. Now you remind 
oil. Uttte boy that waa the apples of my eyes, and would have 
been the very likes o' you, bul^well, I won't talk of that, for it 
ttlways makes my throat burn, and makes the world spin round 
rue like a top. I don't want much. No ; I've outhved all the 
rubbiah and gingerbread of life, and care for nothing but the 
linple solids. It 'b a wonder, young moo, what time does with 
n. How, as I may say, it puts spectacles to our eyot, and makes 
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UH look into mill-atonea. What will eatisfy me t Well, I da 
think I could go to the grave cJeeent oa a. guinea a week." 

" Very likely ; I should -think so," suid St. Giles. 

" A guinea a-week, paid reglar on Saturdays. For regtilnrity 
doubles the sum. I might ha' saved as much for my old age, 
for tlie mouey that 'a been through my handa in my time. Only 
the drawback upon thieving is this, there 's mithing oertwn 
in it. Jio man, Let hiiu be as steady as old times, no man as is 
a thief— 

"Hushl somebody may hear you," cried St. Giles, looking 
terrified about him. 

■' I 'm speakin' of a maci'a raisfortun, not his feult," cried tha 
immovable Blast ; " no man as is a thief can lay up for a decent 
old age. Have what luck we will, that 'b where the honest fellan 
get the better on us. Awl so you see, instead o' having notbin' t^i 
do hut smoke my pipe and go to the public^house, I 'm obligated 
in my old age to crawl about and hold horses, and do anything ; 
and anything is always the worst paid wort a man cau t^ 
money for. Now, with a guinea a week, would'nt 1 be a happy, 
quiet, nice, old gen'leman I Don't yon think it's in me, eh, young 

" I wish you had it," said St. Giles. " I wish oo with nil my 
heart. But give me the hriille." 

" By no means," said Blaat. " How do I know you was sent for 
the horae 1 How do I know you mightn't want In steal it ) " 

" Steal it ! " cried St. Giles, and the thought of the past made 
him quiver with indignation. 

" Why, horses are stole," observed Mr. Blast, with the serenity 
of a philosophical demonstrator. " Look here, now : if I was to 
pvB up this horse, what hinders you — I don't say yon would do 
it — but what hinders yott from taking a qniet gallop to Smith- 
field, and when you got there, eelUng him to som.e old gentleman, 

" Silence ! Devi! ! beast 3 " exclaimed St. Gilea, railing hia flat 
at the tormentor, 

" No, no ; you dont mean it," — said Blast — "you wnuldi 
a old man like me, I know you wouldn't. 'Cause if you was only to 
knock me down, 1 kuow 1 should call out, I couldn't help iDyaeU 
And then, somebody might come up ; p'raps a constable ; 
then — oh ! I 'm as close as a cockle with a secret, I am, whenf] 
not put upon, but when my blood 's tip, — bless your soul, I " 
my weakness, I 'd hang my own brother. I should be very i 
in course, arterwards ; but he 'd swing— as I 'm a living s 
he 'd swing," and Blast, as he stai'ed at St. Giles, gently smacked 
his lips, and gently rubbed liis palme 
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" I ask your pardon ; I didn't kn«w whut I said. Here 's a 
ow give me the bridle," HR.id St. Giles, 
I s'pose it 'a all right," said Blast, reodering up his charge, 
and significaiitl; eyeing the coin. " 1 s'pose it 'h all right ; but 
odIj to think of this world ! Only to think that you should give 
ma a sMliing for holding a Itorae ! Well, if a man could only 
know it, wouldn't it break his heart outright to look at the biU 
o' boys that, afore he died, would he put clean over hia head ) 
It 'a a good shilliu', isn't it 1 " 

" To be sure it is ; and an honest one, too," said St. Giles. 
" Olad to hear that ; tho' I don't know it will go a peimy the 
fbrther. I wish the colour had been yellow, eh ) " 

" I wish 80, too, fur your sake. Ootid day," and St. Giles sought 
to sliake his evil gemue off. 

" I "m in no hurry. Time 'a no good to me : you may have the 
nek of any of the four-aud-tweuty hours at your own joice," said 
Blast, following close at his side. '■ And so, they "re turned you 
over from St James's-aijuare to the old nioney-gruhberl Well, 
we 'b very rich ; though I don't think the ao{)a in the pan will be 
many as you 'd been greased with at his lordship's. For all 
Lt, he 'b very rich ; and you wouldu't think what a lot of plate 
old nuui 'b got." 

How do you know that ! ' asked St. Giles. 
" I dream'd it only last night. I had a wision, and I thought 

that the mother of Uttle Jingo " 

" Don't talk of it, man — don't talk of it," exclaimed St. Giles, 

" I must talk on it," said Blast, sidling the closer, and striding 
ss St. Giles strode. " I must talk on it It comforts me. I 
dreamed that the poor soul come to me, and told me to follow her, 
and took me into old Snipeton's cottage there,and showed me the 
silver tankards, and silver dishes, and even counted up the silver 
tearBpwons, that there was no end of ; and then, when she 'd put 
all the ph^ afore me, she vanished ofi^ and I was left alone with 
it. In course you know what followed." 

" I can guess," groaned St. Giles. 

" How rich 1 was while I was snoring, last night ; and when I 
woke I was as poor as goodness. But somehow, my dream 'a fell 
ttue — I can't help thinking it — since I 've fell in with you," 

" How BO, man } What have I to d o with Mr. Snipeton's plate, 
tat to Bee nobody steals it 1 " said St. Giles, firmly. 

" To be sore ; and yet when there 's so much silver about, and 
7 a guinea a week — well, I 'IL say a pound, then — a pound a week 
would moke a felluw-cretur happy, and silent for life — 1 said, 
wlent for life " — 
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St. Giles saddenly paiued, and tamed full npoD Bloat. " Go 
your ways, roan^-go your ways. Silent or not wient, yoo 
do not frightra loe. What I way do fur you, I'll do of my 
own free will, and with my awn money, tiuch as it is. .And, 
after all, I think 'l wUl serve yon better to hold your tongofi, 

" I wouldu't kill the goo»e for all the eggs at once," said Blast, 
grinniug at the figure. 

St. Giles felt deadly sick. He had thought to brave — defy the 
rulRaTi ; but the power of the villain, the fate that witli a word 
lie conb) call down upon hia victim, unnerved him. St Oilea, with 
entreating looks, motioned him away ; and Blaat, leering at him, 
and then toesing up the ahiUiug with his finger and thumb, paaeed 
on, leaving St. Giles at tli-e garden-gate, where atood Clarioa, 
brought there by the earnest entreaties of Croaabone, to view the 
horse — the wondrous steed that waa to endow ita n ' 
new health and beauty. 

" Ton may see at a glance, mndam, there 's Arab blood in 
thing ; and yet as gentle aa a rabbit. Yonng man, just pi 
through her paces. Bless you ! she 'd trot over e^gs, and al 
craok 'em. A lovely mare ! " cried Crossbone, " all her bro"' 
and sisters, I 'm asaured of it, in the royal stables." 

" I 'm afraid, too beautiful — much too spirited for me, » 
Clarissa, as St. Giles ambled the creature to and &o. £i 
ever, Croaebone could make reply — assuring the lady, as he jhu- 
posed to do, that she would sit the animal as securely uid withal 
as gracefully as she would ait a throne,— Mr, Snipeton, full of the 
dust and cobwebs of St. Mary Aze, trotted to the gate. His fiist 
feeling was displeasure, when he saw hia wife exposed beneath ths 
C^n sky to the bold looks of nuy probable passenger ; and than 
ehe turned such a hind itnd cordial &ce upon Intn, that, for the 
happy moment, he could have wished all the dwellers of the earth 
spectators of her beauty, beaming as it did upon her glorified 
husband. It was {ilnin : love so long dormant, timid within het- 
bosom, now flew boldly to her eyes, and curved her Upa, w' ' 
fondest looks and sweetest smiles for her wedded lord. We h[ 
before declared that Snipeton had an intimate acquai 
bis own ugliness : unlike oo many who carry the disMln 
with them through life, yet are never brought to & peiN 
knowledge of it, Snipeton knew his plainness -, it was not ll ' 
power of mirrors to surprise and annoy him. And yet, ii 
dd age, he would feel aa though his uglinens waa, by soiue ui 
lessened, nay, refined into comeliness, when hia wife etnilsdn 
bito. His &oe, for the time, seemed to wear her light. 
thus did this new belief in her atfection give the old man a m 
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£uth in Ms ameuded pkinneBa ; ae though beauty beautified what 

" There, Mr. Snipeton — there 's a treasure. A lovely thing, 
■i|3i ? " cned the triumphant Croasbone. 

"Very handsome, very; but is she well broken— is ahe qnite 
I'S^e!" scud Snipeton, looking tenderly at his wife. 

"A baby might rein her. No mure tricks than a judge; no 
ore vice than a lady of quality." 

" Humph ; " said Snipeton, dismoimting, and giving his horae 

^to St. Giles. "My dear, you will eatch cold." And then the 

Dcient gentleman placed his arm around his wife's waist, and led 

T&om thegat« ; Crossbone following and staring at the endear- 

eat with most credulous looks. It waa ao (strange, so odd ; it 

^med as if Snipeton had taken a most unwarrantable liberty with 

BQie lady of the house. And then the apothecary comforted him- 

ielf with the belief that Mrs. Snipeton only Buffered the tendemeas 

for the sake of appearances : no ; it was some Batisfaction to know 

she could not love the man. " And your new maid ia come. Bhe 

seems simple and honest," said Snipeton. 

*' Oh, yea : a plain, good-tempered soul, that will exactly serve 
Tu," answered Clarissa. 

"Very good — very good." And Snipeton turned into the house. 
I He had thought again to urge his dislike of Mrs. 'Wilton ; to 
iggeet her dismissal ; but he would taie another opportunity — 
IT go she should : he was determined, but would awut hla time, 
I these thoughts busied him, Mrs. Wilton entered the room, 
lowed by Crossbone. Somewhat sullenly, Snipeton gazed at 
le hmuekeeper : and then Ms eyes became fiery, and pointing 
< the riband that Clarissa had hung about her mother's neck — 
vthenband bearing the miniature, yet unseen by the wearer, he 
"imately asked — "Where got you that! Woman! Thiefl 
liere stole you that 1 " 

"Stole ! " exclaimed Mrs, Wilton, ajid she turned deathly pale; 
id on the instant tore the riband from her neck ; and then, for 
6 flnt time, saw the miniature. For a moment, her face was 
] with agony, that seemed to tongue-tie her, and then she 
leked— " Oh, God I and is it he 1 " 
"Detected! detected!" cried Snipeton — " a detected thief." 

10," exclaimed ClariHSa, embracing her parent, 
*Tou shall now know all. She is " — 

9 about to acknowledge her mother, when tha 
lan clasjied lier daughter's head to her bosom, 
Efling the wunls. "No thief, «r," she said, "hut no longer 
r servant." And then, kissing Clarissa, and murmuring — 
it a word — not one word," the mother hurried from the room. 
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Snipetdn liked to be duped. He hugged himself in tlie know- 
ledge of his weakness, mightily enjoying it. And no, lie suffered 
bis wife to nestle close to his chur— to place her hand upon his 
ihoulder — to look with eaj^est, pleadiug eyes upou him — to talk 
iuch lluent sweetness, melting his heart I And whilst dariaaa 
assured him that, in a plajfld moment, ehe had placed the 
miniature about the houaekeeper'a neukj that it was a, wiokedneM, 
a calumny, to think otherwise, — that, in very truth, it wouU 
cause her — his wife, the wife he so professed to love — auch pain 
and remorse to thiuk suspiciously of Mrs. Wilton, — Suipelou, 
that learned man as he deemed himself in the worst learning of 
the world — that sage, who picked his way through the earth aB 
though its fairest places were all the closelier set with gins and 
anares, — he would not see the sweet deceit in his wife's faoe ; he 
would not hear the charitable falsehood flowing from her lipa ; 
no, he would be filled with belief. He would commit a violence 
upon his prudence and blindfold her. She might rebel and 
struggle somewhat : nevertheless, she should wear the bandage. 

This wise determination still grew in his heart ; in truth, the 
soil was favourable to the deceit ; and therefore, next morning, 
enjoying the amenities of break£ist, Mr, Snipeton assured his 
wife that— whatever liis thoughts had been— he now felt the 
deepest, sweetest confidence in Mrs. Wilton. She had shown 
herself a most considerate gentlewoman, and he should ever 
respect her for it. " Poor thing ! I never knew anything of her 
private history — for private histories, my dear " — this teudemese 
had become almost familiar to the husbaud — " privute histories 
ate very often lite private wasps' nests ; things of danger, with 
no profit in 'em : nevertheless, she always appeared to me loo good 
— yes, too good for her situation. That's always a pity," and 
Snipeton continued to breakfast veiy heartily. 

"True, husband, true," said Clarissa; "sucli inequolltiea of 
fortune are very sad." 

"Very inconvenient," cried Snipeton ; "for yon see, my 6ai, 
people who are too good for their employment, are generally too 
bad for their employers. There is no such lumber in the world aa 
broken-down gentility. Always out of place — never fit for any- 
thing. A decayed gentleman, as he 'li called, is a nuisance ; that is, 
I mean, to a man of the world — to a man of business. For you 
see, there's iilways impertinence in him. He always seems to ba 
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thinking of what he has been — you can't get him to think of what 
he is. He becomeB your clerk, we 'U say. Wet), yon te!l him to 
call a, hackney-coach, and he seta about it in a manner that 
impudently Bays to yon — ' Once I kept my own eamoge ! ' You 

I order him to copy a letter or nhat not ; and he draws down the 
oomera of his mouth to let you kno-w that — ' Once in his day, he 

I used to write cheques ! ' Now this is unpleasant. In the lirst 
plaOB one doesn't like any insolence irom anybody; and in the nest, 
if one happens to he in a melancholy, thinking mood, one doesn't 

[ like to be reminded by the hit of d«eay about one, what, for all 
one knows — for it 'a a strange world — one may drop down to one's 
self. A decayed gentleman to a rich man is — well — he 'e like a 
dead thief on a gibbet to the live highwayman. Hal hal What's 
the matter ! " — asked the mirthful man, for he saw Clarissa 
shudder at the illustration, though so very truthful and excellent 
to the maker, " To be sure, I 'd forgot ; you've a tender heart — 
I lore you all the better for it — and don't like to hear abont such 
niatters. And then again Td forgot — to lie sure, what a fool I 
am ! " — And then Mr. Snipeton remembered that, in his virtuous 
denunciation of bankrupt Plutus, ha had forgotten — led away by 
the dazzling hght of simile — the condition of Clarissa'a father : 
liad, in the heat of speech, failed to remember that he had l"inght 
the bridal victim of the necessiticH of her parent. But, Mr. 
Snipeton, as he thought, made immediate amends. For taking 
his wife's hanii, he pressed it very tenderly ; kissed her, and then 
repeated — " What a fbol I am ! " 

(Now this confeaaion— a confession that the very wisest of ns 
might, without any hesitation make to himself three times a day; 
'emuch question whether the discipline ao exercised would 
ikot carry with it more profitable castigation than aught laid on 
with knotted rope — this confe»iaion was not to be expected of so 
sage and close a man as Ebenezer Snipeton, Some sudden 
satisfaction must have betrayed hit" into the avowal : some 
unexpected plessnre, tripping up habitual gravity, and showing 
Ha unthottght-of weakness. Much, indeed, did the wife of hia 

I boBom, as he would call her — and why not ? for do not rocks bear 
flowera 1 — much did she marvel at the humility of her husband 
thAt, even for a moment, placed him on the flat level with other 

, men. But great happiness, like great sorrow, will sometimea 

knock the stilts from under us ; admirable stilts, upon which so 

many of us walk abroad, aye, and at home too : thongh the 

orld, provoking in ita blindness, will often not percdve how very 

01 we are,) 

"But the truth is, dear Clarissft " — continued Snipeton — "I 

I luul a sort of respect for Mrs. Wilton, and tliough I often spoke 
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of it, I really had not the heart to turn her {rom the house. I 
often threatened it : but it 'x » comfort to know it— I conldn't 
have dona it. Now she's gone, 1 feel it." 

" Gone I " eicliumed Clarieaa. 

"Dischai^ed herself, my dear," said Snipeton, ss apon his 
defence. " I found this upon the breaktast table." Hereupon, 
Siiipeton, unfolding a note, placed it in his wife'a hand. Slleutl}', 
with trickling tears, she gazed upon the paper. " I shall have 
no abjection to ^ve her a cba^acter ; none at all : for I feel very 
easy about the plate. I've no doubt, though I've made no inquiry 
as yet, that all 'a safe to a salt-epoon. Not that she tells us where 
she's gone ; nevertheless, I feel my heart at ease about the pro- 
perty. Come, come, now — don 't be weak — don 't be silly. Yon 
should not attach yonrselfin this way to a servant. It 's weakness 
—worse than weakness." Thus spoke Snipeton to his wife, who 
had sunk back in her chair, and covering her tace with her hands, 
was sobbing piteously. 

At this moment Dorothy Vide moved into the room. " Will 
mistress ride to-day, the man ■wants to know!" 

" Yes, she wilL Yea, my dair, you wiU " — repeated Snipeton, 
moving to Clarissa, and very tenderly pi acinghia arms around h^; 
and shuddering, she endured him. " You hear ; let tho horses be 
ready in half-an-hour. Go." And Dorothy went ; hut not athiHi^ 
the &ster for the Ihundeiing monosyllable discharged at he 
" You 'il see me on my way to town t Some way ; not fer j n 
a mile or so, "Us such a morning ; there 's so much heaven oon 
down upon the earth. Such weather I Yriu '11 take health wi^ 
every breath. Eh, Clarissa 1 " And again the old man threatened 
an embrace, when the victim rose. 

"Be it B« you will, sir," — said Clarissa — "in half-nn-honr I 
ahall He ready." And she left the room. 

Now was Snipeton delighted with her obedience ; and sow, ho ■ 
paused in hta triumpiiant strides about the room, to listen. H*d I 
she really gone to her chamber 1 Ashamed of the doabt, lis J 
valked the faster — walked aiid whistled. And then he w>i 
happy, the room was too small for his felicity ; he would ft 
and eipaod himself in the garden. He 80 loved a garden j 
thenhecould walk amid the shrubs and flowers, with his q^ upott^^ 
the window that enshrined th e saint, his soul so reverently bowed 
to. How frankly she yielded to his wish I Every day — he was 
qoiteauTB of it — he was becoming a happier and hapjaerhusbwiA 
He looked forward to years and yenre of growing joy. To b« 
sure, he was growing old : but still looking onward, the nearer the 
grave, the less we see of it. 

" If you please, sir,"— sdd St. Oilea to his new master, «■ 
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lie entered the garden, — " do yoa put up both the horses in the 
city ? " 

"No : your miatreaa will come lidclt," aajd Snipeton. 

"Alone, sirl" aaked St. Gilea; and the hnabauc!, as though the 
vords had atung him ^ stjirted. 

" Alone ! Wliy, no : dolt. Alone ! " There was something 
hideouH in the question ; something that c.'Uled up a throng of 
terrors. Clariusa alone, with the world's wicked eyea staring, 
smiling, winking at her I 

" Humph ! I had forgotten. As yet, we have hut two horses, 
Fool that I am 1 " A second confession, and yet early day ! And 
Snipeton, musing, walked up and down the path : and plucking a 
flower, rolled it betwixt hia finger and thumb to assist bis medi- 
tation. She had cotiHeuted— bo kindly, bUlhely consented to his 
wish, that it would be cruel to her — cruel to bimHplf — to dis>- 
appoint her, " Now, my man, be quick. Enn to the Flask, and 
in my name, get a horse for yourself. In a day or two, we must 
see and mount you — must see aud light upon a decent penn "orth. 
Quick. We musn't keep your mistreaa waiting. And harkye ! 
take my hut orders now, Wien jou return, you will ride close — 
very close to your lady : ho close that you may graap the bridle : 
the horse may lie skittish : and we cannot be too cautloua. Obey 
me ; and you know not how you may serve yourself. Go." St. 
Giles ran upon his errand, and Snipeton, after a turn or two, 
after another look at the chamber- window where, it so strangely 
comforted him, to see, through the curtain, his wife pass and 
repaaa — walked towards the stable. He began to hum a tune. 
Suddenly he stopped. He had never thought of it before ; but — it 
was a whim, a foolish whim, he knew that — nevertheless he now 
remembered that his wife never sang, Not a single note. Perhaps 
she c3ould not sing. Pshaw ! There was an idleness of the heart 
that always saug — somehow. Arid thus, for a. minute, Snipeton 
pondered, and then laughed — a Uttle hollowly, but still he laughed 
— at the childishness of his folly. 

Mr. Snipeton was by no means a proud man. He was not one 
of those incarnate contradietiona that, in the way of business 
would wipe the shoes of a customer in the uounting-house, yet ring 
up the servant to poke the lire at home. No : he was not proud. 
He refiised not to put his hands to hia own snuffers if the caudle, 
or his own convenience, needed them. Aud so, entering the 
stable, and seeing the mare yet unsailiUed, he thought he would 
make her ready. And then he putted and caressed the beast aa 
the thing that was to bear the treasure of his life : even already 
he felt a sort of regard for the creatui'e. Ue wius abi lut to saddle 
the Briimal^ wlieu he heard, as he thought, his wife in the garden. 
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He hurried out, and found ClariHsa, alread; babiteil, awaiting 
him. And Btill liia heart grew bigger with new pride, when he 
Baw his wife ; she looked bo newly beautiful. Wliat wondrous 
excellence she had ! Under evary new aapeot, she showed another 
loveliness 1 If he could only be sure that so aweet — so gracious a 
cTEatnre loved him— him — so old and — and — bo uncomely a man ! 
And then she wanly smiled ; and he felt sure of her heart : yes, 
it was beating with, a part ajid parcel of, his own — pulse with 
pulse— throh for throb — their blood commingled — and their spirits, 
like flame meeting flame — were one ! 

" Why, Clarissa, love, you never looked bo beantiful — never 
—indeed, never," said Snipeton, and the old moD felt aick with 






" Beautiful, master, isn't missua 1 " said Becky, and with her 
opened hands, she smootheii down the folds of the riding- dres^ aa 
though it was some livbg thing she loved ; and then she jjazed at 
tho beauty of her mistress, beUeving it would be wrong to think 
her quite an nngelj and just oa wroug not to think her very a. 

" Tour horse is not yet sail Jled, love," said Snipeton, taking 
wife's hand, " not yet, dearest." 

" Bless yon, master, now missus is drest, I'E saddle hei, 
Becky, and she ran to the stable. Most adroit of handmuda l> 
Equal to tie a bobbin, as to buckle a girth ', And ere St. Giles 
arrived from the Flaak with his borrowed steed — it had a sorry, 
packhorse look, but as the landlord assured the borrower, was 
"quite good enough for him ; who was hei "—the mare was ready. 

*■ Well, 'twill serve for to-day, but nest time we must do 
better thiui that," said Snipeton, glancing at St. Giles's horse ; 
and then he tui-ned to lift hia -wife into the saddle. Untouched by 
his hand, she was in a moment in her seat : another nioment, 
nay, longer, Snipeton pause"! to look at her ; ha had never before 
seen her on horseback. At length the riders went their way, 
Becky, hanging over the gate, now looking at her mistrew — and 
now, with red, red face and sparkling eyes, bobbing her head, and 
showing her teeth to St. Giles, doing his first service as groom to 
Snipeton — and doing it with a. sad, uneasy heart : for he felt that 
he was the intended tool Ibr some mischief — the bondslave to 
some wrong. And with this thought in his hrain, he looked doll 
and moody, and answered the eloquent farewells of Becky, with a 
brieC heavy nod. 

" WeU, I "m sure ! " said Becky, as she thought, to her own 
snubbed soul. 

"What 's the matter!'' asked Dorothy Vale, who stood rubbing 
h» arms, a pace or two behind her. 
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" Nothin'. Wliat bLouW be 1 I never kU anything be the 
matter. Only when people look gcod-by's, people might answer," 

" Htt ! child," replied Mrs. Vale, with un extmordiuatj guah of 
eloquence, — "men upon foot is one thing — men upon horseback is 
another." How it was that Mrs. Vale condescended to the ntter- 
Bnce of this wisdom, we cannot safelj saj ; for no thriilj houae- 
wife ever kept her tea and sugar under closer look than did she 
the truths, imquestioiiably within her. Perhaps she thought it 
would twit the new maid — the interloper — brought to he put over 
her head. And perhaps she meant it as a kindly warning : for 
certainly, Dorothy felt heraelf charitably dispoaed, Mrs, Wilton 
bad left the cottage ; and of course that girl — that chit — could 
never be mode housekeeper. However, leaving the matron and 
the m^d, let as follow the riders. 

Great was the delight of Snipeton, as he arnhled on, his wife at 
bia dde ; her long curie dancing in the air ; the nimble blood in 
her face ; and, aa he thought, deeper, keener affection sparkling 
in her eyes. Kever before had he taken such delight m horae- 
nianship : never had felt the quick pulaation — the new power, ds 
though the horse communicated its strength to the lider — the 
buoyancy, the youthiiilnees of that time. And atill he rode ; nnd 
elill, at his ude, hie wife smiled, and glowed with Iresher beauty, 
sad her ringlets — as they were blown now about her oheeka, and 
DOW upon her Upa, how he envied them ! — etDl danced and flut< 
tered, and when suddenly — as at some blithe word dropt from 
him — she laughed with such a honied cfauokle, she seemed to hhn 
an incarnate spell, at whose every motion, look, and sound, an 
atmosphere of love and pleasure broke on all around her. Poor 
old man ! At that delicious moment, every wrinkle had vanished 
from his brow and heart. He felt ba though he hnil caught time 
by the beard, and had made him render bock every spoil of youth. 
' I brain sang with happineaa ; and his blood burned like lava, 
bid so rode they on ; and Snipeton little heeded — he was so 
young, so newly-made — the ateed tha-t, with asthmatic roar, toiled 
heavily behind. They croaaed the heath, — turned into Highgate, 
and with more careful pace descended the hill. Every minute 
Snipeton felt more precious, it was so close to the last, when he 
must leave, for some long hours, his life of life I — 

(Now, is it not aad — we especially put the question to the Eve 
whose eyea may chance to rest upon "these ink'stnined thoughta — 
is it not a matter, tears being upon hand, to weep over, to think 
of love in love's paralysis, or dotage ? Love, with cherub faoe and 
pale gold locks, may chase his butterflies — may, monki^ aa he is, 
climb the Hesperian timber, pluck the fruit: he ia in the gay 
audacity of youth, and the bender years of the oS«uder nnk 
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feloniflB to petty larceniaa. But love — elderly love — to go limping 
after pttinttd fancies— to try to reach the golden apples with a 
crutch stick, — why, set the offender in the pillory, and abower 
upon him laughter.) 

We have written this paragraph whilst Mr. Snipeton — in the 
king's highway, miil, moreover, upon horsal>aek — kissed hia yiiuog 
wife, ClariBsa. Although the inun kissed tho woman through a 
wedding-ring — a lawful circle, and not a Pyramue and Thiabe 
chink — we have no excuse for him, save this, it had been di'sgged 
from him. Bhe — potent highwaywoman— had made him sttrrander 
hia lips by the force of death-dealing weapons, He was about to 
sepamta from her. He took her by the hand — graaped it— ahe 
looked in his eyes, and — we eay it — the old husband kissed his 
young wife ! 

" Cftw — caw — CftW 1 " At that nary moment— yea, timing tba 
very smack — a caiiion crow, flapped its vans above the heads ut 
tncLa and wife, and hovering, thrice cried " caw — eaw — caw," — 
and then flew to the northward, it might be to tell to gossip crowi 
of human infirmity ; it might be, like ooward scandal, tg 
upon the dead. However, tho married pair separated. He w 
return early — very early that day — to dinner. And ahe y 
gently amble homeward ; and— aa she knew she wai 
of his Boul— ahe would l>e very careful not to take coliL StU 
would promise him— aye, that she would. 

" Remember — close — very close," said Snipeton, h 
to Bt. Giles ; and then agaiu and again he kissed hia hands to 
his wife's back. "She might look ouee behind," thought Snipeton, 
gravely ; and then he smiled and played with hia whip. It m* 
not imposKble — nay, Jt was very likdy — she was in tears j and 
would not show the sweet, delicious weakness to the semknL 
And still Snipeton paused and watched. How beautifully she 
rode ! Strait as a pillar 1 And how the feather in her hitt sank 
and rose and fluttered, and how his heart obeyed the motion, as 
though the plume were waved by some enchantress. 

He wished he had taken her with him to St. Mary Axe, 
What j lUde with her through the dty 1 And then he recoiled 
from the very thought of the thousand eyes opened and staring 
at her — as though by very looking they could steal the I' 
they gazed at— recoiled as from so many daggers, Sti 
watJ^ed her. Something made him, on the sudden, unc^_ 
And then, ns if at that moment it had only struck upon hia <■ 
he heard the clanging cry of the crow, Another momest) fl' 
he loudly laughed. Was it anything strange, he askad fa 
that crows should oaw 1 And then again he looked g' 
than before. 
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He woulj! go home, he thought. For ouce he would mrike 
holiday, doing double work on the morrow. Yea ; he would 
not toil in the gold-mine to-day. And now Bhe had turned the 
Ituie. It was too late, Beaidea, buaineaa was ever jealaua — 
revengefnl, liove her as you woidd for jeura, the beldanie 
biMjoked no after neglect. She wuuld have her dues — or her 
revenge. And with this thought, Suipetou stuck his spurs to 
hia horse, and rode as though he was riding to Paradise oi a 
hundred per cent, 

"1 ask jour [)ardon, ma'am," snid St. Giles to Clarissa, about 
to put her horae to its speed, " but master told me to follow close, 
and — indeed I ask jour pardon — but 'tisn't poasible, mounted aa I 
am. I've had a hard bout to keep up, as 'tis, No oifenee, mu'mo," 
said St. Giles, very humbly, 

" Oh, no ; WB shall soon be at home — 'tis not so tax" answered 

' L ] and her altered look, her moumfiil voice surprised him. 

It was plain her cheerfulness had been assumed ; for on the 

idden, she looked wearied, sick at heart. Poor gentlewoman I 

perhaps it was {carting with her husband. No : that generous 

thought was banished, soon as it rose. Already St. Giles had 

more than a servant's love for bis young mistress ; she spoke so 

sweetly, gently, to all about her. And then — though he had 

sed but one evening with his fellow-servant, Becky — he had 

mad from her so much goodness of the lady of the house. 

n and again he looked at her ; it was plain, she had oveT- 

iked her spirits ; she looked so faint — so pale. 

"Dear lady— beg your pardon — but you're not weL," cried 

St Giles. " Shall 1 try and gallop a.fter master 1 " 

" No — no ; it is nothing. A little fatigued — no more. I am 

unused to so much eieroise — and — nothing more. Let ua hasten 

mtrolling herself, she put her horse to an amble, 

i. Giles whipping and spurring hard his wretched bettst, to 

Klbllow, that, nevertheless, lagged many yards behind. A hotse- 

u overtook him. 

" My good man," said the stranger, " can you tell me the way 

■ to Hampstead church 1 " 

" I don't know — I 'm in a hurry," emd in vain St. Giles whipped 
bud spurred. 
" Humph I Your beast is not of your mind, any how. 
B'^Vould be hard work to steal a hi>rHe, hke that, wouldn't it 1" 
|. asked the man. 

" and St. Giles looked full in the speaker's face, 
e indignant smile. Sorely, he had met that man 

"Come, fellow, you know met "stud the stranger, "Once would 
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have done me a good turn. I see — now you recollect me. Yes ; 
we are old acquaintaDce, are ice not 1 " 

" No, air ; I know uothiiig, " said St. Gilea, but he ahook with 
the lie he uttered. Too well Le knew the man who, witli looks ol 
triiunphaat vengeauoe, scowled and smiled upou him. It was 
Bobert Wiilia ; the murderer loosed from his honde hj tbe magic 
tongue of Mr. Monteeute Crawley. " I beg, bit, you '11 not slop 
me. For the love of goodnesfl, don't, sir," — and St. GHlea trembled, 
aa though palsied. 

" For the love of goodnesa ! Ha ! ha ! For the fear of the 
gallowa, you mean. Now, lieteu to me ; felon— returned trans- 
port. That lady must not go hack to her home. Nay — 'tis all 
settled. She goes not back to old Snipeton — the old blood-sucker ! 
—that 'b flat." 

" What do you mean ) " cried St. Giles, Btunned, bewildered. 

" My nieauing 's plain — plain as a halter. When we last met, 
you 'd have put the rope around my neck. Pajse one cry — stir a 
foot foster than 'tia my wdl, and — oud aa sure as green leave* 
hang from the boughs above you — so surely— but I see you under- 
stand—yes, you are no fool, Master St. (iiles, though Hog-lane 
was yuiu' turth-plooe and school, and Mister Thomas Blast — yon 
see I know your history — yonr only teacher." 

" Do what you will ! Hang, gibbet me ! — you shan't ky 
on that blessed lady I " And St. Giles, throwing himself from 
useless horse^ ran, like a deer, after hia mistress, Willis, 
threats and curses, following. St. Giles, finding his ptumer 
upon him, suddenly stopped, and, as Willis came up, leapt at 
with the purpose of dragging him from the saddle, and oiountiBg 
his horse. In a moment, Willis, beneath his assailant, wmb rolling 
in the dust ; but as St. Giles was about to leap upon the hors^ 
he was levelled to tlie enrtii by a blow from Torn Blast, who — be 
was a wonderful man for hie age ! — sprang with the a^ty of 
youth, from a hedge. 

" What 1 " cried his early teacher to the prostrate St. Giles, — 
" you 'd do it agin, would you ? Well, there never waa eieh A 
fellow for stealing borse-fieah I You was bom with it, 1 e'poM," 
— said the ruffian, with afiected commiaeration, balancing tbe 
cudgel that had struck down, the vanqniahed — "you waa bom 
with it, and — poor fellar — it 'a no use a blaming you." 

In a moment, Willis had remounted his horse, and ahakiiig hia 
clenched fist over St, Giles, gnJloped off, 

"How now!" gaaped St. Giles, his sense returning, "how 
now," he cried, opening his eyes, and atajing stupidly in the fitce 
of Blast, " what 'h the matter 1 What 'a aU this J " 

"Why, the matter is jest this," said Blast. " Ycput missus is 
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mncli too good for your master. That 'h the 'pinioD of aotnebody 
«a ahall be nameless. And au you iiLuy go home, mid tell 'em Dot 
to wait dinner for her. It 'e wiekedneaa to epile meat." 

*■ Tell me — where is sLe J — where have tliey carried her 1 — tell 
me, or — " and St. Gilua, sa/Jng Blaat, was apeecMeaa with, 
passion. 

"I '1] jeat tell jou thia much. Yoar lady's in very good 
company. And I '11 tell you this, partic'larly for yourself: 
if you go on tearing my Sunday coat in that nmaner, I know 
where the conatable lives, and won't I call him ! " With this 
dignified rebuke Mi'. Blast released himself iVom the hands of 
)iia captor, who — with a look of stujnU misery — suU'ered liini t« 
walk away. 



CKAPTEE XSXIV. 

tm now ia Bnipeton widowed. Yes : with a living wife, dftmned 
to woret widowhood. It would liave worn and tortured tha 
.qiirit within him sometimea to wander from the desk to tha 
dinrohyftrd, and there look down upon ClariaBa's grave. To have 
.read, and read with dreamy, vacant eyes, the few tombstone 
■yllbblea that sum up — solemidy brief— the hopeti, and fears, aud 
'wrongs, and wretchedness ; the pleasant thoughts and aehiug 
vearinesa that breath begins aud enda. " Clurisso, wife o! 
£beneiter Siiipeton, died."— Words to dim a husband's eyes ; 
to cany heaviness to the heart ; to numb the soul \ and for a time 
to make the lone man, with his foot at the treasure-holding grave, 
feel the whole world drifted from him, aud be left landed oo the 
Jittla spot he looks on. And then breaks small, mournful musio 
&om those words : pleasant, hopeful aounds, that will mingle 
^et name with his j that will make him own the dear, the still 
i&eorporate dead. The flesh of his Sesh, the bone of his bone, is 
lapsed into the disgrace of death : it is becoming the nourishment 
of grass ; and still his heart yearns to the changing foi-ra ; atill it 
ii a part of him ; and his tender thoughts may, with the coliined 
dead, love to renew the bridal vow the dead absolves him of. And 
Bnipeton, his wife in her windiug-eheet, might ao have solemnised 
It second wedlock. For surely there are such nuptials. Yes ; 
■eoomi marriages of the grave between the quick and the dead, 
with God and his angels the sole witnesses. 

And Suipetoii was denied such consolation. His widowhood 
permitted no such second troth. Living to the world, his wife was 
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Snipbton liked to be JiipecL He hugged liiniaelf in lUe know- 
leilge of Ilia weaJmeaij, mightily eDJujring it. And ao, lie suffered 
hie wife to nestle close to his chair — to place her hand apon hie 
ehoulder — to look with eai-nest, pleading ejee upon him — to taJi 
Buch fluent eweetuesa, melting hia heart ! And whilat Clari*» 
assured bim that, in a playiiil moment, she had placed the 
miniature about the housekeeper's neck, that it was a wickednus, 
a calumny, to think otherwise, — that, in very truth, it would 
cause her — his wife, the wife he so professed to love — such piun 
and remoi'se to thiuk suspioioualy of Mra. Wilton, — Suipetou, 
that learned man as he deemed himself in the worst learning of 
the world — that sage, who picked hia way through the earth as 
though its taireat placee were all the closelier set with gins and 
enares, — he would not aee the sweat deceit in his wife'a face j he 
would not hear the charitable falsehood flowing from her lips; 
no, he would be flUed with belief. He would commit a vioWce 
upon his prudence and blindfold her. She nii^ht rebel and 
Btru^le somewhat : nevertheless, she should wear the handle. 

Thia wiee determination still grew in his heart ; in truth, the 
Hoil was &Tourahle to the deceit ; and therefore, next morning, 
enjoying the amenities of breakfast, Mr. Snipeton assured hia 
wife that— whatever Ids thoughts had been— he now felt the 
deepest, sweetest confidence in Mrs. 'Wilton. She had shown 
herself a most considerate gentlewoman, and he should ever 
respect her for it. " Poor thing ! I never knew anything of her 
private history — for private Liatories, my dear " — thia tendenie^ 
had become almost familiar to the husband — "private histories 
are very oHeu like private wasps' nests ; things of danger, with 
no profit in 'em : nevertheless, she always appeared to me too good 
— yes, too good for her situation. That's always a pity," and 
Snipeton continued to breakfast very heartily. 

"True, husband, true^" s&id Clarissa; "suah iuequalitiea of 
fortune are very sad." 

"Very inconvenient," cried Snipeton ; " for yon see, my dear, 
people who are too good for their employment, are generally too 
bad for their employers. There is no such lumber in the world M 
broken-down gentility. Always out of place — never fit for any- 
thing. A. decayed gentleman, as be 's called, is a nuisance ; that ia, 
I mean, to a man of the world — to a man of buainess. For you 
see, there'a always impertineince in him. He always seemii tu be 
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blinking of what ha has been — yoia tun't get him to tliiiik of what 
he is. He bacomea your elerk, we 11 say. Well, you tell him to 
call a httokney-coBch, anii he eeXa about it in a mannar that 
impudently aaya to you — ' Once I kept ray own can-iaga ! ' Yon 
order him to copy a letter or what not ; and he draws down the 
oomera of hia mouth to let you kuow that — ' Onee in his day, he 
used to write chaquea 1 ' Nov thia ia unpleasant. In the hrat 
plane one doesn't like any inaolence from anybody ; and in the next, 
if one happena to he in a melancholy, thinking mood, one doesn't 
like to be reminded by the bit of decay about one, what, for all 
one knows— for it 's a strange world — one may drop down to one's 
8el£ A decayed gentleman to a rich man is — well — he 'a like a 
dead thief on a gibbet to the live highwayman. Ha! ha! What's 
the matter t " — asked the mirthful man, for he saw Clarissa 
shudder at the iliustratiou, though so very truthful and excellent 
to the maker. " To be sure, I 'd forgot ; you've a tender heart — 
I love you all the better for it — and don't like to hear about such 
matters. And then again I'd forgot— to be sure, what a fool I 
am I " — And then Mr. Suipeton remembered that, in his virtuoim 
denunciation of bankrupt Flutua, he had foi^otten — led away by 
the dazzling light of aimile — the condition of Clarissa's father : 
hadgiQ thefaeat of speech, &iled to remember that he had iNiught 
the bridal victim of the neeesaitiea of her parent. But, Mr. 
Snipeton, as he thought, made immediate amends. For taking 
hia wife's hand, he pressed it very tenderly; kissed her, and than 
repeated — " What a fool I am I " 

(Now thia confesMon — a confession that the vary wisest of ns 
might, without any hesitation make to himaetl' three times a day; 
and we much question whether the discipline so exercised would 
not carry with it more profitable castigation thaji aui2;ht laid on 
with knotted rope — this confeasion was not to be expected of so 
sage and close a man aa Ebenezer Snipeton. Some sudden 
■atisfaction must have betrayed him into the avowal ; some 
unexpected pleasure, tripping up habitual gravity, and showing 
its unthought-of weakneaa. Muoh, indeed, did the wife of his 
bosom, as he would coll her — and why not ) for do not rocks hear 
Sowers 1 — much did she marvel at the humilily of her husband 
that, even for a moment, placed him on the flat level with other 
men. But great happiness, like great sorrow, will sometimes 
knock the stilts from under us ; admirable stilts, upon which so 
many of us walk abroad, aye, ajid at home too : though the 
orld, provoking in its blindnoaa, will often not perceive how vety 
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" But the truth is, dear Clarissa " — continued Snipeton — " 1 
had a sort of respect for Mrs. Wilton, and though I often apok( 
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of it, I really had not the heart to turn her from, the house. I 
ofteu Uireatened it : but it 's a. eomfort to know it — I couldu't 
have ilone it. Now she's gone, I feel it." 

" Gone I " exclaimed Clarissa. 

"CiBoharged herself, mj dear," Haid Snipeton, as upon Ilia 
defence. " I found thia upon tlie breakfast lable." Hereupon, 
Snipeton, unfolding a note, placed it in bis wife's hand. Silently, 
wiUi trickling leow, she gaaed upon the paper. " I shall have 
no objection to pve her a character ; none at all: ftir I feel Terj 
easy about the plate. 1 've no douht, though I 've made no mqiiiry 
as yet, that all 's safe to a Balt^spoon. Not that she tells ua vhere 
she's gone ; nevertheless, I feel my heart at ease about the ]iR>> 
ped^y. Come, come, now — don "t be weak — don 't be silly, Tad.> 
should not attach yourself in this way to a servant. It 'e weak 
— worse than weakneBS." Thus spoke Snipeton to his ■wrife, 
had auuk back in her chair, and covering her dee with h^t 
was sobbing piteoualy. 

At this moment Dorotliy Vale moved into the 
miatreasride to-day, the man wants to know?" 

" Yes, she will. Yee, my dear, you will "—repeated Snipeton, 
moving to Clarissa, and very tenderly placing his arms aroiuid her; 
and shudtleri];g, she endnred him. " You hear; let the horses be 
ready in hiilf-an-honr. Go." AiidDorothywent;butnot athoUj ' 
the faster for the thundering monosyllable dischai^ed at 
" Yon 'E see me on my way to town 1 Some way ; not far ; 
a mile or so. 'Tis such a morning ; there 's so much heaven c 
down upon the earth, Such weather t Yon '11 take healtJi ^ 
every breath. Eh, Clarissa t " And again the old mnn threatened 
an embrace, when the victim rose. 

" Be it as you will, air," — said Clarissa— " in balf-an-honr I 
shall be ready." And she left the room. 

Now was Snipeton debgbted with her obedience ; 
paused in his triomphant strides about the room, to liaten. Km|i,' 
she really gone to her chamber ) Ashamed of the doobt, 
wdked the faster — walked and whistled. And then hewM a(^j 
happy, the room was too small for his felicity : he would i 
and expand himself in the garden. He so loved a gaid^i ; 
then he could walk amid the shrubs and flowers, with his ^e«_ 
the window that enshrined the saint, his soul so reverently bowed' 
to. How frankly she yielded to his wish 1 Every day — he was 
quite sure of it — ^he was becoming a happier and happier hushand. 
He looked forward to yem-s and years of growing joy. To be 
svire, lie was growing old : but still looking onward, the neareo' Hm 
grave, the less we see of it. 

" If you please, air," — said St. Giles to his 



ST, GILES AND ST. JAMES. 338 

ha entered the gardHo, — " do you put up both the hcwsea in the 
cityC 

"No ; your niistresH will come bact," said Saipeton. 

"jUone, air?" iisked St. Gilea; and the husliaiid, aa though the 
words had stung him, started. 

"Alone! Why, ao : dolt. Alone 1" There was eomething 
hideous in the queatian : soiuething that called up a throng of 
terrors. Clarissa alojie, with the world's wioked eyes Btaring, 
amiliitg, winkiiig at her ! 

" Humph I I bad forgotten. As yet, we have but two horses. 
Fool that I am ! " A second confession, and yet early day ! And 
Snipeton, musing, walked up and down the path : oud plucking a 
flower, rolled it betwixt bis finger and thumb to assist his mwli- 
tation. She had eousented — so kindly, blithely consented to his 
■wish, that it would ba cruel tu her— cruel to himBelf— to dis- 
appoint her. " Now, my man, be quick. Eim to the Flaflk, and 
in my name, get a horse for youraelC In a day or two, we must 
Bee and mount you — must see and light upon a decent peim 'orth. 
Quick. We musn't keep your mistresB waiting. Aud harkye ! 
take my laat orders now. When jou return, you will ride close — 
veiy close to your lady : ho close that you may graap the bridle : 
the horse may be skittish : and we cannot be too cautious. Obey 
me ! and you know not how you may serve youi'self. Go." St. 
Gilea ran upon his errand, and Snipeton, after a turn or two, 
alter another look at the chambor-winduw where, it so strangely 
oomforted him, to see, through the ourtain, his wife pass and 
repass — walked towards the stable. He began to hum a tnne. 
Suddenly be stopped. He bad never thought of it before ; but — it 
was a whim, a foolish whim, he knew that — neverthelces be now 
temembered that his wife never sang. Not a dngle note. Perhaps 
she could not sing. Pshaw ! There was an idleness of the heart 
that always sang — somehow. And thus, for a minute, Snipeton 
poodered, and then laughed — a Uttle hollowly, but still he laughed 
— at the childishness of his folly. 

Mr. Snipeton was by no means a proud man. He was not one 
of thote incarnate coutradictiona that, in the way of business, 
wuuld wipe the shoes of a oustomer in the oounting-house, yet ring 
up the servant to poke the fire at home. No ; he was oot proud. 
He letiued not to put his hands to hie own snuffers if the candle, 
DT his own convenieuce, needed them. And so, entering the 
stable, and seeing the mare yet unsaddled, be thought he would 
make her ready. And then he putted and caressed the beast as 
tlie thing that was to bear the treasure ol' his Ufe ; even already 
he fult a sort of I'egard for the creature. He was about to saddle 
the animal, when he heard, as he thought, his wife in the garden. 
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He hurried out, and found Clariaaa, already habiteil, awaiting 
iiiiu. And still hia heart grew bigger with new pride, when he 
eaw his wife ; ahe looked bo newly beautifbl. What wondrous 
eiL'ellence she had 1 Under every new aspect, she showed another 
lovelineaa ! If he could only be Bore that ao Bweet-— ao gracious tt 
creature loved him — him — ao old and — and — bo uncomely a mim ! 
And then ahe wanly smiled ; and he felt aure of her heart ; yes, 
it was beating with, a part and parcel of, his own — pulse with 
pulse — throb for throb—their "biood commingled— and their siririt^ 
like flame meeting flame — were one 1 

" Why, Claritsa, love, you never looked ao beautiflil — never 
— indeed, never," aaid Saipeton, and the old man felt ait'k with 
happneea. 

" fieautiiiil, master, ian't nuasus 1 " aaid Beeky, and with her 
opened handa, she smoothed down the folda of the riding-dress, as 
though it was some living thing she loved ; and then ahe gazedvt 
tho beauty of her miatress, believing it would be wrong to thinltt 
her quite an angel, and just as wrong not to think her very aeafU 

" Tour horse is not yet saddled, love," aaid Siiipet«n, taking hia 
wife's hand, " not yet, dearest." 

" Bleed you, master, now ndssua is dreat, I'll saddle her," crie<l 
Becky, and ahe ran to the stable. Most adroit of haudmat<la ! 
Equal to tie a bobbin, as to buckle a girth ! And ere St. Giles 
arrived from the Flask with his borrowed steed — it had a sorry, 
packhorae look, but as the landlonl aasureii tho borrower, wu 
" quite good enough for him ; icho was he I "—the mare was ready, 

" Well, 'twill serve for to-day, but next time we must do 
better than that," aaid Snipeton, glancing at St. Giles's horse ; 
and then be turned tn lift hia wife into the saddle. TJotouched by 
hia hand, she was in a moment in her seat : another moment, 
nay, longer, Snipeton pauaed to look at her ; he had never before 
aeen her on horsebadi. At length the riders went thrarway, 
Becky, hanging over the gate, now looking at her miatreaa — and 
now, with red, red face and sparkling eyes, bobbing her head, and 
showing her teeth to St, Gilea, doing his first service as groom to 
Snipeton — and doing it with a sad, uneasy heart : for he feit that 
he was the intended tool for some miachief— the bondslave to 
some wrong. And with thia thought in his bruin, he looked duU 
and moody, and miswered the eloquent farewells of Becky, with a 
i»iet, heavy noil, 

" Well, I 'm sure ! " said Becky, as she thought, to her own 
snubbed aoui. 

"What 'a the matter 1" asked Dorothy Vale, who stood rubbing 
her amis, a pace or two behind her. 
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" Nothm'. WJiat should be ) I never lets anything be the 
matter. Only when people look good-bj'a, people might nnawer." 
" Ha ! ohEd," replied Mrs. Tale, with an extraordinary gush ot 
eloquence, — "men upon Toot is one thing — men upon hursebaok is 
another," How it was that Mrs. Yale condescended to tlie utter- 
ance of this wiadom, we cannot safely say ; for no thrifty house- 
wife ever kept ber tea and sugar under closer lock than did ahe 
the truths, unquestionably within her. Perhaps she thought it 
would twit the new maid — the interloper — brought to be put over 
her head. And perhaps she meant it aa a kindly warning : for 
I certainly, Dorothy felt hei^elf charitably disposed. Mrs, Wilton 
Ljud left the cottage ; and of course that girl — that chit — could 
^nuver be made housekeeper. However, leaving the matron and 
^'tiie nwd, let ua follow the riders. 

Great was the delight of Snipeton, as he ambled on, his wife at 
Ilis nde ; her long curls dancing in the air ; the nimble blood in 
her fece ; and, aa he thought, deeper, keener affection sparkling 
in her eyes. Never before had he taken such delight in horse- 
maoship : never had felt the quick pulsation — the new power, as 
though the horse communicated its strength to tbe rider — the 
■'liuoyaDcy, the youthfulnees of that time. And still he rode ; and 
> BtiU, at his side, his wife smiled, and glowed with fresher beauty, 
■kuI her ringlets — aa they were blown now about her cheeks, and 
'^ttowupon her lips, how he envied them ! — still danced and llut- 
'.Ibered, and when suddenly — as at some blithe word dropt from 
Iwm — she laughed with such a honied chuckle, she seemed to him 

RftD incarnate spell, at whose every motion, look, and sound, an 
Vtmosphare of love and pleasure broke on all around her. Poor 
■^ man I At that delicious moment, every wrinkle had vanished 
r teoia his brow and heart. He felt as though he ha<l caught time 
by the beard, and had made him render back every spoil of youth. 
His brain sang with happineBB ; and his blood burned Uke lava. 

And so rode tbey on [ and Snipeton little heeded — he was so 
young, so newly-made — the steed that, with asthmatic roar, toiled 
Bi lleavily behind. They crossed the heath,— turned into Highgate, 
^hlid with more careful pace deecended the hill. Every minute 
^■JEbipeton felt more precious, it was so close to the last, when he 
I auut leave, for some long hours, Me life of life ! — 

(Now, is it not sad — we especially put the question to the Eve 
wkoee eyes may chance to rest upon these ink-stained thoughts — 
is it not a matter, tears being upon hand, to weep over, to think 
if love in love's paralysis, or dotage ? Love, with cherub face and 
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felonies to petty larceuiea. But love — elderly love — to go Umping 
a&er paintad I'ancies— to try to reach the goldan apples with a 
crutch stick, — why, set the offender in the pillory, imii ahower 
upon him laughter.) 

We have written this paragraph whilst Mr. Bnipeton — io the 
king's highway, and, moreover, upon horsehack — kisaed hia young 
wife, Cltijissa. Although the man ki?8ed the womoji through a 
wedding-rilig — a lawful circle, and not a Pyramus and Thiahe 
chink— we have no escuae for him, save this, it liad heau dragged 
fromhim. She — potent highwaywoman — hadmadehimsurrBnder 
his Ups by the force of death-deuling weapons. He was about to 
separate from her. He took her by the hund-~graBped it — ehe 
looked in Ms eyes, and — we say it — the old husband kissed lui 
young wife I 

" Caw — caw — caw I " At that very momaut— yea, timing the 
very smack — a carrion crow, Aipped its vans above the heads oi 
nuia Bttd wife, and hovering, thrice cried " caw — caw — aaw," — 
and then flew to the northward, it might be to tell to gossip crows 
of human infirmity ; it might he, like oowani scanda], to feed 
upon the dead. However, the married pair sepai-ated. He would 
return early — very early that day — to dinner. And she would 
gently amhle homeward ; and — as she knew she was the treosure 
of hia soul — ahe would he very carefi il not to take cold. Slu 
would promise ^im — aye, that she would, 

" Remember — close — very close," said Snipeton, in a low ■¥! 
to St. Giles ; and then again and ag^ he kissed his hands U.] 
bis wife's hack. " Sbe might look once behind," thought &upe 
gravely ; and then he smiled and played with his whip. 
not impossible — nay, it was very hkeiy — ahe waa in tear 
would not show the sweet, deUcious weakness to the servanfi.' 
And still Snipeton paused and watched. How beautifully she 
rode I Str^t aa a pillar 1 And how the feather in her tuit sank 
and rose and fiuttered, and Low his heari^ obeyed the motion, as 
though the plume were waved hy some enchantress. 

He wished he had taken her with him to St. Mary Axe. 
Wliat I Hide with hor through the city 1 And then he reouiled 
from the very thought of the thousand eyes opened and starii^ 
at her— lis though by very looking they could steal the bloom 
they gazed at — recoiled as from so many daggers. Still h 
watched her. Something made him, on the sudden, i 
And then, as if at that mom ent it had only struck upon hia a 
he heard the clanging cry of the crow. Another moment, ■ 
he loudly laughed. Was it anything strange, he asked hL 
that cnsws should caw 1 And then ag^ he looked gloi 
than before. 
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He would go home, he thought. For oiioa he would make 
holiday, doing double work on the morrow. Yes ; he would 
not toil in the gold-mine to-daj. And now she hLul turned the 
lane. It was too late. Beaide-s, buainesa was evor juuloiia — 
rarengafiil. Love her aa you would for yeare, the beldame 
brooked no after neglect. She would have her duis — or her 
revenge. And with this thought, Snipeton stuck his Bpurs to 
bis horae, and rode as tiiougli he was riding to Paradise or a 
hundred per cent. 

" I ask your piirdon, ma'am," anid St. Giles to Clarissa, about 
to put her horse to its speed, " but master told me to follow cloae, 
and — indeed I aak your pardon — but 'tirn't possible, mounted as I 
am. I've hadahard bout tokeep up,as 'tis. No offence, ma'am," 
said St. Giles, very humbly. 

" Oh, no ; we ahull aoon be at home — 'tis not so fai'," answered 
CSarissa ; and her altered look, her mournful voice sutpriaed him. 
Tt was plain her cheerfulness had been asamned i for on the 
Bodden, she looked wearied, sick ut heart. Poor geutlewoman 1 
perhaps it was ^larting with her husband. No : that generous 
thought was banished, soou as it rose. Already St. Giles had 
more timn a servant's love for hia young mistresa ; she spoke so 
sweetly, giaitly, to all about her, And then-^though he had 
jAHsed but one evening with his fellow-servant, Becky — he had 
hamed from her so much goodness of the lady of the house, 
j^^n and again he looked at her ; it was plain, she had over- 
tasked her apirita ; she looked so faint — ao pale. 

"Dear lady— beg yom- pardon — -but you're not well," cried 
Bt. Giles. " Shall I try and gallop after master ? " 

" No — no ; it is notliing. A Kttle fatigued — no more. I am 
mnued to so much exercise — and — nothing more. Let us hasteii 
home," — and controlling herself, she put her hoi-se to an amble, 
'8t. Giles whipping and spurring hard his ivretched beasl, to 
Ulllow, that, nevertheless, lagged many yards behind. A hoiae- 
maii overtook him. 

"My good man," said the stranger, "can you tell me the way 
to Sampstead church 1 " 

" I don't know — I 'm in a huny," and in vain St. Giles whipped 
and spurred. 

" Humph 1 Your beast ia 3iot of your mind, any how. 
Twould be hard work to steal a. horse, like that, ■wouldn't it I" 
asked the man. 

" Steal it ! " and St. Giles looked full in the speaker's &ee, 
one indignant smile. Surely, he had met that man 



' Coaae, fellow, you know me 1 " said the stranger. " Onoe would 
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St. Giles BUildeDlj pniiBed, and turned full apoa Blast. " Go 
your waj's, man — gu your wavB. Silent or not silent, you 
do not frighten me. Wliat I luuy do for you, I'll do of my 
own iri^e will, and with my own money, such as it is. Allil, 
after all, I think 't will aerve you better to hold your tongue, 

" 1 wouldn't kill the goose for all the eggs nt once," aaid Blast, 
grintung at the figure. 

St. Gilea felt daaiUy aick. He had thought to brave — defy tie 
ruffian ; but the power of the villain, the tate that with a word 
he could call down upon his victim, unnerved him. St. Giles, with 
entreating looks, motioned him a,way ; and Blast, leering at Mm, 
and then toasing up the shilling with his finger and thumb, passeit 
on, leaving St. Giles at tie garden-gate, where stood ChuTssa, 
brought there by the earnest entreaties of Crossbone, to view the 
horse— the wondrous steed that waa to endow its mistreBa with 
new health and beauty. 

" You may see at a glance, madam, there 's Arab blood in ths 
thing ; and yet as gentle as a rabbit. Yonng man, just put her 
through her paces. Bleaa you 1 she 'd trot over eggs, and neter 
CTack 'em. A lovely mare ! " cried Crosabone, "all her bi-othen 
and siaters, I 'm assured of it, in the royal stablea." 

" I 'm afr^d, too beau tittil— much too spirited for me. sir," mi 
Claiiasa, ae St. Giles ambled the creature to and fro. Ere, how- 
ever, CroBsbone could mak e reply — assuring the lady, HA he pro- 
posed to do, that ebe would sit the animal as securely Mid vrithtl 
as gracefidly as she would ait a throne, — Mr. Smpeton, full of the 
duet and cobwebs of 8t Mary Aze, trotted to the gate. His Gist 
feeling wae displeasure, when he saw his wile exposed beneath the 
open sky to tlie bold looks of any probable paaaenger ; and then 
ahe turned such a kind and cordial face upon him, that, for the 
happy moment, he could have wished all the dweUera of the earth 
spectators of her beauty, beaming as it did upon her glorified 
husband. It was plain : love so long dormant, timid within her 
bosom, now flew boldly to her eyes, and curved her lips, with 
fondest looks and sweetest smiles for her wedded lord. We have 
before declared that Snipetan had an intimate acquaintance with 
ilia own ugliness ; unlike ao many who carry the disadvaut^ 
with them through life, yet are never brought to a peiwitud 
knowledge of it, Snipeton knew his plainness : it was unt in the 
power of mirrors to surprise and annoy him. And yet, in bis 
old age, he would feel as though bis ugUneas was, by some niB^. 
lessened, nay, refined into comeliness, when his wife smiled upon 
him. Wia &ce, for the tine, seemed to weax her light. And 
a did this new belief in lier affection give the old man auertiun 
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fiuth in his amended plainness ; h£ Chongh beauty beautified what 
U loved. 

" There, Mr. Snipeton — there 's n treaBurB, A lovely thing, 

1 1 " cried the triumphant Croasbone. 

"Very handsome, rery; but is she well broken — ia she quite 

tel" Baid Snipeton, looking teuderly at hia wife. 

" A baby might rein her. No more tricks than a judge ; no 

ore vice (han a lady of quality." 

" Humph ! " said Snipeton, diBmounting, and giving his horse 
to St. Giles. " My dear, you will catch cold." And then the 
' mt gentleman placed his arm around his wife's waist, and led 
lier from the gate ; Crosabone fbllowLug and stating at the endear- 

ent with most credulous looks. It was so strange, so odd ; it 

emed as if Snipeton had taken a most unwarrantable liberty with 

le lady of the house. And then the apothecary comforted hira- 
Hdf with the belief that Mrg. Snipeton only sofTered the tendemeas 
he sake of appearances : no ; it was some satisfaction to know 
:titB eonld not love the man. " And your new uiaiil ia come. She 

ems simple and honest," said Snip&ton. 

" Oh, yes : a plain, good-tempered sou!, that will exactly serve 

I," nnswered Claritoa. 

"Very good — very good." And Snipeton turned into the house, 

'e had thought agun to urge his dlElike of Mrs. Wilton ; to 

igg«Bt her dismissal ; but he would take another opportunity — 
'ibr go she should : he was determined, but would awmt his time. 
.Aa these thoughts busied him, Mrs. Wilton entered the room, 
'IbUowed by Crosebone. Somewhat sullenly, Snipeton gazed at 
£he housekeeper : and then hia eyes became fleiy, and pointing 
to the riband that Clarissa had hung about her mother's neck — 
fb& riband bearing the miniature, yet unseen by the wearer, he 
pudonately asked — "Where got you thutl Woman! Thief! 
^ere stole you that t " 

" Stole ! " e^tetaimed Mrs. WOton, and she turned deathly pale ; 
and on the instant tore the riband from her neck ; and thou, for 
■Qie tint time, saw the miniature. Tor a moment, her face was 
ttvid with agony, that seemed to tongue-tie tier, and then she 
iferieked— " Oh, God ! and is it he 1 " 

"Det-eoted! detected!" cried Snipeton — " a detected thief." 

" No, sir ; no," eiclnimed Clarieaa, embracing her parent, 
■ Tou shall now know all. She is " — 

Clariosa was about to acknowledge her mother, when the 
wretched woiiiun clasped her daughter's head to her bosom, 
stifling the words. "No tliief, sir," she said, "but no lunger 
your aervant." And then, kissing Clarissa, and murmuring — 
"not a word — not one word," the mO'thcr hurried from the room. 
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Snipetob liked to be Uupei He tugged hiiaaelf in tlie know- 
ledge of his weaknesa, luightily e^juyiIlg it. And eo, iie aulfereii 
his wife to nestls close to hie chidr — to place liur haiiii upon his 
shoulder — to look with eameat, pleading eyes upon him— to talk 
such fluent sweeCneaa, meltjiig hia heart 1 And whilst Clarisaai 
asaored him that, in a pl&yful moment, she had placed the 
miniature about the housekeeper'a neck, that it was a, wickedo«ai, 
a. calumny, to think otherwise, — that, in very truth, it would 
cause her — hia wife, the wife he io professed to love — auch pik 
and remorse to think suapiaoualj of Mrs. Wilton, — Snipetoii, 
that learned man as he deemed himself in the worst learning of 
the world — that sage, who pi eked hia way through the earth M 
though its &irest places were all the cloaelier set with gina and 
icarea, — he would not see the aweet deceit in his wife's face ', he 
would not hear the charitable falsehood flowing from her lips ; 
no, he would be filled with belief He would commit a violuiee 
upon his prudence and blindfold her. She might rebel and 
stm^le somewhat : nevertheless, she should wear the bandage. 

This wise determination still grew in his heart ; in truth, the 
Bail was &vourahle to the deceit ; and therefore, next moming, 
enjoying the amenities of breakfast, Mr. Snipeton assured hu 
wife that — whatever his thoughts had been — he now felt the 
deepest, aweeteat confidence in Mrs. Wilton. She had ahown 
herself a moat considerate gentlewoman, and he shonid ever 
respect her for it. " Poor thing ! I never knew anything of her 
private history — for private hiatoriea, my dear "—this teudemeM 
had become almost familiar to the busbaud — "private hiBtoriea 
are very often like private wasps' neats ; things of danger, with 
no profit in 'em: nevertheless, she always appeared to me too good 
— yea, too good for her situation. That's always a pity," Bad 
Snipeton continued to breakfast very heartily. 

"True, huflband, true," said Claciasa; "auoh inequalities of 
fortune are veiy sad." 

" Tery inconvenient," cried Snipeton ; " for yon see, my dwi; 
people who are too good for their employment, are generally too 
bad for their employers. There is no such lumber in the worlctu 
broken-down gentihty. Always out of place — never fit for any- 
thing. A. decayed gentleman, as he 'ti called, is a nuisance ; that u, 
I mean, to a man of the world — to a man of buaineso. For yoa 
seej there's nlways impertinence In him. He alw&ya serauB to ha 
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if what he haa been — yon can't get him to think of what 
he is. He becomea your dark, we 'U say. Well, you tell liiin U 
call a bftckney-coach, and he sets about it in a manner that 
impudently bbjh to you — ' OtiEe I kept my own carriage ! ' You 
order him to copy a. letter or wha.t not ; and he draws down the 
coroera of his mouth to let jtia know that — ' Once in hia day, he 
used to write cheques ! ' Now this is unpleasant. In the ftrst 
place one doesn't like any insolence from anybody; and in the next, 
if one happens to he in a melancholy, thinking mood, one doesn't 
like to be reminded by the liit of decay about one, what, for all 
one knows — for it '» a strntige world— one may drop down to one's 
Hlf. A decayed gentleman to a rich man is — well — he 'a like a 
dead thief on a gibbet to the live high wajman. Ha! ha! What'a 
the matter I " — asked the mirthful man, for he aaw Clarissa 
shudder at the illustration, though so very truthful aud excellent 
to the maker. " To be sure, I 'd forgot ; yoa'Te a tender heart — 
I loTe you ail the better for it — and don't like to hear about such 
matters. And then agwn I'd forgot — to be sure, what a fool I 
am 1 " — And then Mr. Snipeton remembered that, in his Tirtuous 
denunciation of bankrupt Plutua, he had forgotten — ^led away by 
the dazzling light of simile — tba condition of Clarissa's father; 
had, in the heat of speech, failed to remember that he had Imught 
the bridal victim of the neceasitiea of her parent. But, Mr. 
Bnipeton, as he thought, made immediate amends. Por taking 
hia wife's hand, he pressed it very tenderly; kissed her, and then 
repeated — " What a fool I am ! " 

(Now this confesaion — a confes5iion that the very wisest oJ 
might, without any hesitation make to himself three times a day; 
and we much question whether the discipline so eierciaed would 
not carry with it more protitable castigation than aught laid ot 
with knotted rope — this confession was not to be expected of si 
■age and close a man aa Ebeoezer Snipeton. Some sudden 
Batiafaction must have betrayed him into the avowal : some 
nneipected pleasure, tripping up habitual gravity, and showing 
ito unthoughtr«f weakness. Much, indeed, did the wife of hia 
bosom, aa he would call her — and why not 1 for do not roeka bear 
flowers ?— much did she marvel at the humility of her husband 
that, even for a moment, placed him on the flat level with other 
men. But great happiness, like great sorrow, will sometimes 
knock the stilta from under us -, admirable stilts, upon which so 
muiy of US walk abroad, aye, and at home too : though the 
world, provoking in it« blindness, will often not perceiTe how vety 
tall we are.) 

"But the truth ia, dear Clarissa" — continued Snipeton — "1 
had a sort of respect for Mis. Wilton, and though I often spoke 



33R 



ST. GILES AND ST. JAMES. 



of it, I really had not the heart to turn her from the liouse. I 
often threatened it : hut it 'a a comfort to know it — I couldn't 
Lave done it. Now ebe'a gone, I feal it." 
" Gune ! " eiclaimed Clarisea. 

" DtBoharged herself my dear," said Snipeton, aa npon hii 
defence. " I found this upon the breakiast tabla" Hereupon, 
Snipeton, imfolding a note, placed it in his wife's hand. Silentiy, 
with trickling teal's, she gazed upon the paper. " I flhall have 
no objection to give her a, character ; none at all; for I feel very 
easy aboat the plate. I've no doubt, though I've made no inquiry 
as yet, that all 's safe to a aaltrfpooD. Not that she tells us where 
she's gone ; nevertheleae, I feel my heart at eaee about the pro- 
perty. Come, come, now — don "t be weak— lion 't ha silly. You 
should not attach yourself in this way to a eervaut. It 's weaknesi 
— worse than wealineHB." Thus spoke Snipeton to his wife, who 
had sank back in her chair, and covering her face with herhanda, 
was sobbing piteously. 

At this moment Dorothy Vale moved into the room, " Will 
miatresa ride to-day, the man wants to know J" 

" Yea, she wilL Yea, tny dear, you vrill " — -repeated Snipeto^ , 
moving to Clarissa, and very tenderly placing his arms arouud heri 
and ahudderuig, she endured l ii'" , " You hear ; let tl^ boraei blij 
ready in hulf-an-honr. Go." AiuiI)orothywent;bat not athou| 
the fiuter for the thundering monoByllable diacharged at 
"You 'U aee me on my way t» town 1 Some way ; not &r 
a mile or ao. "Tis auch a morning ; there 's so much heaven ■ 
down upon the earth. Such weather ! You 'II take heallh 
every breath. Eh, Clarissa !" And again the old man threatened 
an embrace, when the victim rose. 

"Bfl it as you will, air," — eaid Clarissa — "in half-an^our I 
shall be ready." And she left the room. 

Now was Snipeton delighted with her obedience ; and now, be 
pauseii in his triumphant atridca about the room, to liatOL Hiad 
ahe really gone to her ohamhor ! Ashamed of the doafat, h* 
walked the faster — walked a.ud whistled. And then he 
happy, the room was too srasll for hia felicity : he would fori^i- 
and expand himself in the garden. He so loved b _ ' 
then he could walk amid theahrubsand flowers, with his eyeu] 
the window that enshrined the aaint, Ids soul so reverently bowed 
to. How frankly she yielded to hia wiah I Every day — be wjw 
quite aure of it — he was becoming a happier and happier husband. 
He looked forward to years and years of growing joy. To ba 
sure, he was growing old : but still looking onward, the 
grave, the leaa we see of it. 
" If you please, air,"— eaid 8t. Oileg to his new nuoteri 
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he entered the garden, — " do jou put up botli the horeeB in the 
city I •' 

"No : yoar mistresa will come back," Biud Snipeton, 

" Alone, sir ) " asked St. Oilea ; and the huabuud, as though the 
words had alung him , started. 

"Alone! Why, no: dolt. Alone!" There was something 
hideous in the question ; something tliat called up a, throng of 
terrors. Clarisssi aJone, with the world's wicked eyea staring, 
smiting, winking at her I 

" Humph ! I had forgotten. As yet, we have hut two horsBs, 
Fool that 1 am ! " A second confession, and yet early day ! And 
Snipeton, musing, walked up and down the path : and plucking a 
flower, rolled it betwixt his finger and thumb to assiat hia medi- 
tation. She had consented — so kiudly, blithely consented to his 
■wish, that it would be cniel to her — cruel to himself — to dis- 
appoint her. " Now, my man, be quick. Rim t« the Flask, and 
in my name, get a horse for yourself. In a day or two, we niuat 
see and mount you — must see and light upon a decent pemi 'orth. 
Quick. We musn't keep your miBtresa waiting. And harkje 1 
take my last orders now, When you return, you will ride close — 
Tery close to your lady r so close that you may grasp the bridle : 
the horse may be skittish : and wq cannot be too cautious. Obey 
mt i and you know not how you may serve yourself. Go." St. 
Giles ran upon hia errand, and Snipeton, after a turn or two, 
after another look at the chamber-window where, it so strangely 
comforted him, to see, through the curtain, his wife pass and 
n^WBs — walked towarils the stable. He began to hum a tune, 
Suddenly he stopped. He had never thought of it before ; but — it 
WU a whim, a, foolish whim, he knew that — nevertheless he now 
muBiahtTed that his wife never song. Not a single note. Perhaps 
she could not sing. Pshaw ! There was on idleness of the heart 
that always sang — somehow. And thus, for a minute, Snipeton 
pondered, and then laughed — a little hollowly, but still he laughed 
— at the childlahneaa of his folly, 

Mr. Snipeton was by no means a proud man. He was not one 
of those incarnate coutradictiona that, in the way of busineas, 
would wipe the shoes of a customer in the counting-house, yet ring 
vp the servant to poke the fire at home. No : he was not proud. 
He refiised not to put his hands to his own snuifers if the candle, 
or hia own convenieuce, needed them. And so, entering the 
■table, and seeing the mare yet unsaddled, ho thought he would 
make her ready. And then lie patted and caressed the beast as 
the thing tliat was to bear the treaaui"e of his life ; even ali'eady 
he felt a sort of regard for the creature. He was about to saddle 
the animal, when he heard, as he thought, hia wife In the garden. 
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He hurried out, and found ClaiTssa, already habite"!, awaitiiij; 
him. And still hia heart grow higger with new pride, when hs 
sBw hia wife ; ahe looked so uewly beautifuL What wondroua 
eicellenne ahehadl Undei- every new aspect, ahe ahowed another 
lovehneaa ! If he could onlj he sure that ao sweet — so gracious a. 
creature loved him — him — ao old and — and — «o uacomdy a mwi ! 
And then she wanly smiled ; and he felt aure of her heart : yes, 
it was beatmg with, a part and parcel o^ his own — pulse with 
pulse — throb for throh — their hlood commingled— and their spirits, 
like flame meeting flame — were one ! 

" Why, Clarissa, love, you never loofceil so beautiful — nevw 
— indeed, never," said Snipeton, and the old man felt eick wit)i 
happiness. 

" Beuutiftd, master, isn't missus ) " said Becky, and with her 
opened hands, she smoothed down the folds of the riding-dress, sa 
though it was some living thiog ahe loved ; and then she gazed it 
the beauty of har raistress, believing it would be wrong to think 
her quite an angel, and just as wrong not to think her very txcai 

" Yonr horse is not yet saddled, love," said Snipeton, taking hia 
wife's hand, " not yet, dearest." 

" Bless you, master, now missus is dreat. 111 saddle her," cried 
Becky, and she ran to the stable. Most adroit of handmaids 1 
EquaJ to tie a bobbin, as to buckle a girth ! And ere St. Oil« 
arrived from the Flask with hia borrowed steed — it hod a sorrj', 
packborse look, but as the landlord assured the borrower, waa 
" quite good enough for him ; who was he 1 " — the mare was ready. 

" Well, 'twill serve for to-day, but next time we must do 
better than thnt," said Snipeton, giancing at St. Giles's horse ; 
aikd then he turned to lift his wife into the saddle. Untouched bj" 
his hand, she was in a moment in her seat : another inoment, 
nay, longer, Snipeton paueed to look at her ; he had never befoi'e 
seen her on horseback. At length the riders went their way, 
Becky, hanging over the gate, now looking at her mistresn — and 
now, with red, red face and sparkling eyes, bohbinn; her head, and 
showing her teeth to St. Giles, doing hia first service as gmnm tc 
Snipeton — and doing it with a sad, uneasy heart : for he felt that 
ha was the intended tool fbr some mischief— the bondslave to 
some wrong. And with this thought in his brain, he looked dull 
and moody, and answered the eloquent farewolls of Becky, with a 
briet heavy nod. 

"Well, I'm sure!" said Becky, as she thought, to her o 
snubbed soul. 

"What's the matter)" asked Dorothy Vule, who stood rubbing 
her anns, a pace or two behind her. 
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" Nothin'. What should be I I never lets anything be tha 
matter. Only when peojitB look good-bj's, people might anawer." 
" Ha ! child," replied Mrs. Vale, with an extraordinary guah of 
eloquence, — " men upon foot ia one thing — men upon horfleback is 
lAOther." How it was that Mrs. Yale condescended to the utter- 
iinue of this wisdom, we cannot safely say ; for no thrifty house- 
wife ever kept her tea and sugar under cioatr lock than did she 
the truths, unquestionably within her. Perhaps she thought it 
would twit the new maid — the interloper — brought to be put over 
her head. And perhaps she meant it as a kindly warning : for 
certainly, Dorothy felt herself charitably diapoaed. Mrs. Wilton 
had left the cottage ; and of course that girl— that chit — eould 
never be made housekeeper. However, leaving the matron and 
the nuud, let us follow the riders. 

Great was the delight of Snipeton, as he amhled on, his wife at 
Ilia Bide ; her long curls d:inoing in the air ; the nimble blood in 
lex face ; and, us he thought, deeper, keener affection sparkling 
her eyee. Never before had he taken such delight in horse- 
anship ; never had felt the quick pulsation — the new power, as 
ongh the horse comniLmicated its strength to the rider — the 
loyancy, the youthfulness of that time. And still he rode ; and 
11^ at hiB mde, his wile aniiled, and glowed with freeher iKAuty, 
id her ringlets— as they were blown now about her cheeks, and 
IV upon her lips, how he envied them ! — still danced and ilut- 
and when suddenly — as at some blithe word dropt from 
n — she laughed with such a honied chuokle, she seemed to him 
incarnate spell, at whose every tnotion, look, and sound, an 
noephare of love and pleasnre broke on all around her. Poor 
I man ! At that deUcious moment, every wrinkle had vanished 
m. hia brow and heart He felt as though he hail caught time 
the beard, and had made him render hack every spoil of youth, 
s brain sang with happiness ; and tus blood burned hke lava. 
And so rode they on ; and Snifieton little heeded — he was bo 
ang, so newly-made — the steed that, with asthmatic roar, toiled 
ivUy behind. They crossed the heath, — turned into Highgat*, 
nd with more carefijl pace descend-ed the hill. Every luinute 
nipeton felt more precious, it was bo close to the lost, when he 
iiat leave, for some long hours, his life of life ! — 
(Now, is it not sad— we especially put the question to the Eve 
hoK eyea may chance to rest upon these ink-stained thoughts — 
K not a matter, tears being upon hand, t-o weep over, to think 
f love in love's paralysis, or dotage ? Love, with cherub face and 
lie gold locks, may chase hia butterflies — may, monkey as he is, 
JSmh the Hesperian timber, pluek the fruit : he is in the gay 
ddadty of youth, aud the tender years of the offender aink 
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felonies to petty Iwceniea. Biit love — elilorly love— lo go limping 
olW painted fancies — to try to reach the golden apples with a 
orutch stick, — why, set tlie offender in the pillory, and shower 
upon him laughter.) 

We have written this paragraph whilst Mr. Bnipeton — in the 
king's highway, nnd,moreoTer,upon hoi'aeback — kiHsed his young 
wife, Clarissa. Although the man kiased the woman thn:mgh a 
wedding-ring — a lawful cirule, and nut a Pyramus and Thiabe 
ohi:ik — we have no excuse for him, save this, it had been dragged 
from liim.. She — potent highwaywcanan— hod made him surrender 
hia lips by the force of death-dealing weapons. He was about to 
Beparate from her. He took her by the hand — grasped it— she 
looked in his eyes, and — we say it— the old husband kissed his 
young wife ! 

" Caw — caw — caw 1 " At that very moment— j-ea, timing ths 
very smack— a carrion crow, flapped its vans above the heads oi 
man and wife, and hovering, thrice oried " caw — caw — oaw," — 
and then flew to the northward, it might be to tell to gos^p crowi 
of human infirmity ; it might be, like coward scandal, to feed 
upon the dead. However, the married pmr separated. He would 
return early — very early that day — to dinner. And she would 
gently amble homuwiird ; and — as she knew she was the treasure 
of lijs soul— she would be very carafiU not to take cold ~ 
would proiuiae him— aye, that she would. 

" Remember^ — close — very close," said Snipeton, in a 
to St. Giles ; and then again and again he kissed his 
his wife's buck. " She might look once behind," thought 8mi 
gravely ; and then he aimled and played with his whip. It 
not impossible — -nay, it was very likely — she waa 
would not show the sweet, delicious weakness t 
And atill Snipeton paused and watched. How beautifblly 
rode I Strait as a pillar t And how the feather in her but aook 
And rose and fluttered, and bow his heart obeyed the motion) as 
though the plume were waved by some enchantresa. 

He wished he bad taken her with him to St. iSarj Ax& 
What I Bide with her through the city 1 And then hs raoc^tdl' 
from the very thought of the thousand eyes opened anil i 
at her — as though by very looking they could steal the 
they gazed at — recoiled as from so many daggers. Still he 
watched her. Something maile Mm, on the sudden, unquiet. 
And then, as if at that moment it hod only struck upon liis ear, 
he heard the clanging cry of the crow. Another moment, and 
he loudly laughed. Was it anything atrau^ he aaked him^rif) 
that crows should caw ) And then agun he looked glooi ' 
than before. 
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He would go home, lie tbougbt. Far once he would make 
holiday, doing double work ou c!ie morrow. Yea ; he would 
not toil in the gold-wine tu-day. And now she bad tunied the 
i&ne, It WHS too late. Besides, buBiness waa ever jealous — 
reveogefiil. Love her as jou would far jeare, the beldame 
hrooked no after neglect. She would have her dues — or her 
revenge. And with this thought, Snipetou stuck his spurs to 
hia horae, and rode aa though he was riding to Paradise or a 
hundred per cent. 

" I ask your pardon, mu'am," E«jd St. Giles to Clarissa, about 
to put her horse to its speed, " but master told me to foUow clos^ 
saA — indeed 1 ask your pardon — but 'tisu't possible, mounted aal 
am. t Ve had a hard bout to keep up, as 'tia. No olfecce, ma'am," 
miA St. Qilea, very humbly. 

" Oh, no ; we ahall soon be at home — 'tia not so far," answered 
' Clarissa ; and her altered look, her mournful voice awirprised him. 
It was plain her cheerfiilueas had been aasumed ; for ou the 
mdden, ahe looked wearied, sick at heart. Poor gentlewoman ! 
perhaps it was jwirting with her husband. No ; that generous 
thonght was banished, soon as it rose. Already St. Giles had 
luore than a servant's love for his young mistreas ; she spoke bo 
vweetly, gently, to all about her. And then — though he had 
pissed but one evening with his fellow-servant, Beaky — he had 
learned from her so much goodness of the lady of the house. 
Again and again he looked at h?r ; it was plain, she had oveif- 
tanked her apirita ; she looked so faint — so pale. 

"Dear lady — beg your pardon — but you're not well," cried 
St Giles, " Shall I try and gallop after master ? " 

"No — no ; it is nothing. A little fatigued — no more. I am 
aliased to ao much exerciae — and^ — nothing more. Let us hasten 
borne," — and controlling herself, she put her horae to an amble, 
"St Giles whipping and spurring hard bis wretched beast, to 
follow, that, nevei-theless, lagged many yarda behind. A hor»- 
nuui overtook him. 

" My good man," said the stranger, " can you tell me the way 
to Hampatead church ! " 

" I don't know — 1 'm in a hurry," and in vain St. Giles whipped 
■ad spurred. 

" Humph ! Your beast is not of your mind, any how. 
Twould be hard work to steal a horae, like that, wouldn't it 1" 
sokad the man. 

" Steal it I " and St. Giles looked fiill in the speaker's fece, 
one indignant smile. Surely, he had met that d 



'Omne, fellow, you know me 1 " said the stranger. " Onoe would 
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CHAPTER XXXin. 



Snipetos liked to be duped. He huggeti bimaeif in tlie know- 
ledge of his weakitesa, mightily eajojing it. And so, he suffered 
hia wife to nestle close to hie chair — to plftoe her baud upon his 
ahoulder — to look with eamest, pleading ejee upon him — to talk 
Buch duent BweetnesB, meldDg his keart ', And whilst Clarissa 
assured him that, in a. playful moment, abe bad placed tlie 
miniature about tbe Kousekeeper's neck, that it was a wickedness, 
a ealumny, to thijik otherwise, — that, in very truth, it would 
cause her — Ma wife, tbe wife he bo (ffofessed to We — such pmn 
and remorse to think suspiciously of Mrs. Wilton,- — Suipetou, 
that learned man as be deemed himself in the worat learning of 
the world — that sage, who picked bis way through the earth ss 
though its fairest places were all tke closelier sut with gina and 
Bnarea, — he would not see tbe sweet deceit in Ms wife's face ; he 
would not hear the charitable falsehood flowing from her lips : 
no, he would be filled with belie! He would commit a violence 
upon his prudeice and blindfold her. She might rebel and 
struggle somewhat : nerertbeless, she should wear the bandage. 

This wise detwniination still grew in his heart j in truth, the 
soil was fcvourable to the deceit ; and therefore, nest morning 
enjoying the amenities of breakfast, Mr. Bnipetou assured his 
wife that— whatever his thoughts had been — he now felt the 
deepest, sweetent confidence in Mrs. Wilton. 8he had shown 
herself a most considerate gentlewoman, and he ahonld ever 
respect her for it, "Poor thing I 1 never knew anything of her 
private history— for private liLstories, my dear " — this tendeniess 
bad become slmost familiar to the husband— " private histories 
are very often like private wasps' nests ; things of danger, with 
no profit in 'em : nevertheless, she always appeared to me too good 
— yes, too good for her wtuation. "That's always a pity," and 
Snipeton continued to breakfast very heartily. 

"True, husband, true," said Ctoriasa; "such maqualitiea of 
fortune ore very sad." 

" Very inconvenient," cried Snipeton ; " for you see, my dear, 
people who are too good for their employment, are generally loo 
bad for their employers. There is no such liunber in tbe world u 
broken-down gentility. Always out of place — never fit for any- 
thing. A. decayed gentleman, aa he 'i: called, is a nuisance ; that ia, 
1 mean, to a man of the world — to a man of buainMS. For you 
there's rJways impertinence in hhn- He always a 
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thinking of what ha has been — jou cim't get him to tliink of what 
he is. Ha becomes your clerk, we '11 aay. Well, you tell him to 
call a haekney-coach, and he seta about it in a mamiar that 
impudently aajH to you — ' Once I kept my own carriage 1 ' You 
order liim to copy a letter or what not ; and he draws down the 
eornera of hia mouth to let yau know that — ' Once in his day, he 
Tised to write cheques ! ' Now this is unpleasant. In the first 
pl&ce one doesn't hke any insolence from anybody ; and Id the next, 
if one hsppeca to be in a oielancholy, thinking mood, one doesn't 
like to be reminded by the bit of decay about one, what, for all 
one knows — for it 's a strange worid — one may drop down to nne's 
A decayed gentlemiw to a ricli man is — well — he 'a like a 
thief ou a gibbet to the live highwayman. Ha! ha! Wliat's 
.the matter ? " — asked the mirt.hfiil man, for he saw Clarissa 
i^udder at the illustration, though so very truthful and excellent 
to the maker. " To be eure, I 'd forgot ; you've a tender heart — 
1 love you all the better for it — and don't like to hear about such 
And then again I'd forgot — to be sure, what a fool I 
'And then Mr. Snipeton remembered that, in his ^rtuous 
denunciation of bankrupt Plutus, he had forgotten — led away by 
the dazzling light of simile — the condition of Clarkaa's father : 
had, in the heat of speech, failed t« remember tliat he had liought 
the bridal victim of the necessities of her parent. But, Mr. 
Snipeton, aa he thought, maiie immediate amends. For taking 
his wife's hand, he pressed it very teuderly ; kissed her, and then 
repeated — " What a tbol I am 1" 

(Now this confession — a eonfeasion that the very wisest of us 
' itj without any hesitation make to himself three timea a day ; 
we much question whether the discipline so exercised would 
cajry with it more profitable caatigation than aught laid on 
^h knotted rope — this confession w&a not to be expected of so 
and close a man as Ebenezer Snipeton. Some sudden 
Ltiflfaction must have betrayed him into the avowal ; some 
upected pleasure, tripping up hal>itual gravity, and showing 
nnthought-of weakness. Much, indeed, did the wife of hia 
as he would call her — and why not 1 for do not roeks bear 
1 — much did she marvel at the humility of her husband 
cen for a moment, placed him on the flat level with other 
But great happiness, like great sorrow, will sometimes 
tk the stiita &om under us ; ailmirable stilts, upon which so 
ly of us walk abroad, aye, and at home too : though the 
rid, provoking in its blindness, will often not perceive how very 

■) 

But the truth is, dear Clarissa" — continued Snipeton — "1 
a sort of respect for Mre, Wilton, and though I often apoke 
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of it, I really had not the heart to tarn her troni the liouse. I 
often Uireatened it : but it 'a a comfort to know it — I couldn't 
have done it. Now she's gone, I feel it." 

" Gone I " exclaimed Clariaaa. 

" DLEchtirged herself my dear," said Snipeton, aa upon hi« 
defence. " 1 found tWa upon the breakfast table." Hei-eupon, 
Sttipeton, unfolding a note, placed it in Lis wife's hand. Gently, 
■with trickling teal's, she gared upon the paper. " I eluiU have 
no objection to give her a character ; none at all : for I feel vet7 
easy about the plate. I've no doubt, though I've made no inquiry 
as yet, that all 's safe to a aalt-spoon, Not that she tells us where 
Bhe'a gone ; neverthelesB, I feel my heart at ease about the pro- 
perty. Come, come, now — don t be weak — don 't be ailly. Yoa 
should not attachyouraelfinthiawayto a servant. It's weakness 
— worse than weakness." Thus spoke Snipeton to his wife, who 
had eunk back in her chair. Mid covering her fece with her handa, 
wsa sobbing piteonaly. 

At this moment Dorothy Vale moved into the room. "Will 
mistreas ride to-day, the roan wants to know 1 " 

" Ye8, she wilL Yes, my dear, you will " — repeated Snipeto^ ^ 
moving to Clarissa, and very tenderly placing his arms arouiui fawi; ■ 
and shuddering, she endured bim. " Tou hear ; let the horses W - 
ready in half-an-hour. Go." AndBorothywentibntnot atlwugfafe 
the &ater for the thundering luonosyllable discharged at I " 
" Tou '11 see me on my way to town 1 Some way ; niOt ftr ; 
a mile or so. 'Tis sach a morning ; there's so much heaven < 
down ujion the earth. Such weather 1 You '11 take health 
every breath. Eh, Clarissa 1 " And agun the old man threat 
an embrace, when the victim rose. 

"Be it na yon will, sir," — «aid Clarissa— "in half-an-hoor 
sluill be ready." And she left the room. 

Now was Snipeton delighted with her obedience ; and i 
paused in hia triumphant strides about the room, to listei 
she really gone to her chamber ) Ashamed of the doi^ !•„ 
walked the laster — walked and whistled. And then he n 
happy, the room was too snuill for his felicity : he would 
and expand himself in the garden. He so loved a gardea : 
then he could walk amid the shrubs and flowers, with hia bjk i _ 
the window that enshrined the saint, his »oul so reverently bowetf 
to. How frankly she yielded to his wiahl Every day — he wm 
quitu sure of it — he was becoming a happier and happier husband. 
He looked forward to yeaiB and years of growing joy. To b* 
sure, he was growing old: but still looking onward, the nearer tho 
grave, the less we see of it, 

" If you please, sir," — saiii St Giles to his nei 
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he entered the garden, — " do jou put up both the horaea in tlie 
raty J ■' 

"No : your miatresa will oome back," awd Snipeton, 

" Alone, sir ! " asked St. Giles ; and the huabitud, an though tha 
words had stung liim^ started. 

"Alone! Wliy, no: dolt. Aioae ! " Tliere was something 
hideous in the question : something that called up a throng of 
terrors. ClariiiBu, alone, with the world's wicked ejea staring, 
smiling, winking at her ! 

" Humph ! I had forgotten. As yet, we have hut two horaea. 
Pool that I am ! " A seoond aonfeHBJcin, and yet early day I And 
Snipeton, musing, walked up and down the path : and plucking a 
flower, rolled it betwixt his finger and thumb to assist his medi- 
tation. She bad consented — so kindly, blithely consented to his 
wish, that it would be cruel to her— cruel to himself— to dis- 
appoint her. " Now, my man, be quick. £im to the Flask, and 
in my name, get a, horse for yourself. In a day or two, we must 
see and mount you — must see and light upon a decent penn 'orth. 
Quick. We musu't keep your mistress waiting. And harkye ! 
take my laat orders now. When you return, you will ride close — 
Tety close to your lady : ao close that you may grasp the bridle : 
the horse may be skittish ; and we cannot be too cautious. Obey 
me ; and you know not haw you may serve you7ael£ Go." St. 
Giles ran upon his errand, and Snipeton, after a turn or two, 
lAtx another look at the chamber-window whore, it ho strangely 
oomforted him, to see, through the curtain, his wife pass and 
npkBB — walked towards the stable. He began to hum a tune. 
" iddenly he stopped. He had never thought of it before ; but — it 
a whim, a foolish whim, he knew that— nevertheless he now 
mbarad that his wife never sang. Not a single note. Perhaps 

is eould not sing. Pshaw ! There was an idleness of the heart 
it always sang — somehow. And thus, for a minute, Snipeton 
tdared, and then laughed — a little hollowly, but still he laughed 
it ibe childishness of Ids folly. 

Mr. Snipeton was by no means a proud man. He was not one 
of those incarnate contradictions that, in the way of busiueas, 
Weoild wipe the shoes of a customer in the counting-house, yet ring 
Up the servant to poke the fire at home. No : he was not proud, 
~JB refused not to put his hands to his own snuffers if the candle, 
■n convenience, needed them. And so, entering the 
table, and seeing the mare yet unsadiUed, he thought he would 
" e her ready. And then he patted and uareaaed the beast as 

le thing that was to bear the treasure of his life : even already 
lort of regard for the creature. He wua about to saddle 
&ie n.niinii.l, when he heard, as he thought, his wife in the garden. 
'^ z3 
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He hurried out, uud found ClBjissa, already habiteil, awaiting 
him. And atiU Ills li«art grew bigger with new pride, when he 
Haw his wife ; she looked ho newly beautiful. What wondrous 
eicellenee she had 1 Under evejy new aspect, she showed another 
loveliness 1 If he could only be aure that ao sweet — so graeioua » 
creature loved him — him — so old and — and— so uncomely a man ! 
And then she wanlj smUed ; and he felt Biire of her heart : ye^ 
it waa beating with, a part and parcel of, bis own — palse wiUi 
pulse — throb for throb — their Wood commingled — and their spirit^] 
like flame meeting flame— were one ! 

"Why, Clarissa, love, joa never looked bo beautifiil — oevw 
— indeed, never," said Snijieton, and the old man ielt sick witlL. 
happiness. 

" Beautiful, master, isn't missus ) " said Becky, and with h 
opened hands, she smoothed down the folds of the riding-dresa, 
though it was some hving thing she loved ; and then she gazed at 
the beauty of her mistress, believing it would be wrong to think 
her quite an angel, and just as wrong not to think bar very near 

'' Your horse is not yet saddled, love," said Scipeton, taking hia 
wife's hand, " not yet, dearest." 

" Bless you, master, now missus is droat, I'll saddle her," cii«d ■ 
Becky, and she ran to the stable. Most adroit of handfflait^ I 
Fiqaal to tie a bobbin, as to buckle a girth ! And ere Bt. Gilen 
arrived from the Flask with his borrowed steed— it had a sorry, 
packhorse look, but as the landlord assured the borrower, was 
" quite good enough for him ; who was he ! " — the mare waa ready. 

" Well, 't«-ill serve for to-day, but next time we must do 
better than that," said Snipeton, gkndng at St. Giles's horse ; 
and then he turned to lift his wife into the saddle. Untouched by 
hia hand, she was in a moment in her seat ; another moment, 
nay, longer, Snipeton paused to look at her ; he had never before 
aeen her on horseback. At length the riders went their way, 
Becky, hanging over the gate, now looking at her mistresfr— and 
now, with red, red face and sparkUng eyes, bobbing hsr bead, and 
showing her teeth to St. Oilee, doing his flrst service sa groom to 
Snipetoa— and doing it with a, sad, uneaBy heart : for he felt that 
he was the intended tool for some mischief— the bondslave to 
some wrong. And with this thought in his brain, he looked dull 
and moody, and answered the eloquent farewells of Beaky, with a 
brief, heavy uod. 

"Well, I'm sure!" said Betky, as she thought^ to her own 
snubbed soul. 

"Wliat 's the matterl" asked Dorothy Vale, who stood rubbing 
her arms, a pace or two behin.d her. 
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" Nortuik'. "What should be J I never lets anything be the 
matter. Only when people look good-bj's, people might answer." 

'• Ha ! ehild," replied Mrs. Vale, witU an estraordinarj gugh of 
eloquence, — " men upon foot is oce thing — men upon horseback ia 
another." How it was that Mrs. Vale condcBcended to the utter- 
ance of thia wisdom, we caimot safely say ; for no thriAy houae- 
nife ever kept her tea and sugar under closer lock than did ahe 
the truths, unquestionably withia her. Perhaps she thought it 
would twit the new mnid— the interloper — brought to be put over 
lier head. And perhaps she meant it as a kindly warning : for 
certainly, Dorothy felt herself charitably diapoaed. Mrs, Wilton 
had left the cottage ; and of course that ^1 — that chit — could 
never be made housekeeper. However, leaving the matron and 
the maid, let ua follow the riders. 

Great was the delight of Snipetan, as be ambled on, his wife at 
hia ude ; her long curia dancing in the air ; the nimble blood in 
her face ; and, ae he thought, deeper, keener affection aparkling 
in her eyes. Never before had he taken such delight in horse- 
manahip ; never had felt the quick pulsation — the new power, as 
though the horse commumcated its strength to the rider — the 
buoyancy, the youthfulnesa of that time. And still he rode ; and 
atiU, at his aide, his wife amiled, ajid glowed with freaber beauty, 
and her ringlets— as they were blown now about her cheeks, and 
BOW upon her lips, how he envied them I— slill danced and flut- 
tered, and when suddenly — as at some blithe word dropt from 
him — she laughed with such a houied chuckle, abe seemed to h ' 
an incarnate sfiell, at whose every motion, look, and sound, an 
atmosphere of love and pleasure broke on all around her. Poor 
old man I At that debcious moment, every wrinkle bad vanished 
from hia brow and heart. He felt aa though he hiul caught time 
by the beard, and had made him render back every apoll of youth. 
Bia brmn sang with happiness ; aud hia blood burned like lava. 

And BO rode they on ; and Snipeton Uttle heeded — be was so 
young, ao newly-made — ^the steed that, with asthmatic roar, toiled 
heavily behind. Thej crosaed the heath, — turned into Hlgbgate, 
and with more carefiil pace desoended the bill. Every minute 
SnipetoD felt more precioas, it was so close to the last, when be 
muat leave, for some long hours, bis life of life ! — 

(Now, ia it nut and — we eapeciaJly put the question to the Eve 
■wboae eyes may chance to rest upon these ink-stained thoughts — 
ia it not a matter, teora being U])on hand, to weep over, to think 
of love in love'a paralysis, or dotage 1 Love, with uberub face and 
pale gold locks, may chase liis butterflies — may, monkey as he ii, 
climb the Heaptiriaii timber, pluck the fruit : he is in the gay 
audacity of youth, aiid the tender years of Ihe offender sink 
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feloniea to petty krceuies. But iove — elderly love — to go limping 
aft^r painted fanctea— to try to reach the golden applea with a 
crotch stick, — why, set the o&euder in the plUorf, and shawei 
upon him laughter.) 

We have written thia paxagraph whilst Mr. Snipeton — in tie 
king's highway, and, moreover, upon horseback — kisaedhis young 
-wife, Clarissa. Although the man kissed the Avomon through a 
wedding-ring — a Uwful circle, and not a Pjramoa and Tliiabe 
chink— we have no excuse for him, save thia, it had been dragged 
fix)mhim. She — potent high waywoman — had made him surrender 
his lips by the force of death-dealing weapons. He was about to 
separate from her. He took her by the hand — grasped it— die 
looked in his eyes, and — we aay it — the old husband kissed bis 
young wife ! 

" Caw — caw — caw I " At that very mome:)t— yea, timing (he 
Teiy sraaok— ft carrion crow, flapped its vana above the heads oi 
man wid wiie, and hovering, thrice cried " caw — caw — oaw," — 
and then flew to the northward, it might be to tell to gosap crows 
of hmnan infirmity ; it might be, hke cowai-d scandal, to feed 
upon the dead. However, the married pair separated. He would 
return early — very early that day — to dinner, And slio would 
gently amble homeward ; and — as she knew she was the treasure 
of his aoiil— she would be very caref^ d not to take cold. She 
would promise him — aye, that she would, 

" Eemetnber — close — very close," said Snipeton, in a. low Ttnoe 
to St. Giles ; and then again and again he kissed hia hand* to 
his wife's back. "She might look once behind," thought Butpaton, 
gravely ; and then he smiled and played with his whip. It wu 
not ixuposaible — nay, it was very likely — she waa in tears ; and 
would not show the sweet, duUcioua weakness to the servant. 
And still Snipeton paused and watched. How beautifully she 
rode ! Striut as a pillar ! And how the feather in her hat sani 
and rose and fluttered, and bow his heart obeyed the motion, ai 
though the plume were waved by some oDchantreaa. 

He wished he had taken her with him to St. filuy 1 
What ! Bide with her through the taty 1 And then he re 
from the very thought of the thousand eyes opened and a 
at her — as though by very looking they could steal the h 
they gazed at — recoiled as from so many da^ers. Bti 
watched her. Something made him , on the audden, unquieL 
And then, as if at that moment it had only struck upon his e 
he heard the clanging cry of the crow. Another moment, a 
he loudly laughed. Waa it anything strange, he asked fa~ 
that crows should caw 1 And then again he looked g 
than before. 
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He would go home, he thoug-ht. For ouce he woTild make 
holidny, doiiig double work on tlie morrow. Yea ; he would 
not toil in the gold-mine to-dny. And now ahe had turned the 
lane. It was too late. Bealdea, buainesa waa ever jealtiua — 
revengefiil. Love her aa you would for yean, the beldame 
brooked no after neglect. She would have her dues — or har 
revenge. And with this thought, Scipeton stuck hia spurs to 
hia horae, and rode aa though he wss riding to Parudise or a 
hundred per cent. 

" I aak your pardon, ma'am," snid St Giles to Clarissa, about 
to put her horae to its apeod, " hnt master told me to follow close, 
and — indeed I aak your pardon — but 'titn't possible, mounted aa I 
am. 1 've had u hard bout to keep up, aa 'tis. No offence, ma'am," 
said St. Giles, very humbly. 

" Oh, no ; we ahnll soon be at home — 'tis not so for," answered 
Clarissa ; and her altered look, her mournful voice surprised him. 
It was plain her obaerfiilneas had been aasnmed ; for on the 
Budden, she looked wearied, sick at heart. Poor gentlewoman I 
perhaps it was parting with her buaband. No ; that generous 
thought was banished, soon aa it rose. Already St. Giles had 
more thim a acrvant's love for his young mistreBs ; ahe spoke so 
Bweetlj, gently, to all about her, And then— though he had 
passed but one evening with hia feliow-servant, Becky — he had 
leajued from her ao much goodness of the lady of the house. 
Again and again he looked at her j it was plain, she had over- 
tasked her spirits ; ahe looked so faint — so pale. 

"Dear lady — beg your pardon— bat you're not well," cried 
8L Giles. " Shali I try and gallop after master ) " 

"No — no ; it ia nothing. A little fatigued — no more. I am 
mmaed to so much exercise — and — nothing more. Let us haaton 
lunne," — and controlling herself, she put her horse to an amble, 
■St. QUea whipping and spurring hard his wretched beast, to 
fidlow, that, nevertheless, lagged many yards behind. A horae- 
man overtook him. 

" My good man," said the strauger, " can yon tell me the way 
to Hampateod church 1 " 

" I don^ know — I 'm in a hurry," and in vain St. Giles whipped 
and sparred. 

" Humph t Tour beaat ia not of your mind, any how. 
Twouid be hard work to steal a horse, like that, wouldn't it ?" 
asked the man. 

" Steal it ! " and St. Gilra looked full ia the apeaker'a feoe, 
and saw it one indignant smile. Surely, he had wet that mau 
befom. 

" Crane, fellow, you know me i " said the atninger. " Onoe would 
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afrud be'a deapenle. Wbat '■ to be ikme, Hr. WhiBtlc r 
do joa prc^HiM I Fraj vpeaii, mr ; for I'm in encb » flftm^ 
pTK; speak !'" 
"Tlie fint thing to be done." Mid WliijUe, "is t 

" Of coaree, izurtantlj. A chaise and four, Jem ; 
ffiied CapBtick. " Well, and what next I " 

" Well, tLat 1 11 tell yon, when the ch^se omnes,' 
'Wliitfle ; and, with tiua uawer, we for « ahoit tine li 
parly, retumiog to the nei^bourhood of the boose of S 
— the honae to ho^tablj sorreDdemL for so nuiGb ■ 
Mr. Croatbone. 

In a mull room in ao <dd brm-house, ahoat two mil«s tfiiUiit 
front the jHison of CHartsaa, eaX a party of three ; two «m 
tngsged on bain and eggs, and country aJe ; eating, drinking m 
though life to them had no other duties. The third sat siloil 
And cad ; with n heavy, leaden look, that seemed to see nothing. 
Now, these throe were Tangle, Tom Blast, and Snipeton. The 
old nuui bad quitted liia home to take the earliest counsel of his 
professional conscieDue ; and on his road to town had met Tom 
BiaM I who, as he declared, had liBen early that he might »eek 
the discoQEolnle hnaband, und poor into hie ear coneolstory tiding 
Mr. Blaft hod spent part of Uie previous night in contoophidiig 
the iniquity of the case ; and determining within bimself at onoe 
the wisest and most profitable conduct. It was plain, (hst 
Mr. Shoveller looked upon hie merits with a very contemptnont 
eye, anrl, therefore, though he had duly aeaiated at the abduction 
of the lady, knocking down his young frieiid with a stem sense 
of duty and a bludgeon — there^re be felt that he should still 
beat perform his duty to bia conscience and bis interest by doing 
service to Mr. Snipeton. He wonld, no doubt, pay a good sum 
for the knowledge of his wife's whereabout ; and therefore Blast 
rose early, like an honest, thrifty Tm^n^ to make oBei of the 
pennyworth. And this intention Mr. Blust merely indimted to 
Snipeton on their first meeting, aaauring him that as tihe day grew 
older, the information would ripen ; and with this hope, Snipeton 
took Blast with bini to tiis bouse of Tangle. It wna here that 
Mr. BloMt spoke out. It wonld be bia ruin for lile— there was no 
doubt of that — if it waa known that he had peached : he would 
be hunted all over the world, and never know a moment's quiet ; 
yet he had, he hoped, a coaacience ; be bad been an unfortunate 
miui, always trying to do the right thing, but the world never 
letting him do it; nevertbelcBs, he would not despair of honesty itnd 
tk good character , yec, with a quiet, happy, comfort^ible old itge 
tl with. And ao, as it was a wicked thing to pitrt in mi and 
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■wife, wiil he could not think where people who did mich wickedness 
oould ever espeot to go to, he would at once tell Mr. Snipeton 
where Mrs, Snipeton was for — yea, for tan guineas. Anyhody 
who did unt care to be honest would have asked twenty, but he 
■woidd Bay ten at a word ; leaving anything beyond tliut to the 
generosity of worthy Mr. Snipeton. 

" And you ure not aware, Mr. Blast," said Tangle, " that at this 
moment wr niay take yon np for an accessary ; that we may cage 
yon, inittead of paying you, eh I " 

" Well, and what if you did ! " aabed Blast. " You might lock 
me up, I know ; but you couldn't unlock my mouth. But it 'b like 
the way of the world ; you won't let a poor man be honcBt, if he 
would. A fine handsome young gent lenuui 'a ruu oif with thia old 
gontlpmaa's wife, and " 

" There — no matter — hold your peace," cried Snipeton. " You 
ahall have the money" — whereupon Blast immediately held out 
his hand — -" when the — the woman 'a found," said Snipeton. 

" I ean't give credit, sir ; I can't, indeed ; and for this reason, 
— yon see, my character won't let me. Because, suppoaing Igive 
yon up your wife, and yon don't give me the guineas, well, I've 
such a bad name, and you 're aioh a respectable gentleman, all 
the world would be on your side, and nobody on mine." We 
know not whether this reasoning weighed with Snipeton ; but he 
counted out the ten guineas upon the table, which Blast duly took 
Up, counting them again. 

"Forsich a beautiful cretur as your wife, it's cheap, air; I 
must say it. dog cheap." 

" Ko remarks, fellow," cried Tangle ; " but let us to buainess 
directly." Wheruupou tliej luft Red lion Square ; awl, a few 
hours past, were in the county of Surrey, at the farm-house 
aJready named. Their meal fiuiahed, Mr. Tangle rose, and with 
BnipetoD held whispering counael. Then Tangle left the house, 
recommending Blast tu remun with lus patron, who was duly 
adviaed to watch him, in the fear of tTeauhery< -^d ^ two hours 
passed, when Tangle returned; and again whispering with Snipe- 
ton, the husband, with rage newly lighted in his countenance, 
quitted the house ; Tangle, in his turn, taking charge of Blast. 

To return to St. James. His good genius — ahall we say good, 
for he thought it so l^ed him to Crossbone, who, it will be 
recollected, had walked forth, it maj be to contemplate the 
profitable prospects of his fiiture life ; it may be, as we said, 
to peep and peer in hedge tuid dit«h for health -restoring herb. 
Crossbone — there was mapc in that knowing man — speedily 
reaasureil the timid nobleman. Claiissa doated upon him — 
only too happy that violence bad been used — and, in a 
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word, what Ttould she tliiiik of him if w th the do e n hia 
Land, he agnin flung it iuto the akj, when mu d eda go 
home ? Had he, so handaome — ao spirited a gen emin — no fwir 
of the laughter, the ridicule of the woridi "Viha w iilii the 
world saj" of him 1 

It waa very strange, that the thoughts of the apothecary shouM 
BO harmoniously accord with hia own. St. James was deterniinei). 
He would see Clarissa ; would passionately seize the advaut*^ 
offered him. He must be an idiot— n block — a atone to think 
othsrwiae. And with this a ew resolution, St. James returned to 
the hunse ; Crossbone promising to follow him, 

" And do you mean to murder the sweet lady ] " ashed Mrs. 
DawB of St. James, who started at the bard question, 

" Murder ! my good woman 1 "What do you mean ! " And 
bis lordship blushed. 

" You 've tile key of the door, and slie ha'n't had no dinner," 
vae the old woman's cutting- answer. 

" Here is — atop ! I will myself see and apologise to the lady." 
Saying this, St. Jamiia mounted the ntairs, and placed the key in 
the look. One moment, reader, ere he turns it. 

An opposite door, unseen by St. James, is ajar ; an eye, gleaming 
like a sDalce's, looks from it — looks murderous hate. It is old 
&upeton'e. Tangle had effectually performed hja miasion, winning 
over MiB. Daws ; no difficult achievement, for the old creature — 
warped, withered, despised for age and ugliness — bad a woman's 
beai't that revolted at the duty forced npon her by her master. 
Suijieton had resolved to watch from his hiding-place ; to listen 
to the words of St. James and hia wife, that he might distinguiab 
between treachery and truth ; and eo be Lad promised hiniaelT 
that Le would suffer the interview, and calmly— very ealinly — 
listen. Such was his thought. Weak man ! St. James was 
ftbout to turn the key, when Bnipeton, with the strength of mail- 
ness, sprang upon him, and whirled bim from the door In a 
moment, St. James's sword was in bis hand ; in the next, through, 
the body of Snipeton ; who, reeling, drew a piatol and £ 
St James waa acathlesa ; but the bullet did its mischief ; fDF ' 
Blast, rushing up stairs, received the piece of 
owned, a damaging alloy, to the ten golden guineas, 

And now the cottage is fille<i with visitors ; for 
Giles, Bright Jem, and Jerry Whiatle — with a couple of < 
friends — arrive at the door. Snipeton, speeuhless, with lo 
agony and liatred, pointed towards St. James. Whistle al 
divined the truth. " My lord, I an your pardou," swd the ] 
official, "but yon 're my priBoner." St. Jdiues slightly ' 
and turned away, followed by the two olKcers. 
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" And there 'h anotlier," cried Tom Blast, " tliera "a St. Giles — 
liorae-stealer — returned convirt — joii know liini, Jeny: you 
niUBt know liim — X "m done for — but it 'b sometliing to hang 
that dog." 

'Tia too true, mate," aaid Wldatle to St. Giles, " jou must go 
along witii me," 

"Witli all my heart," answered St. Giles. " I see there's 
nothing left me hut to die ; I may be at peace theu." 

Capatick tried to speak, when hia eyes filled with tears, and he 
seized St. Giles by the hand, and grasped it. " I knew you — and 
hoped better — hut take heart yet, man, take heart," said Capstiok, 
whilst Bright Jem sliook bis head and groaned. 

" Come in, eome in, directly," cried Mrs. Daws, with her handa 
fhst upon Crossbone, tlieu nt the threshold. " Here 'a the good 
geutleraan killed— murdered." 

CroBsbone looked at Snipeton — felt his pulae — and said, "Who'd 
have thought it I So he is," 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

It was but the walk of a few minutes, and the two culprits, 
St. James and St. Giles, — who could have prophesied this oom- 
pnnionahip of guilt I — duly escorted by the officers, arrired at the 
little pul'lic-houae, where Cajratick and his oompaniona on the 
journey had left the carriage. The mnfBn-maker himself remiuned 
behind at the cottage, insisting that Cmaabone should not quit 
the wounded Snipeton ; as, in the avowed ignorance of Capatick, 
"it was quite inipoBsible that he should be dead." Croasboua 
could only smile contemptuously at the hopeful man, and look 
about him, as one looking for an easy escape. " The body is tlie 
body of a dead man, air," said CroBshoue. " I think I ought to 
know ; Ihavenotpractised so many years not to have an intimate 
acqniuutanGe with death." 

"Bead I Bless my heart ! Beally dead, and alive but this 
minute 1 " cried Copstick, vacantly. 

"Of course. What do you eipeot hearts are made of) The 
left ventricle — 1 'm sure of it — cut quite through," said Crosebono. 
" So ! a pretty piece of news to tell ths Marquia — and that 
Uesaed woman, — it will kill her — the Marchioness." 

"And the wife of the murdered raau 1 " cried Capetick— "but 
denr soul ! she mustn't see this sight : " and he witlidrew the key 
fixjm the unturned lock. " Lot ua remove the body." 
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" Not by any means," said Tangle, " Quite ill^al. Here it ' 
must lie for the inqaeet." ' 

" Lie here ! Wby, man, the poor soul must step across it to 
descend the stairs. " Here, Jem ; help me to break the law juet i 
a iittle, will ycpu. In that Toom, Jem ; in that room." And 
Uapstiuk aiul Jem lifted the dead man iutn the chamber whence | 
he hod rushed npon. his death ; Mr. Tangle, during the brief . 
operatiou, loudly declaring that not for tie best fifty pounds woold 
he have a band in it. " And now, Mr. Crossbone," said Capstick, 
" we 'U go down Stan's to that poor wretch." 

"I really have not any time to waste upon such people now," 
said the apothecary. " And when I remember that, at this verj 
moment, his lordship may have the greatest need of me, '' 

" Yon don't stir from this house " — and Capstick, with calmeM 
determination, grasped the apothecary's collar — " until you gea i 
the man. You don't know what may depend upon his life." | 

■'ii'iilife I " exclwmed Crossbone. " Why, I 'm much mistaken 
if it 'a worth a sixpenny rope." 

" Perhaps not, as you may -value the article ; but as the life of 
an innocent man may depend upon it, you must save one for the 
other's. I tell you, sir, you must : and there 's an end of it" 
With this decision, Capstick led the apothecary in custody into 
the parlour, where Tom Blast, with several of the countiy folks 
about him, lay wrilJiing in misery — pain giving to his features the 
most terrible expression. A 11 the hidden wickedness of the man'fc 
heart seemed brought into his lace, iiitensided by suffering. Twa 
poor women hovered over him ; whilst other spectators stood 
apai't, contemplating with a. curiosity that seemed at once to 
fascinate and horrify, the terrible show before thum. 

Crosalwue, still in chai^ of CapaUck, was brought to the 
wounded man ; whose eye, flaming with new hate, burned upon 
the doctor ; and whose voice, rattling in hia thront, growled 
inarticulately like a beast's. Crossbone recoiled from the patient, 
but was brought back by the gi'asp of CapatJak. " Come, air ; 
what do you think of him ? " saked the senator. " There 'a life 
yet. Eh!" 

" A nothing, sir ; I can see it — oh, yea ; a mere nothing. Ths 
ball is somewhere here," and the apothecary mauipulated, with a 
strong hand, the sufl'erer. " Can't get at it juat now ; but a little 
medicine — something cooling — and in a day or two we' 11 extr»ot 
the lead." 

" You 're sure of that, Mr. Doctor ) Quite sure 1 " asked Blast, 
with B. ferocious grin. 

" Quite certain," answered Crossbone. " I 'U pledge even my 
profeaaional reputaUon upon it." 
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Weil, then, that "a nothing but Tight," gasped the woonded 
I ; atiil terribly eyeing hia profeBsing preserver. " For aa tlia 

bullet came all along of you — why you can't do better than " 

Alittlelight-headedjuat now," cried Crossbone, as Blaat failed 
in his sentence. " But, toy deitr air, Hisce you take an interest in 
Hie person," added the apothecary to Capatick, "I can promise yon, 
that in a few days yon shall have the bullet now in hb body in 
your own hands, sir ; and Ma life aaJtt — that is, underatand me, 
safe from lead. All he wants ia quiet — merely quiet." 

Capstick, for a moment, looked thoughtful. He then observed 
-" Well, then, we must nuree him." And saying this, the 
senator exchanged a look with Bright Jem, who, with his best 
significant manuei-, nodded aasent. !Leave we, then, fbr a short 
time the dead man, lying stark for the coroner, and the wounded 
ruffian (ended by present care for the hope of future benefit. 

Ml'. Whistle, on arriving at the public-house with his prisoners, 
with many apologies requested bia lordship to make himaelf aa 
oomfortable as poaaible under all the drcumatances. It was an 
Ogly business ; very ugly. Had the old gentleman been merely 
pinked a little, it would not have signifieil ; but death, downright 
death, made the affair extremely disagreeable. Keyerthelees, his 
lordship had friends who would sea that he had justice done him 
— the beet justice — justice that became his station aa a nobleman 
and a gentleman. And reiterating this consolation, Jerry Whistle 
again apologised that he must cali upon his lordship to consider 
luiuself a prisoner ; and, for a lime, until it waa quite necessary to 
appear before the magistrate, to accommodate himself to the beat 
xoom of the public-house. As to tbe ruffian, St. Giles— well, it 
very odd, Mr. Whistle observed, that things should so fall 
out — but surely his lordship would be good enough to remember 
the little vagrant wretch that stole his lordship's feathered bat 
when quite a baby ; or, 'il' his lordaliip's memory could not go 
K> &T back, at lemt his lordship must recollect the pony stolen 
by the youth, St. Giles — he was then, the roacol, fourteen, and 
amet have known better, — and for which be was to have been 
huiged ; only, fooliahly enough, he had been sent to Botany Bay ; 
whence, not knowing when he was really well off, be had run 
away, that he might put his head into a halter at Newgate. He 
niut say it: it was odd, that a gentleman like his lordship, 
Bt. James, and auch an old offender as St, Giles, should be, so to 
apeak, in trouble together. 

" Poor wretch I " said the nobleman. " And where is St. GUes I " 

"Why, my lord, he is properly secured iu a bit of an out- 

liouee. There 's a nice clean wisp of straw for him and lus own 

'Ihoogbts. Aikd, moreover, ibr though it 'a weak, 1 somehow like 
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to treat a prisoner like a man — murcover, T have ordered hii 
pint of beer and some bread luiii dieeBe. Tlie county paja fa 
— and if it didn't, wh;, tliougb I dau't brag, 'twould be oil 
same to Jerry Whistle." 

St. James was about to reply to this, wben, after a alight, bi 
knock, the door opeued, aad Mr. Tangle, with a ihce of m 
tremendous woe, and his whole figure full of affliction, enn 
into the room. He looked mournfully at St. James, bowed, 
deeply aighed. 

" Do you come to reproaeli me, Mr. Tangle," aoid St. Jai 
" with the death of your old friend i " 

" Not I, my dear lord," cried Tangle, quickly, " not for wwl 
I woold reproach no man in his trouble, much less a gentlem 
I b^ your pardon, my lord — I should aay, muoh less a noble 
Besides, allow me to disabuse your lordship's mind. Mr. Snif 
was no friend of mine, certainly not. Ho two could be less -, 
— I hope. We were only profcRaionaUy bound together, not 
more. Ties of red tape, my lord ; ties of red tape — that 'a ol 

" To what, then," asked St. Jamea, " may I owe tiia iavous 
this visit 1 " 

"Oh, my dear lord !" exclaimed Tangle, at the sai 
slowly taking hia handkerchief from his pocket, and well 
it ere he applied it to Mb eyea. " Oh, my lord ! " he repeat 
with his face covered. 

"Exooae me, Mr. Tangle," said Whiatle, "but I cannot hi 
his lordship diatreased after this manner. I 'm a man of bt 
nesa, whatever the grief may be. Now, if you've anything 

say that will serve the pris , what am I about ! — his lonl^ 

I should say, why, put aside your pocket-handkerchief, and g 
it mouth." 

Mr. Tangle seemed to struggle with himself to obey t 
injunction. At length, however, be displayed bis naked fit 
and vigorously winking his eye-lids as though to well dry the 
he said — "It ia not, my lord, for me to forget that I was oi 
honoured with the patronage of your noble house. At a ti: 
like the present, when an accidental death-—" 

"Tes, I know," said St. James, and he shuddered from lit 
to foo^— " I know ; the man m dead." 

" He is, my lord," said the consoktory Tangle; " What th< 
We all must die." 

" What a blighted wretch am I ! " eiolaimed the young ta» 
" blood, blood upon my hands 1 " 

" Not at all, my lord," cried the attorney ; " for depend opOU 
a verdict must wipe 'em cleaa. And that, saving your Imdahi 
presence, that 1 have ventured to come about." St. Juuea ii 
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stared at him. " There will, of course, be a trial ; that is, a form, 
1 honourable form to clear your lordship. And, my lord, it 
would be an honour to me in luy declining age — at a tiiiie, 
oo, my lord, when honour ia doubly precious to a profesaiooal 
— to be allowed to attend your lordship throitffli thia 
, unpleasant businesB." 

" That cant be, very well, can it," asked "Whistle, " fur won't 
they call upon yon aa a witness I " 

" Impossible. I saw nothing of the transaction, 1 11 take my 
oath "- — and Tangle became even entbuniastic in bis aaseverationa 
— " I 'II take my oath, I saw nothing of it. Will you, therefore, 
my lord, honour me by your approving commands 1 " And Tangle 
bowed to the floor. 

" As you will, Mr. Tangle ; do what yon please," said St. Jamoa, 
indifferently. 

" Thank yon, my lord. I am delighted, my lord, at the oppor- 
tunity — that is, I am gratefiil, my lord ; particularly grateful ; 
and now, your lordship " — and Tangle suddenly fell into a solemn, 
organ-like Btrain, befitting his words— "^ and now, to business." 

" Well, business. What ia it— what of it ) Do as you please," 
oried St. Jiuoea. 

" Oh, my lord, this confidence ia, I must say it, affecting. Well, 
then, my lord, you must have counsel." 



recommend — the only man- — 



"Permit me, ■then, my lord, t 
Mr, Montecute Crawley." 

"Montecute Crawley," faintly ecloed St. Jnmea; and at the 
V Wnnd, he was in the criminal court of the couuty of Kent, and 
■aw that weeping advocate of hapleae innocence. 

" Were my own brother in danger — no, I mean, were I myself, 
— I know no man like Mr. Crawley. Bieaa you, he has all the 
heartatringH of the jury In his fingers, like tlie fellow with Punch, 
and pulla 'em just which way he likes. He's safe for office — 
nothing can keep liim out of it. As I heard a young barrister 
say only a week since, ' Crawley,' aaya he, ' will take the turn ot 
. the tide, and float into office on his own tears.' What a speech 
he will make about your lordship ! Not a dry eye in court, and 
for what I know, folks weeping outside. Well, then_. my dear 
lord, Bay Mr. Montecute Crawley, There isn't a moment to lose. 
In a matter of murder— that ia, what the fiction of the law caUa 
. murder — he 'a in first request. At this moment, fur all I know, 
ve may be too lale. And abonld they have him on the other side 
—pardon me^ my lord — though I know your caae is admirable, 
nothing stronger — nevertheless, pajdou me, ray lord, I must 
. tremble. I say it with respect — I must tremble." 
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" Well, Mr. Montecate Crawley, if you will," said St. Jame^ 
carelessly. 

Ere, the words were well out, Mr. Tangle had caught hia 
aasentuig client by tha hftcd, and with a fervour more tluu) 
profesaicmal, eidairaed — "Thuuk you, my lord — blosa yoii, my 
lord — you have made me a happy man, my lord. I 'U riile myseli 
for poat^horaea to Eingstou, and before I sleep, depend upon it, 
Mr. Crawley's clerk has the retainer in his band. Keep your 
spirits up, my dear lord, and remember — if I may be Bo bold lo 
say it — that you live under a constitation in wliioh a noblenuw 
is not to be outn^ed by the hand of plebeian violeuce without-— - 
without — " ~ 

" Enough, air — I know what you would say," cried St. Ji 
with disgust. 

" It 'a very kind of your lordship to eay ao," and, witk 
hnrablest bow, Tangle left the room. 

" We shall not stay long bore, Mr. WhUtle I " asked St. Ji 
" Of course, there is anotbur ceremony 1 " 

" To be aure, my lord ; of courae, my lord. We have to 
before the magistrate ; a matter of form. But every respect 
oe paid to your lordship. A terrible accident, my lord, 
nothing more. NeverthelesB, it can't be denied that, just 
uriea are getting a aort of spite against folks uf nubility, 
therefore, my lord, I am glad — yes, I will say it, I am gl 
tnat, tc prevent any aocident, you 've got Mr. Mouteoute Crai 
Bless you I He 's such a man for washing blackymt 
got quite a name for it." 

" Will you grant me one favour, Mr. Whistle i " asked St. Jt 
suddenly rouaing himself from deep thought. 

" I wish you could aak twenty, my lord ; any fevour, eicsf 
of wnrse, your lordship knows what I mean — any fev 
out that one. Never" loat a priaouer yet, my lord ; and 
though I 'd do anything for your lordship's nobla family, — still 
I couldn't do that :" and Tangle looked at the duur, Hud shook 
his bead. 

" You misunderstand me, Mr. Whiatle ; I have no such pui> 
pose. Whatever may be the result of this most miserable deed, 
I must and will await it. The favour I would usk is this. 
Can you let me have aome oonversation with — with my fellow- 
prinoner ) " 

Whistle stared. " Fellow-prisoner ! " be echoed. " Well, thera 
isn't a bit ol' pride in your lordship ! If, of coui'se, you wish i^ 
why, of course, it "a done. But your lordship should 
he 'a a returned transport, a rubelliona convict, that 'a again 
in the face of hia mother country by coming back to 
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^Bsure as you're aiive, my lord, he'll be hanged, and — however, it's 
^Hfbr your loniship to choose your own company ; oi' course." 
|H^ " Then I am to underatand, Mr. Whiatle, that you couaent I " 
I ask«d St, James, a little impatiently. 

"To be sure ; whatever your lordflhipwiaheB — in reason. Here, 
Wix ;"— and Whistle, opening the door, called to one of his 
usBistnnta — " bring your prisoner afore his lordahip, and bear 
a hand with him. Not a bit of pride, I do declare," repeated 
Whistle to himaeii^ as he surveyed St. Jamea with wonder and 



St. James, in silence, paced the room, and "Whistle eontinned to 
contemplate him as a Dinrvel of condeaoenaion ; and then Wfaiatle's 
thoughts took another current. " To be anre, when the best of 
people are brought in danger of the gallows, it does a little take 
the starch of pride out of 'em." This all unconsciously floated 
through Whistle's brain, as still he looked upon the young noble- 
iniw, and with all his might eudeaToured to consider him a 
paragon of humility. 

In brief time St, Giles, in custody of the officer, stood at the 
door. " Mr. Whistle," said 8L Jamea, with the most polished 
courtesy, " may I requeat that, for a few minutes, this young man 
and myself he left together." WhisUe was melted, awed by the 
politeness, yet, nevertheless, looked doubtingly about him. " You 
can still keep watch through the window. There is but one — one 
door, too." 

" Of course, your lordship — to be siire ; not that I thought of 
that — by no means ; " and Whistle, aosuiing himself that he could 
'keep SB certain watch outside the room as within, bowed, ond 
lustily retired. 

" So, young man," said St. Jamcis, with a forced calmness, " bo, 
"Tre have met, it seems, in eai'ly— very early life." 

" Yea, my lord ; very early," answered St. Giles. " I take it, 
J remember the mutter better than your lordahip." 

"How 80 I" 

" Why, my lord, wretches such as I am, and such as I have 

'. Blwaya been, have — saving your preaence— quicker memoriea 

ftian gentlefolks like yon. We teko a sharper account oflifa, for we 

^'feel it sharper— earlier. I recollect when I waa little more than 

I « babe, I may eaj, robbing your lordahip. Well, it was my fate." 

" Not ao, St. Giles — not ao." 

" How was T to know otherwise 1 Who taught me otherwise 1 
How did I know that I was not imule to aleal and be whipped for 
it — and still to steal and — and — be hajiged for it 1 Your lordship, 
when a chiJd, waa — I know it — kind to the boy-thief. You said 
ft good word for bim ; they told me all about it, and my hearl 
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word, what would, she think of h'aa if, with the dove in bis 
liand, be agHin flung it into tlie sky, when it niuat needs gu 
home ? Had he, so handsome — so spirited a gentleman — no fear 
of the laughter, the ridicule of the world 1 What would the 
world Bay of him I 

It was very strange, that the thoughts of the apothecary shonld 
BO harmouiouBly accord with his own. St. Jamea waa determined. 
He would see Clarissa ; would passionately seize the advantage 
offered him. He mtiat be an. idiot — a block— ^i stone to thiuk 
otherwiHe. And with this new resolution, St, James returned to 
the house ; Croasbone promising to follow him. 

"And do you mean to murder the sweat lady I " asked Mrs. 
Daws of St. James, who started at the hard question. 

" Murder I my good woina.n 1 "What do you mean t " And 
his lordship blushed. 

" You Ve the key of the door, and she ha'n't had no dinner," 
was the old woman's euttmg answer. 

" Here is — stop ! I will myself see and apologise to the lady." 
Saying this, St. .Tiimea mounted the stairs, and placed the key in 
the lock. One moment, reader, ere he turns it. 

An opposite door, nnseen by St. James, is ajar ; an eye, gleaming 
like a onuke's, looks from it — looks murderous bate. It is old 
Snipeton's. Tangle had effectually performed his mission, winning 
over Mre. Daws ; no difficult achievement, for the old creature — 
warped, withered, despised for age and ugiinesB— had a woman's 
heai't that revolted at the duty forced upon her by her master. 
Snipeton had resolved to watch from his hiding-place ; to listoi 
to the words of St. James and his wife, that he might distinguish 
between treachery and truth ; and so he had promised himself 
that he would sufl'ar the interview, and calmly — very calmly— 
listen. Such was bla thought. Weak man ! St. James wss 
about to turn the key, when Snipeton, with the strength of miid- 
nesB, sprang upon him, and whirled him from the door In « 
moment, St. James's sword wajs in his hand ; in the next, througk 
the body of Snipeton ; who, reeling, drew a pistol and firi^. 
St Jamea was scatblrss ; hut the bullet did its mischiuf ; for Toil 
Blast, rushing up stairs, received the piece of lead — it. must be 
owned, a diuuiiging alloy, to the ten golden guineas. 

And now the cottage ia filled with visitors ; for Capstiok, St 
Gilta, Bright Jem, and Jerry Wtiatle — with a couple of olfioisl 
{riends — arrive at the door, Snipeton, speechless, with looks of 
agony and hatred, pointed towards St. James. Whistle at once 
divined the truth. "My lord, I ax youi' pardon," aajd the poliM 
ofliciaJ. "hut you 're my priaoner." Si. James aliglilly bowed, 
and tamed away, followed by the two oSiuei'S. 



4 I 

i 



8T. GILES AND ST. JAMES. 37S 

" And tliere 'e another," cried Tom Blsat, " there 's Bt. Gilea — 
liorse-fit^aler — ^retumed convirt — you know Lira, Jeny; you 
tau^ know him — L ^m done for — but it 's something to Itang 
that dog." 

" "Hb too true, mate," unid Whiatla to St. GileB, " you moat go 
along with me." 

"With all my heart," answered StL Qiiea. "I see there '■ 
nothing left me but to die ; I may be at peace then." 

Cajistick tried to speak, when his ejea tilled with tears, nud he 
seized St. Gilea by the hand, and graaped it. " I knew you — asd 
hoped better — bat take heart yet, man, take heart," said Capstiok, 
whilst Bright Jem ahook liia head acid groaned. 

" Corns in, come in, directly," cried Mra. Daws, with her hands 
fast upon Crossbone, then at the threshold. " Here 'a the good 
gentleman killed— murdered." 

Croasbone looked at SnipetoD — felt his pulse — aod said, "Who'd 
have tliought it 1 So he is." 



CHAPTER XXXVIL 



It was but the walk of a few minutes, and the two culprita, 
St. James and St. Giles, — who could have prophesied this com- 
pnnionsliip of guilt ! — duly escorted by the officers, arrived at the 
little public-house, where Capstick and his companions on the 
Journey had left the carriage. Themuffln-makor himself remiuned 
behind at the cottage, insisting that Crossbone should not quit 
the wounded Snipeton ; as, in the avowed ignorance of Capatick, 
"it was quite impossible that lie should be dead." Crossbone 
could only smile coutemptuously at the hopeful man, and look 
^KHit him, aa one looking for an easy escape. " The body is t^e 
body of a dead man, sir," said Crosabone. " 1 think I ought to 
know : I have not practised so many years not to have an intimate 
acquaintance with death," 

" Dead ! Bless my heart 1 Really dead, and alive but this 
, miiinte ! " ciied Capatick, vacantly. 
I "Of coiirae. What do yon expect hearts are made ofl The 
K left ventricle — I 'm sure of it — cut quite through," siud CroBabone. 
K * So ! a pretty piece of news to tell the Marquis — and that 
I blessed woman, — it will kill her— the MarchioneEs." 
I "And the wife of the murdered man 1 " cried Capstick — "but 
I dear soul I she mustn't see tliia sight : " and he withdrew the key 
I tana the unturned lock. " Let us remove the body." 
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"Not by any meanB," said Tniigle. "Quite illegal. Hera it 
muBt lie for t!ie inqneBt," 

" Lie here ! Why, man, tLe poor aoul must step acroSB it to 
dsBoend the stfura. " Here, Jem. ; help me to break t!ie law jnat 
a little, wiU you. In that room, Jem ; in that room," And 
Capstick and Jem lifted the dead man into the chamber whenee 
ha hud ruslied upon his death ; Mr. Tangle, during the brief 
operation, loudly declaring that not for the best fifty poimdB wonM 
he have a hand in it. " And now, Mr. Crossbone," said Capatick, 
"we'll go down atalra to that poor wretch." , 

" I really have not any time to waete upon such people now," 
said the apotliecary, " And when I remember that, at this vwy 

moment, his lordship may have the greatest need of me, " 

" You don't Btir irom this house " — and Capatick, with calmest i 
determinatioD, grasped the apothecary's collar — " until you see | 
the man. Ton don't know what may depend upon his lifo." 

■' ffii life ! " exclaimed Crosahone. " Why, I 'm mueh miBtakeD ' 
if it's worth a sixpenny rope." 

" Perhaps not, aa you may value tlie article ; but as the Ule of i 
an innocent man may depend upon it, you must save one for the 
other's, I tell you, sir, you must : and there 'a an end of it" 
With this decision, Capstick led the apothecary in custody into 
tie parlour, where Tom Blast, with several of the country folks 
about him, lay writhing in misery— pain giving to his ifeaturea the 
most terrible expression. Ail the hidden wickedness of the man's 
heart seemed brought into hia &ce, intensified by snifering. Two 
poor woman hovered over liim ; whilst other apectatora stood 
apart, contemplating with a curiosity that seemed at once to 
fkacinate and horrify, the terrible show before them. 

Crosabone, still ia charge of Capstick, waa brought to the 
wounded man ; whose eye, Uamicg with new Imte, burned upon 
the doctor ; and whose voice, rattling in his throat, growled 
nmrtieulately like a i>east'B. Oosabone recoiled from the patient, 
but waa brought back by th« grasp of Capstick, " Come, »r i 
what do you think of Mm 1 " asked the senator. " There 'a "" " 
yet, eh ) " 

" A nothing, air ; I can see it — -oh, yes ; a mere nothing. ' 
ball is somewhere here," and the apothecary manipulated, withlfaV 
strong hand, the suSerer. " Can't get at it just now ; bnt a littlaT 
medicine — Homethiug cooling — and in a day or two we' I 
the lead." 

" You 're sure of that, Mr. Doctor 1 Quite sure ? " asked BIM^ " 
with, a ferocious grin. 

" Quite certain," answered Crossbone. " 1 'II pledgo 
profeBsional reputation upon it," 
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" Well, then, that 'a nothing but right," gasped the wounded 
nan ; atill terribly ejoiiig hia professing praaerver. " For sa the 
bnUat came all along of you — why you can't do better than " 

" A little light-headed. J uHt now," cried Crosabone, as Blast failed 
ki hia Bcntence. "' But, my deiu- sir, unce jnu take an interest in 
Ibe person," added the spothecary to Capatick, " I can promiae you, 
that in a few daya you shall have the bullet now in his body in 
your own handa, air ; and hia life aafe — that ifl, understand me, 
Bofe from lead. Ail he wanta ia quiet — merely quiet." 

Capsrtick, for a moment, looked thcughtfuL Ha then observed 
—"Well, then, we must nurse him." And aaying this, the 
senator exchanged a look with Bright Jem, who, with hia beat 
^gnificant manner, nodded asaent. Leave we, then, for a shori^ 
time the dead man, lying stark for the coroner, and the wounded 
ruffian tended by present care for the hope of future benefit. 

Mr. Whiatle, on arriving at the publie-houHe with hia priaonera, 
with many apologies requested his lordship to make bimaelf as 
comfortable aa poaaible under ail the circumatances. It was an 
Bgly buaineaa ; very ugly. Had the old gentleman been merely 
|iinked a little, it would not have signiHed ; but death, downright 
'i, made the affair extremely diangreeable. Kevertheleaa, hia 
lonMup had trienda who would see that he had justice (lone him 
—the beflt justice — justice that became hia station aa a noblemau 
ftnd a gentleman. And reiterating this conaohition, Jerry Whiatle 
■gain apulogiaed that he must call upon hia lordship to conaider 
himself a prisoner ; and, for a ijme, until it waa quite neceasary to 
Appear before the magistrate, to accommodate himseli' to the beet 
room of the public-houae. As to the ruffian, St. Giles— well, it 
waa Teiy odd, Mr. Whiatle observed, that thinga should ao fall 
out — but aurely hia lordaliip would be good enough to remember 
the little vagrant wretch that stole his lordship's feathered hat 
whrai quite a baby ; or, "if hia lordebip'a memory could not go 
so far back, at least hia lordship must recollect the pony stolen 
by the youth, St. Giles— he was then, the rascal, fourteen, and 
MUat have itnown better, — and for which he waa to have been 
hanged ; only, foolishly enough, he had been sent to Botany hay ; 
whence, not knowing when he was really well off, he had run 
away, that he might put his head into a halter at Newgate. He 
moat aay it ; it was odd, that a gentleman like hia lordship, 
St. Jamea, and auch an old offender oa St. Gilea, should be, so to 
I qwak, in trouble together. 

" Poor wretch t " said the nobleman. " And where ia St. Giles ? " 

" Why, my lord, he is properly secured in a bit of an out- 

I houae. There 's a nice clean wiap of straw for him and hia own 

thoughts. And, moreover, for though it 'a weak, 1 somehow like 
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to treat a priaoner like a msin — mureorer, I hare ordered bii 
pint of b^er and eome bread and cheese. The county pays To 
— and if it didn't, why, thuugh I dou't brag, 'twould be all 
same to Jerry Whistle," 

SL Jrunen was about tu reply to this, when, after & etight, brieE I 
knock, the door opened, and Mr. Tangle, with a face of motrt 
tremendous woe, and his whole figure tiill of affliction, cmnlcii 
into the room. He lookad uioumfully at St, Jamea, bowed, and 
deeply sighed. 

" Do you come to reproach rae, Mr. Tangle," said St. Jamea, , 
" with the death of your old friend 1 " 

" Not I, my dear lord," cried Tangle, quickly, " not for worlds, | 
I would reproach no man in hia trouble,mucli ieaa a gentleman— i 
I beg your pardon, my lord^ — I sliould gay, nmoh less a nobleman, 
Ueaidea, allow me to disabuse your lordship's mind. Mr. Snipetoa i 
was no friend of mine, certainly not. No two could be leas alike j 
— I hope. We ware only professionally bound together, notMag 
more. Ties of red tape, my lord ; lies of red tape — -that 'b ali" 

" To what, then," aak«: St. James, " maj I owe the fikvour of 
thia visit 1 " | 

" Oh, my dear lord ! " exclaimed Tangle, at the same time 
slowly taking hia handkerchief from his packet, and weil shaking 
it eve he applied it to lu« eyas. " Ob, my lord ! " he repe 
with his lace covered. 

" Excuse me, Mr. Tangle," said Whistle, " but I cj 
his lordship distressed after tills manner. I 'm a m. 
ness, whatever the grief may be. Now, if you've anything S 

say that will serve the pris -, what am I about I— his lord^p, 

I should ss,y, why, put amde your pocket-handkerchief aud ^ve 
it month." 

Mr, Tangle seemed to struggle with himself t 
injunction. At length, however, he displayed his naked i! 
and vigorously winking Mb eye-lida as though to well dry U 
he said — " It is not, my lonil, for me to forget that I «m 
honoured with the patronage of your noble house. At u 
like the present, when an accidental death — " 

"Yes, I know," said St. James, and he ehuddered from Ii 
to foot—" I know : the man it dead." 

" He is, my lord," said the consolatory Tangle. " What then^ 
We all must die." 

" What a blighted wretch am I ! " exclaimed the young in 
" blood, blood upon my hanilfl ! " 

" Not at all, my lord," cried the attorney ; " for depend upon M 
a verdict must wipe 'em cluan. And that, saving your InrdsUdr 
proiience, that I have ventured to come abouL" SA. Jamea ia 
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it him. " There will, of eourae, he a trial ; that is, a form, 
I honourahle form to clear your lordship. And, my lord, it 
irould be an honour to ma in my declining age — at a timo, 
ly lord, when honour is donbly preoioua to a professional 
-to he allowed to attend your lordship throuRh tills 
laant business." 
"That cant be, veryweU, can it," asked Whistle, "for won't 
iiej cnll upon you aa a witness 1 " 
" ImpoBsihle. I saw nothing of the transaction, I'll take my 
ith " — and Taaigle became even enthuainstic in hia nsaeverationa 
-"I '11 tajte my oath, I saw nothing of it. Will you, theretbre, 
ylord, honour me by your approving commands I" And Tangle 
flowed to the floor. 

" As you will, Mr, Tangle ; do what you pleaae," aaid St. Jamea, 
^ndifierently. 

" Thank you, my lord. I am delighted, my lord, at the oppor- 
tanity — that ia, I am grateful, my lord ; particularly gratflful ; 
and now, your lordship " — and Tangle suddenly fell into a solemn, 
■ organ-like strain, befitting his words — "and now, to business." 

"Well, buaioeaB. What is it — what of it 1 Do as yon plaase," 
Dried St. James. 

" Oh, my lord, this oonfidenoe is, 1 must say it, affecting. Well, 
itiien, my lord, you must have counsel." 

"Permit me, then, my lord, to recommend — the only man — ■ 
}Sl. Hontecnte Crawley," 

"Montecute Crawley," faintly eptoed 8t. J.imes; and at the 
jKnmd, he was in the criminal court of the county of Kent, and 

V that weeping advocate of hapleea innonence. 

" Were my own brother in danger — no, I mean, were I mysell^ 
— I know no man like Mr. Crawley. Blesa you, he has all the 
ieartstrings of tlie jury in his ilugers, like the fellow with Punch, 
and palls 'em just which way he likes. He 'a safe for office — 
.nothing can keep him out of it. As I heard a young barrister 
«ay only a week since, ' Crawley,' says he, ' will take the turn ot 
the tide, and Boat into office on hia own tears.' What a speech 
he will make about your lordship 1 Not a dry eye in court, and 
for what I know, folks weeping outside. Well, then, my dear 
lord. Bay Mr. Montecute Crawley. There isn't a moment to lose, 
a matter of murder — that is, what the fiction of the law oalls 
.mnrder— he 's in firat request. At this moment, for all I know, 
■we may be too late. And should they have him on the other side 
— pardon me, my lord — though I know your case is admirable, 
Jiothing stronger — nevertheless, pajdon me, my lord, I must 
[teomble. 1 say it with respcct~-I must treinhle." 
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to treat a pmoner like a, man — moreaver, I have ordered him > 
pint of beer and sums bread oitd cheese. Tiie county pays for it 
— and if it didn't, why, thciugh I don't brag, 'twould be all t]is 
same to Jeity Whiatle." 

St, James was about to reply to this, when, after u alight, brie! 
knock, the door opened, aad Mr. Tangle, with a fat.'e of mmA 
tremendous woe, nad hiH whole figure full of affliction, crawled 
into the room. He looked nioumfullj at St. James, bowe<J, aad 
deeply eighed. 

"Do you oome to reproach me, Mr. Tangle," said St. James, 
" with the death of your old friend ! " 

" Not I, my dear lord," cried Tangle, quickly, " not for worldi. 
I would reproach no man in his trouble, much leas a gentleman — 
I beg your pardon, my lord — I should say, much less a nobleman. 
Beside^ allow me to disabuse your lordship's mind. Mr. Snipeton 
was no friend of mine, certainly not. No two could be leaa alike 
— I hope. We were only professionally bound together, notbinj; 
more. Ties of red tape, my lord ; ties of red t«pe — that 'b all." 

"To what, then," askei! St. James, "may I owe the lavoai of 
this visit ) " 

" Ob, my dear lord ! " exclaimed Tangle, at the same time 
slowly taking his handkerctiief &om his pocket, and well shaking 
it ei'e he applied it to his eyes. " Oh, my lord I " he repeated, 
with his face covered. 

" Excuse me, W>. Tangle," said Whistle, " but I camiot hava 
his lordship distressed after this manner. I 'm a man of busi- 
nesa, whatever the grief may be. Now, if you've anytliing td 

say that will serve the pria , what am 1 about ? — his lord^p^ 

I should say, why, put aaide jour pocket-handkerchief, and pre 
it mouth." 

Mr. Tangle seemed to etruggle with himself to obey this 
injunction. At length, however, he displayed his nakwf face, 
and vigorously winking his eye-lids as though to well dry them, 
he said — '' It is not^ my lord, for me to forget that 1 was once 
honoured with the patrouiige of your noble house. At a time 
like the present, when an accidental death — " 

"Tea, I know," said St. James, and he shuddered from bimi 
to foot — " I know : the man i» dead." 

" He is, my lord," said the consolatory Tangle. " What theti ? 
We all must die." 

" What a blighted wretch am I ! " exclaimed the young man ; 
" blood, blood upon my hands I " 

" Not at all, my lord," cried the attorney ; "for depend upon it, 
a -verdict must wipe 'em clean. And thai, saving your Inrdsliiji'* 
presence, that 1 have ventured to come about." St. James idly 
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atured at him. " There will, of course, be a trial : thnt ia, n, form, 
an honourable form to dear your lordship. And, my IcFTii, it 
would be ao honour to me in juj declining age — at a time, 
too, my lord, when honour is doubly precioua to a profeaaional 
man — to be allowed to attend your lordship through this 
-nnpleafiant buainesa." 

" Tliat cant be, very well, can it," aeked Whiatle, " for wont 
they call upon you aa a witness J " 

" Impossible, T saw nothing of the transaction, 1 '11 take my 
ostli " — and Tangle became even euthuaiaatic in hia naaeverations 
— " 1 11 take my oath, I saw nothing of it. Will you, therefore, 
my lord, honour me by your approving commands 1 " And Tangle 
bowed to the floor. 

"Asyou will, Mr. Tangle; do what you please," Mud St. Jamaa, 
indifferently, 

" Thank you, my lord. I am delighted, my lord, at the oppor- 
tunity — that is, I am gratefiil, my lord ; particularly p;rateful ; 
and now, your lordship " — and Tanglo suddenly fell into a solenm, 
or|[an-like strain, befitting bis words—" and now, to busineaa." 

"Well, busineaa, Wliat is it — what of it ) Do aa you pleaae," 
cried St. James. 

" Oh, nj J lord, this conSdence is, I mnat say it, offeciiug. Well, 
then, my lord, you must have coiiBsel." 

"Permit me, then, my lord, to recommend — the only man — 
Mr, Montecute Crawley." 

" Montacute Crawley," fiiintly echoed St. Jnmea ; and at the 
sound, he was in the criminal court of the county of Kent, and 
saw that weeping advocate of hapless innocence. 

" Were my own brother in danger — do, I mean, were I myael^ 
— I know no man like Mr. Crawley. Blesa you, he has all the 
heartstringH of the jury in his liugera, like the fallow with Punch, 
and pulls 'em juat whith way he likes. He '» safe fir office — 
nothing can keep him out of it. As I heard a yi>ung bamster 
say only a week since, ' Crawley,' aaya he, ' will take the turn of 
the tide, and float into office on hia own teara.' What a speech 
he will make about your lordship I Not a dry eye in court, and 
for what I know, folks weeping outside. Well, then, my dear 
lord, say Mr. Montecute Crawley. There isn't a moment to lose. 
In a matter of murder — that is, what the fiction of the law calls 
murder — be 's In first request. At this moment, for all I know, 
ire may be too late. And ahould they have him on the other side 
— pardon tiie, my lord — though I know your case ia admii'able, 
nothing stronger— nevertheless, pardon me, my lord, I must 
tremble. I say it with respect — I must tremble," 
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Mr. Montorute Crowley had well dried hia ajea, the jury returned 
a Terdict — " Not guilt.y," 

Let ua piiB3 the burst of npjilnuse that ehook the coof ; the 
orowding of friends about the innocent nohleman, no longer ft 
priaoner ; with his almost icatantaneoua departure for Tjondon in 
the carriage-and-four, confidt^tly prepared and wiiiting for him 
at the prison walk. St. Janit^ la ti free man. But our story h«s 
yet a, prisoner — St. Gilea. 

The neit day was appointed for the trial of the rctnraed conrirt, 
Tlie court wns attended by a. few idlera. Cupstick, Bright Jem, und 
Beeky — herface iicaldBd withtenra — werepresent ; and Mi'.T.ingle, 
as solicitor for the prisoner, was very busy, aJid spoke in terms of 
considerable tenderness to the Member for Liquorish, assuring him 
that at least heaifan and earth shonld be moved to save St. Gilofc 
"I tell you, sir," repeated the attorney — "Iteli you,I'llBiovebotb 
heaven and earth. My interest can go no further." 

" Not yet," said Capstiok, and his eye twinkled. 

"Silence in the oourtl" esclaimad the officer, and the trial was 
ountinued. 

It was a Teiy matter-of-fact case. The prisoner at the bar hud 
been conYieted, when qnitfl a boy, of horse-stealing ; evidence wna 
given of judgment, hia ideuUty was proved, and there could renuun 
UD doubt — nevertheless, if the jury had a scruple the prisoner 
ought to benefit by it^— no doubt of the crime of the colpritinthe 
dock. Elaat's dying declaration of the innocence of Bt. Giles wm 
put in; but the judge, biting the end of hia quill, shook his head. 

Mr, Montecute Crawley, net being very well from the weM> , 
Mid-tear of his emotions on the previous moraing, aib«t h " ' 
by or-ler of St. James to defend St. Giles, was compel 
resign his brief to his junior, who would be, Mr. Cravlq 
oomtbrtingly observed, a very promising young man some d^. 
The young gentleman, evidently satisfied himself with his defence 
of the prisoner, and, indeed, had hardly ceased to acknowledge 
the encouraging nod of the leader, when the judge, having 
shortly simiraed up, the jury, not starring from the box, returned 
their verdict—" Guilty." 

There was a heavy fall upon the floor, and poor Becky, pale 
SB a. corpse, was carried out. 

Tbejudgeplacertthe black cap npon his head. "PriBonef »l 
bar," said the judge, " you hare been tried by a jury of your fel 
oountiTmen, and have been found guilty of a most heincnia a 
Bgaiiisl the pea.ce of our sovereign lord the king, and the li 
this nahn. I am sorry that there is nothing in your ca» 
pleads for the least chance of mercy. Far be it from me ti 
to your eufiering at this moment by any harab word of n 
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Nevertheless, it is only due W soeiety that T ahould briefly dwell 
upon the oareer that has brought you to this most dreadful con- 
dition. It appears that, altogether heedless of the blessings of a 
Christian aociely and Chriatian influences, you, at a very early 
age, in fact, as a mere child, broke the coinmaiidinent that says, 
' Thou shalt not steaL' Your thefts, I grant, were petty ones ; 
but robbery grows with growth, You proceeded inyonrrecklew 
conduct, and were at length — I have the conviction before me — 
condemned to death for borae-stealing," 

"My lord, the depoffltion ! " cried Capstick. 

" Take that man into cnstody, if he speaks anotherword," thnn- 
dered the judge to the officer. Then, after a pause, he continued. 

" The deposition shall be forwarded to the proper qunrter, but I 
would solemnly advise you, prisoner at the bar, to indulge in no 
vain hope upou that head. As I have already said, jou were 
condemned to death for horse-stealing, when the royal clemency 
intervened, and your sentence was commnted to transportation. 
You were sent to a country, blest vnth a salubrious climate and a 
most fertile soil. And yon ought to have shown your gratitude 
for your deliverance from a shamefiil death by remaining in your 
adopted land. HoweTer,yournatnralhardne8a of heart prottipted 
you to fly in the face of the king's mercy, and to return to this 
kingdom. The puniehmont for this crime is wiaely ordered by our 
law to be death. This punishment you will suffer. In the time, 
however, that will elapse ere you are called from this world, yon 
will be attended by a Christian minister, who will instroot your 
darkened mind with the glorious truths of Christianity ; will 
teaah you their goodni^ their abounding mercy, and, above all, 
th^ charity for ail mea You will have the means of this con- 
solation ; I iniplore yon, make use of them. And now, the 
sentence of this court is, that you be taken to whence you came, 
and be hanged by the neck until you are dead." 

But, St. Giles was not hanged. No. St. James repeated the 
good work of hia boyhood, and— aided by CsiJatiefc, who made 
his maiden speech in Farlinment on the question, calling the 
attention of the minister to the confession of Blast — St. OUee was 
pardoned. He married Becky, and lived and died a decent shop- 
keeper. Indeed, he had so far beaten the prejudices of the world, 
that long ere he took his mortal departure from hia pariah, he 
had been intrusted with the duties of churchwarden. 

St. James, a few weeke afler the trial went abroad, made the 
grand tour, returned, married a duke'a daughter, and supported 
to the utmost the true dignity of hia order. St. James had been 
eohooled even by St. Oiles : taught the beet and higheat lesson of 
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lifu frum his aBsaciation with the bom outcast and bubj- felun. 
The man of conventional nobility had learned to sea through 
want, and misery, and crime, the natural fin," : stili thu hum 
ariatountt of all created things, however degraded frum the 
hour of his bh-th by the ignorance and the iujustiee of our 
BOcUl conditions. AJid Si. James made noble amends in his 
maturer years for the harmful vanities of his earlier life. Many 
and many a pilgrimage did he make to the Hof^-Loues, that, 
like hidden ulcers, rot tho social body ; Btill tainting outward 
beauty with eoncejded loathaomeueas. If St. James learned the 
Boleinu truth that to make man respect his fellow, he must 
be bred in self-respect — and that self-respect is not a plaot oi 
darkness, growing and blossoming despite of gloom and filth— (w 
well look for water-lilies in common sewers,) — if St. James learned 
this, and learning, laboured to shed abroad the humanising truth, 
he owed its first knowledge to his fitful compunionBliip with 
St Giles ; to his strange asaiidation with a, wretched bdug who, 
first skilled against by society, became the aven^ng BiMii^r. How 
much of what our legal and mural codes alike denounce as guilt 
— how much of this sinfulness, has the same inevitable cauBB I 
Heuoe, our nobleman proved it by all his after life, how muck 
St. James in his bi-ocade, may profitably learn of St. Giles in his 
tatters. 

Mr. Crossbone, baulked in his hopes of court preferment, retired 
to the country, we fear — against his conscience, but in deferenee 
to his pocket — to cultivate the weeds of life. He, huwevaij 
had the subsequent eatisfaction of transporting Mr. Ikibert WS]j| 
for highway robbery ; an operation performed at the cheaj 
uoat to Mr. Croasbone, as the robber pillaged him of only fbur I 
two-pence and a tobacco-stopper. 

A metropolitan tombstone still attests the pleasing tact, 
Mr. Tangle died at the age of eighty-two, " a faithfid husbani 
affectionate lather, and an -unswerving friend. His chariqf 
as boundless as it was unostentatious and unknown." 
speaks Tangle's tombstona ; and who — save it may be 
recording angel — shall contcadict a tombstone ? 

And Clarissa ) She ahr t^nV &om the world ; and 1] ved and 
died the daUy life and death of an outraged, wasting heart JK 
her happy, hopeful youth, she had been sold to bondage ; a T 
condemxied to the most loathsome servitude. Her fetter 
gold — how light, how small a liuk 1 yet such gold is toothe 
canker, and eata into the very core of the heart And so CL 
died ; another victim numbi^'ed with the thousands gone i 

Cftpatick — the man "sAtli. sbM la Nn* -^JOKaa ani Wm. ii 
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deeds — Capstickat the end of the firat session, conl'esHed to Bright 
Jem, the proved vanity of Parliament. He would aometimea sit 
— as he declared — late on a Bummer's night, and — despite of the 
real atmosphere ahout him— could Bcient the hean-blossom \faftBd 
from his garden. He would doze in hia seat, and — when an hon. 
member was making hia twentieth repetition of a sonnjing 
common-place — would dream of the cuckoo calling liim home. 
And BO at the end of the lirst session, Oapetick, the late mi)^- 
maker and philaDthropic misaathropist, to give dne warranty to 
the scandal and malice of a few of his neighbours, who d<>clared 
he only sought parliament that once there, he might well butter 
his dry bread ; bo Capstitk took offlce. He became for a time 
steward of the Chiltem Hundreds, and few men could give better 
aneount of their atewardship ; for, retired to the Tub, he culti- 
vated hia garden — whistled to his birds — talked to his bees — and, 
if mingling amongst men, he had at times a playful tartness in 
bis words, — hia daily acts were full aa honeycomb with abounding 



he crcwsed the threshold of 
nple and aJlectionate c 
with his old master. And there St. Gilea, and 
wile, and St. Giles's little ones, would make their 
yearly visit : a visit that caused to Bright Jem his only two 
.anxieties ; namely, that the peas might in the opinion of Mrs. St. 
C^es beat any peaa in Coveut-gai'den ; and the strawberries might 
grow bigger and bigger every twelvemonth in the eye* and 
moutha of the children. 
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